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SCENE — A  sniig  riverside  nook  hard  by  a  weir.  Mr.  Piscator  PascH  discovered  enjoying  tlie  Contemplative  Man's  lUcrea* 
tion  in  a  solitude  a  deux  (with  Tobias).  To  him  enter,  from  opposite  sides,  two  furtive,  mysterious,  and  apparently 
disguised  persona jes,  each  bearing  rod  and  line,  but  looking  little  to  the  piscatorial  manner  born. 

First  Angler  {catching  siglU  of  second,  aside,  with  acerbity).  Tat !  tut  ^    He  here  I     Hoped  he  was  at  Hawarden  ! 

Second  Angler  [catching  sight  of  first,  aside,  peevishly).  Confound  him  I  what  does  he  want?  Had  an  idea  ho  was  at 
Hatfield  I 

Ur.  Punch  {catching  sight  of  both,  aside,  merrily).  Aha !  here  they  are.     Can't  leave  me  alone.    Fancj  I  do  not 

recognise  them,  perhaps,  in  that  iU-fitting  Izaak-Waltonish  disguise.    (Sings,) 

For  ^yh\gs  are  full  of  flattery, 
And  Tories  full  of  pride ; 
Heigh  trolollie  lollie  loe  I 
Both  fi^  for  Votes,  /  fish  for  porch, 

All  by  the  river's  side. 
/  m  sure  of  unopposed  return. 
Hy  countrymen  know  Me  1 
Heigh  trollie  lollie  loc  I 

First  Angler  (aside).  Hanged  if  he  does  not  twig ! 

Second  Angler  (aside).  Verily  he  seemeth  to  smell  a  rat ! 

Mr.  Punch  (aloud).  Hail,  Brothers  of  the  Angle !  Grood-morrow  to  you  both,  and  a  pleasant  pitch — ^at  courteous 
angler's  correct  distance.    Whither  away,  Gentlemen  ?    And  are  you  perchance  beknown  one  to  the  other  ? 

First  Angler  (embarrassed).  Well,  Mr.  Pa — Piscator,  we  are  not  of  a  party  on  this  occasion ;  yet  meseems  I  have 
seen  our  friend  in  the  voluminous  collars  somewhere  ere  now. 

Second  Angler  (awkwardly).  And  I,  on  my  part,  seem  to  recognise  that  burly  form,  that  bushy  beard 

Mr.  Punch  (laughing).  Oh,  turn  it  up,  my  noble  swells  !  I  know  you,  as  you  know  each  other — and  Me !  You 
have  both  of  you  tracked  me  down  to  my  rural  retirement,  with  an  eye,  respectively,  to  "  tips."  This  fortuitous  concourse 
displeaseth  you  much,  but  you  must  make  the  best  of  it.  Perpend,  sham  Piscators.  What  d'ye  lack  ?  What,  in  short,  is 
your  little  game.  Gentlemen? 

First  and  Second  Anglers  (together).  Well,  you  see,  Sir,  the  Gen [They  both  pause. 

Mr.  Punch  (gravely).  I  perceive.  In  view  of  the  imminent  General  Election,  each  of  you  thought  he  would  like  a 
quiet  hour  alone  with  Mr.  Punch,  with  an  eye  to  "  pumping  "  him — each  in  the  interest  of  his  Party.  A  miscalculation, 
Gentlemen  I  Mr.  Punch  hath  no  Party — save  Mankind ;  no  Leader — but  himself!  However,  don't  look  so  uncomfortable, 
the  pair  of  you,  but  sit  down  sociably,  help  yourselves  to  the  shandy-galT,  and  have  a  chat.  Let  "  peace,  and  patience,  and  a 
calm  content  cohabit  in  your  cheeiful  hearts  "  (as  they  did  in  Sir  Henri  Wotton's),  while — as  he  did — we  "  sit  quietly  in  a 
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Bummer'B  evening,  on  a  bank  a-fishing."    As  Gortdon  sang,  "  Fishers  must  not  wrangle."    Aha !    his  song  might  be 
parodied — ^for  your  behoof,  Brother  Anglers ! 

We  have  sly  baits  in  onr  horn, 
Party  paste  and  worms  too  ; 

We  oan  work  both  night  and  morn, 
Suffer  toil  and  storms  loa 
None  do  fear 


0  the  braye  (Vote)  fisher's  life 

Is  the  best  of  any ! 
Fnll  of  pleasure  found  in  strife, 
So  betoved  of  many. 

Other  joys 

Ars  but  tqys ; 

Only  this 

Stirring  is. 

For  our  Will 

Polls  wiU  fill. 
Power 's  the  only  pleasure ! 


Arms  to  bear 
In  the  fray  ; 
Fight  away  I 
Some  sit  still. 
And  bait  with  skill. 
Wire-pullers  must  not  wrangle  I 


Firtt  Angler.  Ay,  marry,  Sir,  now  you  talk  like  an  artist !  (Aside  )  Only  wish  Wiluam  were  not  here !  Then  I 
might  have  a  chance! 

Second  Angler  (gravely).  An  art  something  too  artful  wholly  to  hit  my  taste.  {Aside,)  Oh,  were  Sollt  only  away ! 
Can't  speak  freely  and  frankly  in  his  presence. 

Mr.  Punch  (twigging).  Marry,  scholars,  'tis  little  use  "muttherin'  there  as  if  ye'd  been  ill-thrated."  My  best 
counsel  is  at  the  scrrico  of  both  of  you,  as  old  Piscator's  was,  whether  to  Venator,  Auceps,  Peter,  or  Gortdon. 

First  and  Second  Anglers  (together,  eagerly).  Well,  what  think  you  of  my  chances  at  the  Gen ? 

[Both  stop  short,  and  scovsl  at  each  other. 
Mr.  Punch  (winking)  singeth : — 

I  'm  a  ga^  bnt "  leary  *'  Sage,  with  my  one,  two,  three, 

I  *m  willing  to  give  counsel  or  wise  warning ; 
But  if  it 's  me  you  *d  pump,  with  a  view  to  Party  "  stump,'* 
You  must  get  up  very  early  in  Uie  morning  I 

There  is  reason,  put  into  verso,  and  worthy  the  consideration  of  a  wise  man,  as  honest  old  Izaak  says. 

Second  Angler  (plaintively).  But,  Master,  have  you  nothing  pertinently  practical  to  mix  with  this  frolic  discourse, 
which,  in  view  of  the  tremendous  issues  toward,  doth  now  grow  tedious  and  tiresome  ? 

Mr,  Punch,  Cheer  up,  honest  Scholars,  and  perpend !  I  may  not  mar  this  bright  June  day,  this  sylvan  scene,  this 
quiet  swim,  with  platform  platitudes,  party  bickerings,  or  wire-puller  prophecy.  I  would  rather  hear  Maudlin  piping  her 
"  Milk-Maid's  Song,**  or  Gortdon  trolling  his  catch.  But  if  it  is  sage  counsel  you  want,  take  it  You  are  about  to  enter  on 
a  great  political  fishing  match.  Fight  it  out  like  honest  anglers  and  good-tempered — like  those  that,  as  Izaak  hath  it,  "  are 
lovers  of  virtue,  and  dare  trust  in  Providence,  and  be  quiet,  and  go  a-angling."  Fish  fair,  don't  foul  your  opponent's  tackle, 
or  needlessly  disturb  his  swim.  Don't  use  fancy  or  poaching  baits,  nor  overmuch  oi  any.  Remember  the  old  angling 
maxim  :  "  Swear  not,  lest  ye  catch  no  fish." 

<*  Oaths  do  fray 
Fish  away," 

and  vituperation  loses  Votes.    Finally,  if  you  be  beaten,  take  your  licking  like  a  man — and  an  Angler.    If  further  counsel 
ye  wanty  you  will  find  it  to  the  full  of  your  joint  and  several  needs  and  capacities  in  this  my 
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February.  —  A  pretty  con- 
junction of  Venus  with  Jupitci 
will  take  place  in  the  evenin^^ 
western  sky  on  Saturday  the  6tlj 

inst. ;  but,  as  the  days  are  still 

short,  and  the  nights  dark,  the  ^K.X^^Si1llll 
interesting^  couple  will  probably 
escape  embaiTassing  observation. 
About  the  same  time  there  will 
be  a  conjunction  of  the  House  cl 
Lords  and  the  House  of  Com- 
11  tons,    mpetinf^  to  witness   the   opening  of  the  now 
Si3S8ion  by   Rt>yril   Commission.     The  Speaker  wil! 
probably  attend  in  wig  and  gown,  and,  as  Mars  speeds 
on  his  way  throuH^h  the  sign  Sagittarius,  the  Sergeant* 
at-Armaariiu*  will  precede  the  procession,  carrying  the 
Hflce.    About  lh*T  middle  of  this  month  Venus  will  bo 
in  fip|)csi ti r m  wi t h  Satuni ,  very  near  the  Equator.    This 
will  UriTi^'  Sir  Wit-LIAM  Harcourt  to  the  front,  want- 
ing to  know  from  the  Grovemment  much  more  than 
tboy  aro  disposed    to  communicate.  •  The   stationary 
position  of  Uraniu/la  fi-   iV  of  Scorpio,  will  bring  trouble  to  the  Homo 
Office,  wher©  the  criminally  bivish  use  of  stationery  (including  pens) 
I5J  Tf'SiMf.       i«  well  kt^owB.     Towards  thV*  end  of  the  month  there  will  be  trouble 
below  tho  Gangway.      The  ni>w  ].<eudor  of  the  House  is  warned  to 
Wware  of   a  sudden  outbreak  frmn  Mr.  LABOUcnERE,  having  reference 
to  the  cost  of  tho  emii]imcnt  of  tho  (Queen's  yacht.     South  America  will 
BufFf^r  from  fM^vei^  Hhock^  of  earth rjuake,  the  Isle  of  Skye  will  bo  under  a  ^Hyt^'i 
i-loud,  and  the  I^Ie  of  Man  will  hnvo  trouble  with  its  female  population. 
XLiRCir* — Jupiter  \6  again  in  opposition  with  Saturn  on  the  Cth  inst. 
at  ^*51    P.M.    The  fornn^r  pin  net  being  in  Pisces  27**,  Sir  William 
n^KCOrUT  aaya  that  beforp  tho  month  is  out  he  means  to  knock  tho  i 
Government  into  pioijea  t^.    The  evil  Mars  forms  the  quartile  aspect 
with  Saturn  on  the  'JtU,  and  takofi  a  friendly  pint  with  Jupiter  on  tho  | 
nth*     This  periijd  ia  therefore  nure  to  be  tempestuous.    Earthquakes 
will  ahnko  the  South  of  Eunupe,  nnd  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury, 
the  Sei^rntiirj*  of  Stfito  for  India,  aud  the  First  Door  Keeper  will  have 
their    hand^   full   of    trouble,      iireece  will  also   feel  the  disturbing 
influenct*.      Iiidood  if  tho  Mar  Kiss  doesn't  keep  things  straight  with 
\l\.   GenxadiI's   the  fat  will  be  in  the  fire.      The  20th  is  nather  a 
fortanate  day,  but  the  2yth  is  an  evil  anniversary  threatening  Quarrels, 
loss^H,  thunder-sboMT'T^  and  ^km  ttruptions.      JoKiM  is  warned  not  to 
/w^,H?iK.i         seioet  this  date  for  brining   in   hia  budget.     With  the  Moon  in  tho 
*J^>tli  dogreo  of  the  sign   of   Virgt),  he  will  have  quite  enough  trouble 
without  wantonly  &e<>kinf^   it  by  dwi^garding  the  Voice  of  the  Stars. 
The  2ith  of  this  month  is  Lady  J>ay,  when  rents  and  insurances  fall 
dne.     With  Mara  only  juHt   ri^eu   at  the  vernal  equinox,  strong  in 
rapricomiii?  and  in  quartllo  aspect  Tvith  the  Sun,  they  had  better  be  paid. 
April.— SEitum  in  on  the  euiip  nf  the  third  house  of  the  last  new 
moon.     This  threatens  danger  ti>  Mr,  CHAMBERLAIN  who  is  warned  to 
Rafoguanl  hi*  healthy  avoid  dangerous  places,  and  regard  Mr.  G.  as  if  ho 
were   a  distant  mountain.     ^Iurs  i^  at  it  ag^n.     Jrrogress  of  the  reil 
planet  through  Capricormis  disturba  Greece,  shakes  India  to  the  core, 
rendora  l^fexrco  unquiet,  and  mav  have  potent  influence  on  the  Red  Earl. 
T/jrd  Spexcer  is  therefore  warned  to  avoid  during  this  month  experiments 
as  to  tho  suitability  for  his  j>en*onal  use  of  any  i&ay  high  collars  he  may 
tind  l^'lng  al>oiit  lUit  d massing -rot^^m,  or  in  that  of  any  blood  relation. 
Honours  will  l>e  <^onf-'n*f>d  on    eonm  Members  sitting  either  above  or 
Ixdow  the  Oangwav.    "Mri;2:nM(ic   currents  very  strong  about  the  2Cth. 

Mr.  liALForu  will  tlo  well  to  ui4e  tJiia.  ^  

May.-  y\m^  ent«rrs  Aquarius  on  the  Gth  of  this  month,  and  will  not  ^SS^ST^^  i 
leave  tho  %v^\\  as  Ion;?  n«  there  ii*  a  drop  to  drink  on  the  premises.  This 
jnotnicted  :>.tay  will  wriU'  th^  highly  of  the  Agricultural  Department  in 
letters  of  blooil  and  tire,  bringing  sorrow  on  Georoie  Hamilton,  Wil- 
frid Lawson,  and  tho  borders  of  Wales.  Jupiter's  progress  through  Aries  continues  to  benefit  Old  England,  and  gives  liOrd 
ILajitinoton  an  opportimity  of  taking  ten  minutes  nap  on  the  Front  Opposition  Bench,  whilst  Mr.  Stanhope  cxiilains  tho  Aimy 
Ilstimates  in  Committee  of  Supply.  We  shall  hear  of  conflagrations  and  explosions  at  sea,  with  some  trouble  in  the  Houec  of  LohIk. 
The  Lord  Chancellor,  at  whose  birth  the  Moon  held  the  24th  degree  of  the  sign  Virgo,  would  do  well  to  havo  the  Woolsack  carefully 
examined  before  so.iting  himself  theroon.  It  is  not  for  nothing  that  the  Moon  is  this  month  eclipsed  in  the  sign  Scorpio. 
•  June.— Mars  holds  on  his  way  through  Aquarius,  thereby  diBturbing  Russia,  bringing  sorrow  on  Prussia,  heaping  coals  of  fire  on 
Piedmont  and  tho  borders  of  Persia.  This  will  bring  much  occupation  for  tho  Foreign  Secrotarj',  who  is  warned  to  avoid  any  attemjit 
to  walk  from  HatBold  to  Downing  Street  without  his  hat.  Weddings  will  bo  numerous  towards  tne  end  of  the  month.  There  will  also, 
in  all  probability,  be  some  births  and  deaths.  The  Sun  and  Mercury  in  Gemini,  forming  tho  quartile  aspect  with  Satuiii  in  Virgo, 
Members  of  tho  Opposition  are  warned  (if  they  can  avoid  it)  not  to  bo  bom  on  the  8th.  1 9th,  24th  and  25th  of  this  month.  Mais 
being  in  a  lower  meridian  at  the  New  Moon  of  Midsummer  Day,  fires  will  be  numerous,  discord  and  strife  will  arise  in  connection  witli 
the  landed  interest,  and  an  Irish  Member— perhaps  two — will  lie  suspended.  Tho  sign  Cancer  rules  New  York,  Berne  and  Lubeck.  Sir 
[N  LrBBOCK  will,  accordingly,  do  well  to  live  quietly  and  avoid  chaoges.  [continued  on  page  8. 
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JOmSt   BTJXJi   UP   TO   DATE. 


THE    CHRISTMAS   NUMBER   OF   PUNCH 


THE    INDIGENT   GHOST. 

I   8AT   ono  liigllt 
within  my  room 
and  to  mysolf  I 
"^       said, 
J ,  (/>/  As  folks  do  on  tbo 
f     i    stage,       "It's 
k'^^  ^    twelve,    and    1 
should     be     in 
bed." 
A  tap  came  at  the 
door,   and   as  I 
shouted  out, 
•*  Come  in  I" 
Lo !      near     me 
stood    an    aged 
man      diaphan- 
ously  thin. 

"  I  am  a  ghost,"  ho  shyly  said.    I  answered,  **  Ah,  no  doubt ; 
It 's  very  ri;?ht  at  Christmas  time  that  ghosts  should  be  about ; 
Sit  down,  old  man,  and  have  a  drink,  1 'm  in  no  haste  to  snooze, 
And,  if  'twill  servo  to  pass  the  time,  why  gibber,  if  you  choose." 

"I     used     to 

totally       ab- 
stain,"      the 

agod    spoctro 

said, 
**Till    Doctor 

Granville's 

letters    upon 

stimulants    I 

read; 
Ho  wrote,  you 

know,    toeto- 

tallors     wero 

little      more , 

than  pulp." 
With  that  ho  took  my  whiskey  jar  and  drained  it  at  a  gulp. 

phantom  friend,"  I  cried, 
ou  'd  gibber  if  you  tried  ?  " 

.,       ^         ,    ^ /*  for  know  you  speak  to  ono 

AVho  never  gets  employment  now,  whoso  gibbering  days  are  done." 

"  Woll,  well,"  I  said,  **  don't  gibber,  if  you  find  yourself  too  weak. 

I  '11  try  and  call  a  shudder  up,  if  only  you  will  squeak." 

Ho  shook 
his  head. 
**'Twould 
be  no  use," 
quoth  he, 
'*foryoufor- 

That  ghosf» 
play  second 
fiddle  now  to 
Johnnies  in 
Thibet." 

**Mahatmas?" 
*'Yes,  and 
hong  them, 
Sir,  a  pretty 
mess  they  've 
made, 

Thoy  've  ta'oa  the  bread  from  honest  ghosts  and  ruined  all  the  trade; 
We  don't  find  teacups  under  turf  and  floj)  flowers  on  your  hoad. 
Wo  don't  *  precipitate  *  a  note  and  swear  it 's  from  the  dead* 

**  We  scorn  such  hanky  -  panky  tricks,  let  those  admire  who  list, 
I  'd  sooner  sweep  a  crossing,  Sir,  than  turn  Theosophist ; 
I  *m  driven  into  the  workhouse  now  since  not  a  soul  employs. 
And  earn  tho  paltry  parish  pay  by  scaring  pauper  boys. 

'*  Goodbye,"  he  said,  **  and  since  you  Vo  been  so  very  kind  and  nice/ 
If  you  'd  like  me  to  haimt  a  friend,  why  you  shall  name  the  price  : 
3d  night !  That  little  drop  I  took  has  given  me  pluck.  Since  it '» 
)  witching  hour,  I  'U  go  and  fright  the  Beadle  into  fits." 


DROP    BY    DROP. 

Xinc  Stages  of  a  Love  Story, 

First  place,  I  dropped  my  ej'o  on  her, 

And  she  dropped  hers,  so  blushf  uUy ! 
Then  I  **  dropped  in," — her  sire  sold  fur, — 

Then  **  dropped  a  line,"  most  gushfuUy. 
I  dropped  a  deal  of  ready  cash 

On  her  and  her  relations, 
Then  dropped  some  hints— that  course  proved  rash — 

About  her  **  expectations." 
She  dropped  on  me,  daring  to  ask 

Such  questions.    Here  I  stopped  her. 
Her — bankrupt— sire  then  dropped  the  mask, 
And  I — well  then,  I  dropped  her  I 


SIMPLE   STORIES. 

"  Ec  always  kind  to  animals  wherever  you  may  be ! " 
No.  I.— LILY  AND  THE  LOBSTER. 

Like  many  of  tho  little  girls  at  Dimplobcach,  liil.Y  was  very 
fond,  on  bright,  waim  sunny  mornings,  of  paddling  in  tho  sea. 

She  would  often  take  off  her  shoos  and  stockings,  reef  up  her 
skirts,  and  wander  for  a  very  considerable  distance  along  tho 
sandy  shore.  She  picked  up  in  this  way  many  varieties  of  pretty 
and  curious  seaweed,  and  not  a  few  rare  shells  and  pebbles.  Not 
being  afraid  of  getting  wet,  she  was  enabled  to  clamber  over  tho 
I'ocks,  to  view  the  sea- anemone  in  its  own  private  aquarium,  and 
make  friends  with  the  benign  barnacle,  the  light-hearted  limpet, 
and  tho  cynical  star- fish. 

One  morning  Lily  bethought  her  that  she  would  walk  olono 
by  water  as  far  as  the  little  village  of  Pebbleton.  Sho  took  off 
her  shoes  and  stockings,  pinned  up  her  petticoats,  and  waded 
through  tho  shallow  water,  thinking  what  a  brave  girl  sho  was. 
Sho  had  not  gone  very  far  when  she  saw,  on  tho  shore,  the  seaweed 
violently  agitated,  and  tho  sand  much  disturbed.  In  going  to 
seo  what  it  was,  she  discovered  a  fino  old  Lobster,  hopelessly 
entangled  in  seaweed,  and  nearly  smothered  in  dry  sand.  Sho 
did  not  hesitate  for  an  instant 

Sho  recollected  tho  words  of  tho  Qreat  Bard,  who  sang, — 

"  B(?  lenient  with  lobsters,  and  ne'er  be  cross  with  crabs, 
And  be  not  dLsrespectful  to  cuttle-fish  or  dabs." 

With  great  tenderness  sho  disentangled  tho  Lobster  from  tho 
weeds,  she  blew  tho  sand 
out  of  its  eyes,  and  polished 
it  up  with  her  pocket-hand- 
kercnief.  Sho  then  carried 
it  with  great  caro  to  tho  sea, 
and  launched  it. 

It  quickly  sped  away  into 
tho  deep  water,  and,  though 
tho  callous  crustacean  showed 
no  sign  of  gratitude  for  all 
her  thought  and  attention, 
tho  little  girl  felt  pleased  at 
having  done  a  good  action. 

Sho  went  on  Sowly  wading 
towards  Pebbleton. 

Suddenly  sho  felt  a  sharp 

Sain  in  her  great  toe.  Her 
rst  thought  was,  she  was 
going  to  have  the  gout,  like 
her  Papa.  The  agony  was  so  great,  that  she  retreated  towards  tho 
shore.  She  found  that  sho  was  pursued  by  an  enormous  Lobster, 
who  had  severely  bitten  ono  too,  and  seemed  in  the  mind  to  hayo 
a  turn  at  the  remaining  nine. 

She  was  terribly  frightened,  but  she  limped  along  as  quickly  as 
she  could,  the  Lobst^er  rattling  his  claws  and  hissing  after  nor. 
Ho  pursued  her  till  she  reached  tho  dry  sand,  sat  down,  dried 
her  feet,  and  put  on  her  shoes  and  stockings.  Then  ho  wagglod 
his  big  claw  at  her,  gavo  her  a  knowing  wink,  trotted  off,  and 
plunged  into  the  sea.  She  thought  sho  recognised  lus  face — and 
she  was  not  mistaken.  igitized  by  x^n O 

It  was  her  old  friend,  whom  sho  had  rescued,  who,  by  pinching 
her  too,  hod  stopped  her  just  on  the  very  brink  of  a  pool  of  water, 
twenty  feet  deep. 
Had  it  not  been  for  the  Lobster,  Lily  would  have  been  drowned ! 
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MR.   PUNCH'S   PREDICTIONS  FOR   1892. 
Jaxuary. 

The  year  commences  on  a  Friday,  wLich  implies  that  there  will 
bo  much  misfortune.  Immediatelj*  taxes  will  become  due,  which 
will  cause  mudi  heart-burning  and  disappointment.  A  well-known 
statesman  will  make  a 
statement  that  will 
cause  apprehension  in 
the  capital  of  one  of 
the  great  Powers.  A 
few  stock-brokers  will 
be  very  active,  but  not 
in  legitimate  business. 
Many  persons  will  visit 
Paris  and  spend  some 
time  on  the  boulevards. 
The  wearer  of  a  Crown 
in  the  North  of  Europe 
will  have  to  beware  of 
cold.  On  the  11th 
there  will  be  much 
movement  in  the  Law 
Courts,  and  the  Judges 
will  appear  in  state 
and  walk  on  foot  to 
the  apartments  they 
usimlly  occupy.  Coun- 
sel and  solicitors  will 
hold  many  consulta- 
tions, and  a  Chancery 
suit  will  be  commenced, 
leading  to  groat  subse- 
(juont  disaster.  After 
lingering  for  more  than 
a  week,  on  the  9th,  Fire 
Insurance  expires, 
amidst  universal  re- 
gret. Their  financial 
condition  will  not 
permit  of  a  term 
their  own  property. 
The  weather  will  be 
cold,  and  snow  may  be 
expected  even  if  it  aoes 
not  actually  appear. 

For  Februahy. 

Tns  month  will 
commence  with  a  game 
soon  to  end,  for  pjir- 
tridgo-shooting  ceas?s 
on  tho  Ist.  On  tho 
3i*d  a  well-known 
statesman  will  keep 
h's  birchdaj',  chiefly 
becauso  ho  was  bom 
on  this  date  sixtj'-two 
years  og«>.  IIo  will  bo 
visited  several  times 
by  one  of  tho  Judges 
who  presided  at  tho 
Pamell  Commission, 
who  on  the  last  occa- 
sion will  remark  that 
ho  reprcsents  **  l^Liny 
Happy  Boturns  of  tho 
Day.  Parliament 
will  meet,  and  drink 

—in  spite  of  the  at-  

tempts  of  some  mis- 
guided men  to  abolish  tho  bars  in  tholiobbics.  On  the  13th  of  tho 
month  Lord  Randolph  CnuRcniLL  will  keep  his  birthday,  avoiding 
St.  Valentine's  Day,  in  courteous  consideration  of  the  resources  of 
the  Post  Office.  Wo  may  expect  some  strange  news  from  the  Con- 
tinent, and  events  in  Russia  will  ui'go  on  the  Stock  Exchange  a 
preference  for  boars  rather  than  for  bulls.  Many  Bills  will  be 
introduoed  at  Westminster,  but  only  as  a  temporary  arrangement, 
88  they  will  be  thrown  out  before  the  close  of  the  Session.    The 


A    LAST     RESOURCE. 

A  Happy  and  Indepexdknt  Bachelor  finds  himself  suddenly  disappointed  of  his 
Chiustmas  Party  in  the  Country;  he  has  ordered  nothing  at  Home,  has  given 
HIS  Cook  and  Man-Seuvant  leave  to  invite  their  Friends  ;  his  intimate  Companions 
ARE  out  of  Town,  and,  on  arriving  at  him  Club,  he  is  informed  by  the  Hall  Porter 
THAT  ** There  is  no  Dinner  to-night,  as  the  Servants  are  having  a  Party."  Only 
one  RF.souncE,  A  Hotel,  or  Dinner  at  a  Restaurant,  all  alone  ! 


weather  will  be  changeable,  the  state  of  tbo  atmosphei*o  varying 
from  comnamtivo  waimth  to  superlative  cold.  A  modem  Dm- 
matist  will  write  a  play  with  a  purpose,  which  inirposo  will  bo 
divul^d  by  the  speedy  shutting  up  of  tho  thoatro  m  v/hich  tho 
play  IS  produced.  The  condition  of  Ireland  will  attract  some  atten- 
tion, and  several  harsh  things  will  be  said  about  tho  Chief  Secretary. 

The  new*  from  Spain 
will  cause  some  un- 
easiness in  Portugal, 
and  even  eauso  appre- 
hension in  Sweden, 
were  it  not  for  tho 
cold,  calm  judgment 
of  Nor\i'ay.  Many 
complaints  will  l>o 
made  about  the  l*olico, 
but  without  attracting 
the  attention  of  tho 
Authorities. 


Fob  March. 

On  the  2nd  Lent  will 
commence.  Ash 
Wednesday  falling  this 
year  (strango  to  say) 
on  a  day  following  a 
Tuesday.  On  tho  20th, 
the  Duke  of  Cam- 
DHipoE  will  hold  a 
review  of  his  past 
career — the  occasion 
being  his  own  birth- 
day. Business  amongst 
burglars  being  slack, 
the  police  to  arrest 
sometbing,  will  take 
up  the  time  of  tho 
public  by  making 
frivolous  complaints. 
In  Parliament  many 
questions  will  bo  asked 
and  answered,  and  tho 
world  will  be  no  wiser. 
A  well-known  states- 
man will  make  a  speech 
that  will  cause  uneasi- 
ness abi*oad,  and  bo 
productive  of  sleep  at 
home.  The  German 
Emperor  will  make 
his  tourist  arrange- 
ments for  tho  summer. 
He  will  see  what  can 
be  done  about  a  trip 
to  the  United  States, 
and  will  deeply  regret 
that  he  has  not  the 
assistance  of  the  late 
Mr.  Barnum,  whose 
help  would  of  course 
have  been  invaluable 
to  him  in  tho  arrange- 
ment of  details,  lie 
will  sound  the  Presi- 
dent of  tho  French 
Bepublic  as  to  the  as- 
surance of  a  hearty 
welcome  in  tho  event 
of  his  paying  a  visit  to 
Paris,  and  will  re- 
ceive a  reply  ending  with  "Car— not."  lie  will  then  consider 
the  advisability  of  a  progress  through  tho  Channel  Islands,  so 
as  to  use  up  a  number  of  ready-made  speeches  written  in 
French.  On  the  17th  of  tho  month,  the  Iiish  will  celebrate  their 
f^le  day  by  bemoaning  their  fate.  This  will  lead  to  several  dis- 
cussions on  the  question  of  Home  Rule  in  various  influential 
quarters.  Altogetner  the  month  will  be  so  featurvless,  that  it  can 
scaroely  be  described  as  tiie  March  of  Events.  ^ 
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M/ 


July. — 
Mars  is  now 
stationary  in 
Aquarius, 
17*     14',    to 


TJ 


im. 


in 

JIM- 


ti 


•?^. 


n 


.^i^:- 


the  ^ef  of 

Bussia,    the 

perplexity  of 

rrussia,  and 

the  petulance 

of      Pomer- 

ania.  Famine 

is    only    too 

likely  to  stalk 

through   the 

Isle  of  Dog^, 

and  there  will 

be  trouble  at 

the  Admiralty '     ^tum  is 

creeping  up  to  tho  quartik> 

of  the  place  of  the  s^jlar 

eclipse  of  Juno  17,  WJiK 

filling  the  bittrv    cup   of 

the  Chief  Secretary  lo  tlits 

brim.      Membfjiiis  (l<r>flinjig 

to  take  their  sf^ats   will   p\ms(^  come  ta  the  talile.    UmDUS 

stationary  in   1''  ^d'  of   Scorpiu  is   of   fresh   evil  omc*n   for 

the  Lord  CiiAlvTKLLnn.     Ho  Is  wnrnotl  to  iivo\d  ti^arelling  by 

water  or  riding  on  tho  gftrrlt'ii-strnt  of  an  omTiibufl.     Towards 

the  endof  themrmth  (tboiJth  inntant  bf^iug  the  day  of  the  solar 

conjunction  with   \'vntis)   tho   Ilousts  of  Commons  will   he 

counted  out.    TKe  17tb  ts  a  piTipilioui  day  for  M^mberia  n>- 

presentiog  ag[i'k'ultural  €ousttitiicncifH,     rnfortiiiiatolv,  Ihero 

will  be  no  sitting  of  tho  IIouj^i.'  on  tlii^  clay.     An  tinulent  to 

an  ironclad  moijred  tiff  tho  Terraco.     iJucboHWH  niul   olhcrs 

are  warned  not  to  take  ten  on  tho  Tenaco  on  the  afttTHoon 

of  this  day,  for  M<*rcury  in  his  rulin*^  *ii*rn  (T.eo)  meets  with 

the  opposition  of  'Slavs,   Mai-^,  ati  the  I.ciailor  of  tho  Opposition 

in  the  Solar  Syatciu,  tiikos  a  frnternnl  interest  ui  ilr*  Vj. 

August.— ATrrr^  i*till  havin^^  n  hi^^h  old  time  iu  thi*  hi^h 
old  *evings.  H*'  i;*  now  vory  near  the  Kartb,  and  ■w4th  his 
mailed  hand  ut^^oh  on  thct  Iiish  Meuibern  to  doedi?  of  nUbk^i^H 
insubordination.  Aliont  this  tiuio  tlm  Spkakku  may  Imo  ox- 
pected  to  observ*-,  'MJnierl  Urdi^:''  Satniu  re-eutf^rs  tho 
sign  Libra  at  ^l  minutos  pant  S)  ou  the  evening;  of  tho  31st, 
Consequently  wc  shall  hear  of  tiymble  in  Kent,  MaL-ixlonia,  and 
Staff orashire.  (iof^stiona  on  these  .-^l^ject^  Tvill  1m«  flddrtj*,sf(l  to 
the  Baron  de  Boojc-WortMs,  and,  tho  Motm  boMtnr:  the  thinl 
degree  of  the  fli^i  Pcorjao  ot  tho  last  de^'o  of  \  irg(j,  Mr. 
Julius  'Anxib A L  Hilton  will  move  the  udjottmmont  of  the 
House,  in  oitJert^'  discvi^a,  an  a  matt43r  of  urq:(!ot  publii^  imiM^rt- 
anoe,  the  unsatis f;  1 1: tory  rej A u- k  o f  the  11  ol^l e  I  ^  iron .  T h 0  4  th  i ^  a 
very  evil  day  for  ller  Majeyty*«  Minist<?rs,  thvoiitomnpr  dani^i^r 
by  fire  or  colic,  acconlinsyto  their  ualiTilifS,  Let  thot^e  -^^ho 
were  bom  in  thin  month  bo  ware  of  dan^^cr  by  wat*ir,  never 
going  out  without  an  umhrtdla,  or  utfemptin;:  to  croan  tlvo 
Thames  by  fordin.,'  it.  ilorocto  will  ox]mnenf."G  t*omo  vibm- 
tion,  and  Hon.  MetiilK^m  whose  t-atos  were  6iw.  on  tho  1st  of 
March,  will  do  well  to  see  they  are  T^iaid.  The  Moon  bcin^ 
held  in  the  25th  <legree  of  Virgo,  Indiei^i  foll<;twing  the  noiirso 
of  debate  from  the  Gallery  r>f  the  lloutfo  (jf  Commons,  are 
warned  to  beware  of  disrjft|HantmeTit  in  love  or  matrimony. 
Tho  pos'tion  of  tho  Moon  at  this  time  is  also  favourublo  to  saltatory  iweiciyio  on  the  part  of  the 
cow.  Mr.  Jesse  Collinos  is  warned  to  hold  out  tbroo  acre?^  benr^ath  tho  orb,  so  as  to  lire[ik 
the  fall  of  the  cow.  As  the  Sun  forms  the  trine  asy>cct  T/ith  Jupiter  shortly  l>oforo  tho  New 
Moon,  Parliament  will  be  prorogued  this  month,  1/,  Jupiter  b^unj  in  tJit  fourth  imm^^  the  dismfnf^^'u 
has  not  cdrtady  taken  place. 
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ODE  TO  A  DINNER-GONG. 


**  The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dinner-bell." 
So  said,  admiringly,  the  late  Lord  Byron, 

But  he  had  never  heard  your  noisy  knell, 
O  blatant  bellowing  thing  of  brass  or  iron, 

Or  surely  he  had  metrically  cursed 
Your     nerve  -  distracting      Cor}'bantic 
clangour. 


Would   his   fine    indignation    could   have 
versed 
My  utter  hate,  my  agonising  anger. 
Alas !  is  gusto  then  so  great  a  sin, 

Is  feeding  Man  so  terrible  a  sinner 
That  such  a  worse  than  Dtincan-raising  din 
Must  summon  him  to — Dinner  ? 


BANE   AND   ANHDOTE. 
OUB  latest  Now  Humorist  lately  was  moved 
To  say  that  tho  world  can't  exist  without 
merriment.     ^  u^   ^ 
His  dogma,  of  counc,  yet"  remains  to  bo 
proved, 
But  oh !    how  lit  'd  help  us  to  try  the 
experiment. 


AND    rUNCH'S   ALMANACK   FOR   1892. 


A     DINNER     KNELL. 


It  pains  me  doonly  to  reveal 

My  infamy ;  1  ao  not  stretch 
The  truth  when  I  confess  I  feel 
A  guilty  wretch. 

I  onv)'  him  whoso  on'y  sin  [hour, 

lias  lK)cn  to  rob  his  next  door  noigh- 
Ile  liiu}  his  absolution  in 

Throe  months*  hard  labour. 

And  happy  ho  who  forged  a  cheque, 

Committed  arson,  stole  a  bill, 
Played  f(K»tball  on  liis  spouse's  neck, 
Or  broke  a  tdl. 

I  cannot  claim  that  anyone        [prur|»h\ 
Through  me  has  gasped  his  deathly 
I  cannot  even  say  I  've  done 
One  honest  burgle. 

These  inay  be  bail,  the  reckless  art 

Of  hospitality  is  worpo ;  [heai-t. 

Though  want  of  thought,  not  want  of 
Has  been  my  curse. 

For  sad  experience  has  taught 

That  as  a  most  abandonecl  sinner 
My  wife  will  treat  me,  now  I  'vo  brought 
A  friend  to  dinner  I 

lAnd  she  did. 


MR.     PUNCH'S     HANDBOOK    OF    DEFINITIONS. 

{For  the  Use  of  Young  WrUers.) 
A  FAsnioxABLE  Beauty.  A  Max  about  Tow^\ 


{n,)  A  PRETTY  moth  that  flutters  by  night, 
and  is  singed  in  Society  scandals. 

(6.)  A  modern  IIelex,  who  frequently 
prefers  the  WouTii  of  Paris,  to  the  repu- 
tation of  her  husband.     Ucr  face  launches  a 


^-^^ 


thousand  photographers,  and  bums  the  top- 
less towers  of  every  battered  old  roue^B  heart, 
(c. )  An  exotic  ti-eo  which  joumalists  shako 
to  obtain  the  paragraph- fruit  from  its 
branches.  It  flourishes  for  a  season,  and 
is  then  cut  down  to  provide  fuel  for  detrac- 
tion engines. 


(a.)  A  BEING  whose  top-hat  always  shines, 
whoso  frock-coat  invariably  fits,  whose  boots 
never  lack  polish,  and  whose  trousers  are 
bom  turned  up.  lie  knows  intuitivel}'  the 
exact  seasons  when  a  suit  of  dittoes  and  a 
round  hat  worn 
in  St.  James's 
Street  muik  the 
man  of  fashion. 

{b.)  One  who 
spends  the 
greater  part  of 
the  year  in  tho 
country.  His 
income  is  in- 
dependent, his 
language  is 
fi-ee,  but  he 
himself  is  ruled 
by  his  valet. 

(r.)  A  hero 
to  his  lady 
novelist,  A 
non-readii^g, 
non-marrj-ing, 
cynical,  know- 
ing, seductive, 
indolent^  mous- 
tachioed and 
frequently  mil- 
itary animal, 
much  addicted 
to  the  midnight  use  of  Clubs.  Is  generally 
obscured  by  ungrammatical  language  and 
costly  tobacco- smoke.  He  leaves  the  love- 
letters  of  ballet-dancers  and  duchesses  lying 
open  on  his  carpet,  sticks  photographs  of 
the  former  into  frames,  and  invitations  from 
the  latter  into  looking-glasses. 


THE   ASTROLOGER'S   BRAY. 


Voice  of  tho  Stars?     Ob,  empty  annual 

bore. 
It  is,  indeed,  a  "  Voice  and  nothing  more." 


The  wise  world  heeds  not  your  prophetic 

pother 
Which  goes  in  at  one  year  and  out  at  t'  other ! 


ODE   TO   SOAP. 

I  *VE  written  vci-ses  to  her  eyes. 

Her  snowy- wliito,  scrcnoly  hij?li  brow, 
Tho  charm  that  in  her  features  lies, 

A  dozen  sonnets  to  her  eyebrow. 
Last  week  she  ventuied  to  clone, 

Alas  I  with  quite  another  fellow, 
£■0  I  will  sing  :i  song  to  Soap  — 

Soap,  honest,  pure,  transparent,  yellow  ! 


Wlien  I  arise  at  early  mora, 

(Or  even  when  at  late),  who  keener 
Than  you  in  helping  to  adorn 

My  person,  or  to  make  mo— cleaner  ? 
When  black  [not  comely),  I  confess 

Yourself  at  once  I  always  fly  to, 
I  use  you,  who  excel.    Ah !  yes. 

You  take  tho  cake,  and  so  do  I  too  ! 

Called  to  the  Bar.  Of  course  I  am— 

The  Bar  of  Soap.     In  all  one's  troubles, 
What  more  succxjssful  way  to  dam 

The  flood  of  giief  than  blowing  bubbles  ? 
And  yet,  a  thousand  years  ago, 

When  men  wore  woad,  and  huts  were 
wattled. 
Had  they  the  happiness  to  know 

The  magic  mysteries  of  mottled  ? 

I  do  not  know,  I  cannot  tell, 

I  don*t  indulge  in  rash  assertions ; 
But  this  I  know,  and  know  full  well, 

I  owe  my  skin  to  your  exertions. 
And  if  I  should  have  done  a  deed 

Of  gore  pai*ticularly  flagrant. 
You  still  befriend  me  in  my  need,        [rant. 

You  take  my  hands,  and  leave  them  frag« 

0  Soap,  preserver  of  mankind, 

Tnie  godliness's  cleanly  neighbour, 
Tho  Duke  through  you  grows  more  refined, 

The  housemaid*s  face  reflects  your  labour. 
Let  mundane  systems  have  their  day, 

Let  men  depart  to  shades  infernal, 
The  future  brings  us  no  dismay, 

Since  Soap  (like  Hope)  will  spring  eternal. 

••THRIFT,  THRIFT,  HORATIO  I" 
(By  a  co}Uem]ilativ€  Man  at  a  CreincUorium.) 

There's    one    thing    in    these    mortuary 
burning**,  [Urninge, 

A  man  pays  his  **  last  debt "  with  his  own 


THR    CHRISTMAS   NUMBER   OF   PUNCH 


NEVER   HAVE  A  CADDIE  WITH  A  SQUINT! 

A  Lay  of  the  Lixks. 

They  told  me  he  was  skilful,  and  assiduous,  and  (rue, 

They  told  me  he  had  **  carried  "  for  the  bravest  and  the  best 
His  hair  was  soldier-scarlet,  and  his  eyes  were  saucer  blue, 

And  one  seemed  looking  eastward,  whibt  the  other  fronted  west, 
nis   strabismus  was  a  startler,   and    it 
shook  my  nerve  at  once ; 
It   affected   me   with    dizziness,    like 
gazing  from  a  height. 
I  straddled  like  a  duffer,  and  I  wavered 
like  a  duRce, 
And  my  right  hand  felt  a  left  one, 
and  mv  left  felt  far  from  right. 
As  I  watched  him  place  my  oall  with 
his  visual  axes  crossed. 
The  very  sunshine  glimmered,  with  a 
queer  confusing  glmt, 
I  felt  like  a  sick  lubber  on  Atlantic  surges 
tossed. — 

Oh^  never  have  a  Caddie  with  a 
squint  I 

I'm  an  ** irritable  duffer*'— so  my  enemies 
declare, — 
That  is  I  'm  very  sensitive,  and  play  a 
modest  game. 
A  very  little  puts  mo  off  my  stroke,  and, 
standing  there, 
With  his  boot-heels   at  right  angles, 
and  his  optics  much  the  same, 
He  maddened  mo— no  less,  and  I  felt  that 
all  success 

Amiinst  bumptious  young  McBuxGO — was  impo^siblo  that  day. 
I  'd  have  parted  with  a  firer  to  have  beaten  him.     Uis  dress 

Was  so  very  very  swagger,  and  his  scarlet  cap  so  gay. 
lie  eyed  my  cross-eyed  Caddie  with  a  supercilious  smirk, 

I  tried  to  set  my  features,  and  my  nciTos,  like  anv  flint ; 
But  my  **  knicker*d  "  knees  wore  knocking  as  I  wildly  set  to 
Oh  I  never  have  a  Caddio  with  a  squint  I 

I  tried  to  look  away  from  the  spoiler  of  my  play, 
But  for  fiendish  fascination  he  was  like  a  squinting  snake ; 

All  the  muffings  man  can  muff  I 
contrived  to  muff  that  day ; 
My  eyes  wore  all  askew  and 
my  ncries  were  all  ashake. 
I  seemed  to  squint  myself,  and 
not  only  with  my  eyes, 
My  knees,  my  hands,  my  el- 
bows  with    obliquity  wore 
rife. 
McBcNGo's  «locksham  sympathy 
and  sinister  iiiiii)rit*o 
Made  almo8t  insupportable  the 
burden  of  my  life, 
lie  was  so  bciwtly  friendly,  and 
he  was  so  blazing  fair, 
So  fulsomoly  effusive  with  sug- 
gestion, tip,  and  hint ! 
And  all  the  while  that  Caddie 
stood     serenely    cock-eyed 
there. 

Oh  I  tierer  have  a  Caddie 
with  a  squint ! 

Miss  BrxKS  was  looking  on  !  On 
^  ,  that  maiden  I  was  gone, 

cfiz      J'lst  as  she  was  gone  on  Golf, 
in  porfervid  Scottish  style. 
On  my  merits,  with  McBuxoo,  I  should  just  about  have  won. 
But  my  shots  to-day  were  such  as  made  even  Effie  smilo ; 
Oh,  the  lumps  of  turf"l  lifted  I  Oh,  the  easy  balls  I  missed ! 

Oh,  the  bunkers  I  got  bogged  in  !   And  at  last  a  gentle  scorn 
Curled  the  lips  I  would  have  given  my  pet  "Putter"  to  have 
kissed. 
Such  a  bungler  as  myaolf  her  loved  Links  had  never  borne ; 


U>' 


work. 


And  all  the  while  McBuxGO — the  young  crocodile ! — bewailed 
What  he  called  my  *'  beastly  luck,"  though  his  joy  was  plain  as 
print, 
WTiilst  that  sfjuint  grew  worse  and  worse  at  each  shot  of  mine 
which  failed. 

Oh  I  never  have  a  Caddie  with  a  squint  I 

In  *' playing  through  the  green"  with  my  **  bra^scy  "  I  was  seen 
At  mcst  dismal  disadvantage  on  that  miserable  day ; 

Jh  pointed  through  the  rushes  with  coclr- 
eyed,  sardonic  spleen, — 
I  followed  his  squiut  guidance,  and  I 
struck  a  yard  away ; 
But  oh !  'twas  worst  of  all,  when  I  tried 
to  hole  the  ball. 
Oh,   the  Ogre  I    Jfow  he  squinted  at 
that  crisis  of  the  game  ! 
Ilis  hideous  strabismus  held  me  helpless, 
a  blind  thrall, 
Shattered  my  nerves  completely,  put 
my  skill  to  open  shame. 
That  squint  would,  I  am  sure,  have  upset 
the  Solar  System — 
Oho  !  the  impish  impudence,  the  grue- 
some goggle-glint ! 
The  low,  malicious  chuckle,  aa  he  softly 
muttered,  *' Missed  *im !  " 

No,  never  have  a  Caddie  with 
a  squint  I 

Yet  all  the  same  McBungo  did  not  get 
that  rich  Miss  Binks, 
Who  was  so  sweet  in  every  way,  es- 
pecially on  Golf. 
He  fancied  he  had  cut  me  out  that  day 
upon  those  Links, 
But  although  ho  won  the  game — at  Golf,  his  love-game  came  not 
He  and  that  demon  Caddio  tried  between  them  veiy  nard  [off. 

To  shame  me  in  the  eyes  of  that  dear  enthusiast. 
But — well,  my  clubs  she  Cannes,  whilst  McBuNOO,  evil-starred, 

Was  caught  by  a  Scotch  vixen  with  an  obvious  optic  cast  I 
That 's  Nemesis,   I  say  I      And 
she  will  not  let  him  play 
At  the  ffamo   Ii'     -^'y    adon\s.  CC^*. 

True  she'H  ^v!  iillhy   as  the 
Mint. 
At  Golf,  with    EmK,    I   have 
passed  many  a  bappy  iiuy, 
But — wn   never   bate  n 
Caddie  with  a  ^uJnt ! 


A  Caddie 
who's  a 
duffer,  or 
a  Caddie 
who  gets 
drunk ; 
A  Caddie  wluj 

other  Caddici^  its  Lih  Uku  ; 
A  Caddie  who  will  t^ijipg<?rwhon 
you  fumble,  fail  or  funk  ; 
A  Caddie  who  will  whist  lo, 
or  seems  ever  on  tho  do/i" ; 
A  Caddie  who 't^  l(>n  tiny ;  ov  tc^u 
big  and  broa'l  of  bulk  ; 
A  Caddie  who  pets  pkying 
with  your  clubs  upon  the 
sly. 
A  Caddie  who  will  chatter,  or  a 
Caddie  who  ^vill  eulk  ; 
All  these  are  calculated  a  Golf 
devotee  to  try  ;  ,.^ 

All  these  are  mo^t  vexatious  to  ^  V?: 
a  Golfer  of  r*?putp  ;  C  ^^ 

And  still  more  ^m  to  n  iimice.       Digit 
But  just  take  a  friendly 
hint! 
Take  a  Caddie  who 's  a  duffer,  or  a  drunkard,  or  a  brute, 
But  never  try  a  Caddie  with  a  $qutnt !  !  ! 
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AND   PUNCH'S   ALMANAOK   FOR   1892. 


A  LADY'S  LINES  ON  LEAP  YEAR. 

WiiEX  Neaves*  Ape  with  the  pliable  thumb  and  big  brain, 
Who  the  gilt  of  the  gab  had  just  managed  to  gain, 
As  a  lord  of  creation  established  his  reign, 

Which  nobody  can  den}', 
lie  established  no  doubt,  female  progress  t j  stop, 
The  **  light"  of  the  sex  the  great  question  to  *'  pop  '* 
(As  well  as  to  rote,  and  to  smoke,  and  talk  shop). 

Which  nobod}'  can  deny. 

0  artful  old  Ape,  in  transition  to  Man, 

To  keep  down  poor  Woman  you  hit  on  a  plan 

Which  they  once  in  four  years  may  reverse— 1/  they  cany 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 
Our  vertebroo  (moral)  you  first  took  away. 
And  then  once  in  foiu:  years  you  allotted  a  day 
For  the  polypus  sex  at  top-sawyer  to  play. 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 

O  Great  Master  Monkey,  the  progress  of  years 

At  last  fills  your  lordship  with  Simian  fears ; 

The  Woman's  Rights  Question  assails  your  long  ears. 

Which  nobody  can  deny. 
But  when  the  great  Pop-Bight  is  ours,  recollect 
We  *11  grant  yoa — what  more  can  your  Apeship  expect  ?— 
The  right, — once  in  four  years  you  know — to  reject  ! 

• Which  nobody  can  deny ! 

SIMPLE     STORIES. 

"  Be  alwn3'8  kind  to  animals  wlierever  you  may  be ! " 

No.  II.— VIOLET   AND   THE   PORPOISE. 

Violet  was  a  bright,  merry  little  girl  who  was  always  full  of  fun. 

She  was  rather  too  apt  to  be  thoughtless.    Her  Father  was  very 

witty  and  jocose,  and  she  would  often  try  to  imitate  him.    She 

seemed  to  forget  what  was  a  virtue 
iioionff  grown-ups  was  unbecoming 
in  a  child,  and  would  sometimes  say 
K  tmething  to  cause  a  laugh  witiiout 
riiflecting  how  much  pain  it  gave  to 
others.  For  the  sake  of  a  joke — to 
ijiake  a  mere  play  upon  words,  or  a 
)ktin  as  it  is  called,  she  would  not  in- 
1  requently  make  some  silly  remaric 
ivhich  would  subsequently  cause  her 
tlie  keenest  regret. 

In  vain  did  her  kind  Mamma  im- 
press upon  her  that  puns  would  entail 
punishment,  and  it  seemed  equally 
J  utile  for  her  to  bo  told  that  punning 
^as  the  special  prerogative  of  Papas. 
It  was  not  only  to  her  kind 
|»  ironts  and  friends  that  she  would 
ijohavo  in  this  manner.  Poor  in- 
^■(fensive  dumb  animals  she  would 
front  in  a  similar  fashion.  She 
ivould  tell  the  Cow  that  she  was  a 
' '  cowrious  kind  of  animal "  :  she 
i^ould  say,  "  I  bullieve  you,  my 
1 'ly,'*  to  the  Bull,  and  would  in- 
!■  frm  the  Pig  that  it  was  very  **  pig- 
i  aliar."  One  day  her  Father  found 
]iiir  telling  a  large  Cochin  that,  if  it 
iJid  not  move  on,  it  would  bo  **a- 
cotchin'  it,"  and  heard  her  sub- 
sequently remark,  with  regaixl 
[to  a  tamarisk  hedge,  *'It- 
•  am- a- risky  kind  of  fence." 
This  was  too  much  for  her 
long  -  suffering  parent.  He 
found  he  was  being  beaten  on  his  own  erround,  his  position 
as  family  joker  was  being  imperilled,  and  his  merry  jests  were 
beginning  to  fall  rather  flat.  He  at  once  packed  off  this  short - 
petticoats  punster  to  a  strong-minded,  serious,  matter-of-fact 
governess  by  the  seaside,  who  looked  upon  punning,  joking,  and 
whistling  on  the  Sabbath  as  all  very  much  in  the  same  light.  The 
governess  had  instructions  she  might  take  what  measures  she 
pleased,  but  the  little  girl  was  to  be  cured. 

One  day  there  was  a  terrific  storm  on  the  coast.    When  it  abated. 


it  was  reported  that  a  very  large  Porpoise  had  been  washed 
ashore.  Lveryone  went  down  to  see  it,  and  among  them  Violet 
and  her  governess.  The  little  lass  was  in  high  spirits,  for  she  had 
been  indoors  in  disgrace  for  the  last  two  days.  Vl  was  not  a  bit 
afraid.  She  danced  up  to  the  Porpoise,  who  was  puffing  and  blowing 
and  flapping  his  tail  on  the  sand.  The  impudent  little  puss  boldly 
approached  the  monster  of  the  deep,  and  giving  him  a  good  rineing 
sLaj),  said,  *'  Poor  old  thing  !     Did  it  come  ashore  on  porpoise  f  ' 

In  a  moment  the  Porpoise  lashed  out  its  tail  in  anger,  caught 
the  child  on  the  side  of  the  face,  and  knocked  her  into  the  sea  I 
With  great  difficulty  she  was  rescued  I  It  taught  her  a  lesson  she 
never  forgot.  She  returned  home  quite  cured.  She  never  makes 
silly  i)uns  upon  poor  dumb  animals  now,  and  they  have  grown 
to  respect  her  very  much.  If  ever  she  feels  inclined  to  return  to 
her  old  foolish  habit,  one  glance  at  the  silver  porpoise-charm — 
which  her  dear  Father  has  given  her — is  sufficient  to  remind  her 
of  her  foil}',  and  prevent  her  transgressing. 


LAY    OF    A    LONDON    BOOK-WORM, 

Hail,  best-loved  season  of  a  best-loved  town  I — 

The  glowing  fire, 
Warm  winter  curtains,  ancient  dressing-gown, 
And  seasoned  briar. 
Spas,      mountains, 
couutiyfiidji?,  a  glad 
fare  ^e  II : 

Till  ninety-two. 
Book^itllei^'  liow,  the 
Str:iiid,  andfiiir  VnM 
Mull 

I  fiic4i  anew* 
Omnis'omuif,  the  hun- 
gry     bouk-worm 

FiuuiDaruyPaix 


To  Schopenhauer  (p.p.  T.  Bailey  Saundehs), 

Nor  doth  disdain, 
Ea  paaaantf  the  attempts  of— names  won't  scan — 

A  playwright  trio. 
To  pose  as  artist,  not  as  artisan, 

Con  molto  brio. 
But  why  waste  words  ?  Don  slippers,  light  the  lamp, 

And  close  the  shutters ; 
Book- worms  advance !    Prepare  your  winter  camp ; 

Draw  paper-Quttera  I  CiELEBS. 


MB.  PUNCffS  HAITDBOOK  OF  DEFINITIONS. 

{For  the  Use  of  Vouvg  Writers. ) 

A  Photogkaph. 

(rr.)  Though  a  man  who 
always  says  **No"  cannot  be 
considered  a  good  fellow,  yet 
a  photograph  may  bo  de- 
scribed as  a  pi*oof  of  c/iTnara- 
derie,  based  on  nothing  but 
negatives. 

(6. J  The  flattery  of  a  human 
face  oy  a  celestial  bodj;. 

(c.)  Purchasable  immorta- 
lity, warranted  to  fade,  in 
several  sizes. 

{>!,)  The  final  stage  in  a 
struggle  with  a  cheerful  ex- 
Digiti}  pression. 

(p.)  An  image  which,  in  pro- 
portion as  it  offends  one's 
vanity,  may  bo  counted  upon 
— -        to  delight  one's  friends. 
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TOM   NODDY'S  CHRISTMAS  NIGHTMARE,  AFTER  COLD  MINCE-PIES  FOR  SUPPER^ 


1.  I  suddenly  wake  up  and  remember  to-night's  Hn,  2.  KeednH  put  eH  ereninff  dress.  There's  no  stiAiess  about  the  Bonamts.  GU)  just  as  I  am. 
Bunamt'b  Small  and  Early,  and  that  Yb&a  Gilpin  will  be  Fine  night,  not  very  late.  May  as  well  walk  there  and  smoke  a  cigar»  Awful  nuisance  if  they  're 
there.    Think  I  '11  go.  all  got  up  to  the  nines ! 


3.  Comes  ou  to  ruin.    Stoopid        4.  Gvts  darker  and  darker.     Can't  see  my  way  a  bit.    Huppy  Thought,  Uonsom !    Policeman  says  it  '•  a  cold  nieht, 
not  to  hare  piit  mi  my  goloshes,    and  seenig  to  think^  I  ought  U  have  p«t  en  a  eape,  tr  a  comftrter,  or  sometliing.    Thoughtfiil  tf  him.    Jh  feel  rather  chilly ; 


Ra  mnddT.  torn  I 


rot  mv  J'kpQTH  on.  fnrtiinnt«Iv. 
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TOM   NODDY'S  CHRISTMAS  NIGHTMARE,  AFTER  COLD   MINCE-PIES  FOR  SUPPER. 


^.  Gets  Uf hter  a^iain.    Beastly  night,  though.    Capital  horse.    Wonder  whether  I  ought  to  have  put  on  dress  clothes,  after  aU  ?    Too  late  now,~hut 

one  is  always  safe  in  evening  dress,  whatever  happens. 


>nfoundit!^  Left  nil  ni^' money nt  ftomc;  in  my  waistcoat  pocket.   Thai's  7.  Large  party!     Kod  baize!     Royalty!    Wish  I*d  di'cssod!     "'£r«'t  « 
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Jantiary  1. — Just  had  a  brilliant  idea—auile  originul.  I  don't 
belieyo  even  any  human  person  ever  thoiujht  of  such  a  thing,  but 
then, — ^besides  oeing  extremely  beautiful  and  expensive,  with  re- 
fined wax  features  and  golden  hair — I  am  a  very  clever  doll  indeed. 
Frivolous,  no  doubt;  heartless,  so  they  tell  me — ^but  the  very 
reverse  of  a  fooL  I  flatter  myself  that  if  anybody  understands  the 
nature  of  toys,  especially  mah  toys  —  but  I  am  forgetting  my 
idea— which  is  this.  I  am  going  this  year  to  wi'ito  down — the 
little  girl  I  belong  to  has  no  idea  I  can  write,  but  I  can— and  bettor 
than  $ht  does,  too  I — to  write  down  every  event  of  imj)ortance  that 
hapi>ens,  with  the  dates.  There !  I  fancy  that  is  original  enough. 
It  will  be  a  valuable  doUian  document  when  it  is  done,  and  most 
interesting  to  look  boick  upon.  Now  I  must  wait  for  something  to 
happen. 

January  6, — Went  to  Small 
Dance  given  by  the  Only  Other 
Wax  Doll  (a  di^sadful  old  frump!) 
on  the  Nursery  Hearthrug.  Boom 
rather  nicely  illuminated  by 
coloured  fire  from  grate,  and  a 
pyramid  nightlight,  but  floor  poor. 
Didn't  think  much  of  the  music 
— a  fur  monkey  at  the  Digi- 
tonum,  and  a  woolly  lamb  who 
brought  his  own  bellows,  make 
rather  f\  feeble  orchestra.  Still, 
on  the  whole,  enjoyed  myself. 
Much  admired.  Several  young 
Ninepins,  who  are  considered 
stuck-up,  and  keep  a  good  deal 
to  their  own  set,  begged  to  be  in- 
troduced. Sat  out  one  dance  with 
a  Dice-box,  who  rattled  away 
most  amusingly.  I  imderstand 
ho  is  quite  an  authority  on  games, 
and  an^iihing  that  falls  from  his 
mouth  is  received  with  respect. 
He  is  a  great  sporting  character, 
too,  and  arranges  all  the  meetings 
on  the  Nursery  Hace-course,  be- 
sides being  much  Interested  in 
Backgammon.    I  do  like  a  Toy  to  have  manly  tastes ! 

The  Captain  of  a  Wooden  Marching  Begiment  quartered  in  the 
neighbourhood,  was  there  in  full  uniform,  but  not  dancing.  Told 
me  they  didnt  in  his  regiment.  As  his  legs  aro  made  in  one  piece 
and  glued  on  to  a  yellow  stand,  inclined  to  think  this  was  not  mere 
military  swagger.  He  seemed  considerably  struck  with  me. 
Made  an  impression,  too,  on  a  rather  elderly  India-rubber  Ball. 
Snubbed  him,  as  one  of  the  Ninepins  told  me  ne  was  considered  **a 
bit  of  a  bounder." 
Some  of  the  Composition  Dolls,  I  could  see,  were  perfectly  stiff 


with  spite  and  envy.    SjKjnt  a  very  pleasant  evening,  not  getting 
back  to  my  drawer  till  daylight.    Too  tired  to  write  more. 

Mem, — Not  to  sit  out  behind  the  coal-scuttle  another  time  ! 

February  14. — Amount  of  attention  I  receive  really  quite  em- 
barrassing. The  Ninepins  are  too  absurdly  devoted.  One  of  them 
(the  nicest  of  all)  told  me  to-day  he  had  never  been  so  completely 
bowled  over  in  his  whole  existence  I  I  manage  to  play  them  off 
against  each  other,  however.  The  India-rubber  Ball,  too,  is  at  my 
feet — and,  naturally,  I  spurn  him,  but  he  is  so  short-winded  that 
nothing  will  induce  him  to  rise.  Though  naturally  of  an  elastic 
temperament,  he  has  been  a  good  deal  cast  down  of  late.  I  sniile 
on  him  occasionally —  just  to  keep  the  Ball  rolling;  but  it  is 
becoming  a  frightful  bore. 

JfarcA.— Have  been  presented  with  a  charming  pony-carriage, 
with  two  piebald  ponies  that  go  by  clock-work.  I  wish,  though, 
I  was  not  expected  to  share  it  "^ith  a  live 
kitten  !  The  kitten  has  no  idea  of  repose,  and 
spoils  the  effect  of  the  turn-out.  Try  not  to 
seem  aware  of  it — even  when  it  claws  my 
frock.  Bather  interested  in  a  young  Skipjack, 
whom  I  see  occasionally;  he  is  quite  ffood- 
looking,  in  a  common  sort  of  way.  I  talk  to 
him  now  and  then — it  is  something  to  do ;  and 
he  is  a  new  type,  so  different  from  the  Nine- 
pins I 

April  1 . — Have  just  heard  the  Skipjack  is 
engaged  to  a  plaster  Dairy-maid.    A  little 

annoyed,  because  he  really  seemed Have 

been  to  see  his  fiancee,  a  common-place 
creature,  with  red  cheeks,  and  a  thick  waist. 
Congratulate  the  Skipjack,  with  just  a  hint 
that  he  might  have  looked  higher.  Afraid 
that  ho  misunderstood  me,  for  he  absolutely 
jumped. 

April   7. — The   Skipjack  tells  me  he  has 
broken  off  his  engagement ;  he  seems  to  think 
I   shall    guess  the  reason — but  I  don't,  of 
course.     Then  he   actually  has   the   imper- 
tinence to  (1  can  scarcely  pen  the  words  for 
indignation)  to  propose — to  Me  I  I  inform  him, 
in  the  most  unmistakable  terms,  that  he  has 
presumed  on  my  good-nature,  and  that  there  are  social  barriers 
between  us,  which  no  Skipjack  can  ever  surmount.    Ho  loaves  mo 
abruptly,  after  declaring  that  I  have  broken  the  spring  of  Lis 
existence. 

April  8.— Much  shocked  and  annoyed.  The  Skipjack  found 
quite  stiff  and  colourless  this  morning,  in  the  water- ju^ !  Must 
have  jumped  in  last  night.  So  very  rash  and  silly  of  him !  Am 
sure  I  g^ve  him  no  encouragement— or  next  to  none.  Hear  that 
the  Dairy-maid  has  gone  off  her  head.  Of  course  it  will  be  put 
down  to  grief;  but   we  all  know  how  easily  plaster  heads  get ^ 
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cracked.  Feel  really  distressed  about  it  all,  for  the  blame  is  sure 
to  fall  on  me.  Those  Composition  Dolls  will  mako  a  flno  scandal  out 
of  it! 

May. — Tho  Ninepins  aro  getting  very  difficult  to  manage;  have 
to  put  them  down,  as  delicately  as  possible ;  but  I  am  afraid,  poor 
fellows,  they  are  dreadfully  upset.  Tho  Wooden  Captain  has 
challengci  the  Dice-box  to  a  duel— I  fear,  on  mt/  account.  How- 
over,  as  the  officer's  sword  will  not  ungluo,  I  hope  notbiug  will 
como  of  it.  All  this  most  worrying,  though,  and  gives  me 
little  rtul  satiafa^tioa.  I  find  myself  sighing  for  more  dijfficuH 
conquests. 

Jaue,—\Vx3nt  to  after- 
noon tea  with  the  biggest 
Dutch  Doll,  llathor  a 
come-down,  but  now 
that  there  is  this  cool- 
ness between  the  Com- 
?osition  sot  and  myself, 
must  go  aome where,  I 
feel  60  bored  at  times  I 
Can  see  tho  ridiculous 
Dutch  thing  is  trying  to 
oui'flreis  mo  !  She  had 
a  frock  on  that  must 
havo  cost  at  least  fifty 
beads,  and  I  don't  be- 
lieve it  will  ever  be  paid 
for !  Only  made  her 
look  tho  bigger  f/uf/y 
though  !  Toa-party  a 
stupid  affair.  Make- 
believe  tea  in  pewter 
cuj)s.  Met  the  latest 
arrival,  a  really  nice- 
looking  Gentleman  Doll, 
introduced  as  **  Mr.  Jo- 
seph." Very  innocent 
face,  without  any  mous- 
tache, and  the  sweetest 
blue  eyes  (except  mine)  I  think  I  ei-:r  ^saw 
pleasant.    Asked  him  to  call. 

June  18.— Mr.  Joseph  has  not  called  i/et.  Veiy  strange  I  Suspect 
those  honid  Composition  Dolls  havo  boon  setting  him  against  mo. 
Met  him  by  the  ba'jk-boaixl  and  scoldod  him.  Ko  seemed  confused. 
By  a  little  managemont,  I  got  it  all  out  of  him.  I  was  rij^ht.  lie 
has  been  told  about  tho  Skipjack,  lie  has  strict  principles,  and 
gave  me  to  understand  that  he  v.'ould  prefer  to  decline  mj"  ac- 
quaintance—which was  like  hii  iitipudenee !  This  is  exciting, 
though.  I  intend  to  overcome  these  ecniples ;  I  moan  him  to  be 
madly  in  love  with  mo— then  I 
shall  scornfully  reject  him,  which 
will  serve  him  just  riijht  ! 

Jalif, — My  tactics  have  succeeded 
— at  last!  To-day  Joseph  called, 
ostensibly  to  beg  me  to  go  and  see 
the  unhappv  Ball,  who,  it  seems,  U 
terribly  collapsed,  reduced  to  a  mere 
hoivly  and  so  exhausted  that  ho 
cannot  hold  out  much  longer. 
However,  in  the  course  of  the  in- 
terview, I  soon  made  him  oblivious 
of  tie  Bill.  He  fell  at  my  feet. 
**  Beautiful  Gloriaxa,"  he  cried, 
**with  all  your  many  and  glaring 
faults,  I  love  you  !  "  Then  I  car- 
ried out  the  rest  of  my  programme 
— it  was  a  painful  scene,  and  I  wi  1 
only  record  that  when  he  left  me, 
he  was  completely  ua-dolled  !  I  feel 
almost  sorry  for  him— he  had  rather 
a  nice  face  f 

July  4.-— I  don't  seem  able  to  settle  to  anything.  After  all,  I 
think  I  will  go  and  see  the  poor  Ball.  It  would  comfort  him,  and 
I  might  see  him  there.    I  will  order  tho  pony  carriage. 

Aufjust. — What  has  happened  to  mo?  "Where  havo  I  been  all 
this  time  ?  Let  mo  collect  myself,  and  see  how  much  I  remember. 
My  last  clear  recollection  is  of  being  in  my  carriage  on  my  way  to 
receive  the  departing  Ball's  last  sigh  .  .  .     Something  has  started 


SeomoJ  luthoi'  thy,  but 


the  clockwork.  My  ponies  are  bolting,  and  I  haven't  the  slightest 
control  over  them !  We  are  rushing  along  the  smooth  phun  of 
the  chest  of  drawers,  and  rapidly  nearing  the  edge.  1  try  to 
scream  for  help,  but  all  I  can  utter  is,  **  Papa  I  "  and  *'  Mamma  !  " 
All  at  once  I  see  him  standing,  calm  and  collected,  on  the  very  brink 
of  the  precipice.  Is  he  strong  enough  to  stop  the  ponies  in  thek  mod 
clockwork  career,  and  save  me,  even  yet  /  How  I  will  love  him  if 
he  does  I  An  instant  of  sickening  suspense  ...  we  are  over  ! — 
falling  down,  down,  down  ...  A  crash,  a  whirr  of  clockwork,  a 
rush  of  bran  to  my  head — and  I  know  no  more.  What  follows  is  a 
dream— a  honible,  confused  nightmare — of  lyins  among  a  heap  of 

limp  bodies— £omo  arm- 
lese,  some  legless,  othcra 
Tah!  the  horror  of  it) 
headless  I  I  grope 
blindly  for  my  own 
limbs — ^they  are  intact ; 
then  I  feel  the  place 
where  I  naturally  ex- 
pect to  find  my  head — it 
IS  gone  / . . .  The  shock  is 
too  much — I  faint  once 
more.  And  that  is  all. 

Thank  goodness,  it 
was  only  a  dream — for 
here  I  am,  in  the  same 
^  old  nursery  again  I  Not 
vH  a  dream,  either— or 
my  pony-carriage  would 
scarcely  present  such  a 
damaged  appearance. 
The  accident  was  real. 
Then  what— tt7ia<  has 
become  of  Joseph?  I 
must  find  him — I  must 
make  him  imderstand 
that  I  repent — that,  for 
the  future,  I  intend  to 
be  a  changed  doll ! 
»S(7y^c//«6er.— Still  seal  chiiig  for  Joseph.  No  trace  of  him.  I 
seem  to  be  a  changed  doll  in  more  ways  than  one.  My  former 
set  knows  me  not.  Tho  Ninepins  do  not  stagger  when  I  smile  at 
them  now  ;  the  Dice-box  gapes  open-mouthed  at  my  greeting.  I 
call  upon  the  Composition  Dolls — they  are  very  polite  ;  but  it  is 
quite  clear  that  they  don't  remember  me  in  the  least !  Alas  !  how 
soon  one  is  forgotten  in  the  world  of  Toys  I  Have  no  heart  to  recall 
myself  to  them.  I  go,  for  tho  first  time  since  my  accident,  to  a 
convenient  brass  knob,  in  which  I  would  once  gaze  at  my  reflected 
features  by  the  hour.     How  indescribable  are  my  sensations  at  the 

discovery  that  I  have  a  totally  new 
had — a  china  one  I  I,  who  used  to 
look  down  on  china  dolls !  It  is  a 
very  decent  head,  in  its  way ;  quite 
1  eat  and  inoffensive,  with  smooth, 
shiny  hair,  which  won*t  come  down 
like  the  golden  locks  I  once  had.  I 
um  glad — yes,  glad  now — that  Jo- 
seph has  gone,  and  the  home  he 
used  to  occupy  is  deserted,  and  shut 
up.  If  he  were  here,  he  would  not 
know  me  either.  Now  I  can  live 
single  all  my  remaining  days,  in 
mcmorj'  of  him,  and  devote  myself 
to  doing  good ! 

October, — Have  entered  on  my 
new  career.  Am  organising  a  Mis- 
sion for  liost  Toys,  and  a  Clothing 
(/lub  for  Bag  Dolls.  To-day,  while 
**  slumming"  in  the  lumber- closet, 
found  my  old  acquaintance,  the 
Dutch  Doll  in  a  shocking  state  of 
destitution— nothing  on  hor  but  a  piece  of  tattered  tissue-paper  !  To 
think  that  my  evil  example  and  her  own  senseless  extravagance  have 
brought  her  to  this  !  Gave  her  one  of  my  old  tea-gowns  and  a 
Sunday  domino,  but  did  not  reveal  myself.  Feeling  very  sad  and 
lonely:  think  I  shall  have  to  keep,  a  .  cockro^h— I  ^urf  JftY© 
something  to  love  me  1  Digitized  by  VneJCTgTl^ 

October  id, — Someone  has  taken  poor  dear  Joseph's  old  house. 
I  see  a  new  doll,  with  a  small  but  worldly  black  moustache  and  a 
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very  bad  couutenance,  watching  mo  as  I  pass  the  windows.      Shall 
call  and  leave  a  scripture  brick.     It  may  do  him  good. 

October  IG. — Have  called  .  .  .  Xerer  heard  worse  lanjjuage  from 
the  lips  of  any  doll !  Came  across  my  old  admirer,  the  Ball,  who  is 
better,  though  still  what  I  have  heard  the  nursery  governess  describe 
as  an  '*  oblate  spheroid,''*     Of  course  he  did  not  recognise  me. 

Decemhtrr, — Have  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  Doll  with  the  worldly 
moustache  lately*.  From  certain  s}mptoms,  do  not  despair  of 
reforming  him — ultimately.  Ho  seems  softening.  Yesterday  he 
told  me  ho  did  not  think  ho  should  live  long.  Yet  he  has  a 
splendid   constitution — tho    best    porcelain,      lie    is    dreadfully 

c}Tiical,  seems  so 
i  J^     j(j  reckless       about 

evciything.  If  I 
could  only  it)- 
claim  him  —  for 
JosEPH*s  sake ! 

This  afternoon 
I  saw  the  yellow 
><tand  which  the 
Wooden  Captain 
Uood  to  occupy — 
what  memories 
it  recalled,  ah 
mo  !  Can  he 
li  ive  disgraced 
himself  and  been 
•broke*'!''  And 
iiu  /responsible  y 
<  'hristinaa  Ju'e, 
--Am  sitting  in 
my  corner,  my 
cf)ckroich  curled 
comfortably  at 
my  feet,  when 
tho  Walking 
Postman  comes 
up  with  a  letter 
—  for  me!  It  is 
from  the  Wicked  Doll!  He  is  very  ill.  di/tn(f,  ho  thinks,  and 
wishes  to  see  me.  How  well  I  remember  that  other  message  which 
Joseph— but  J9SEPH  is  taken,  and  the  Bajl  still  bounds  I  Well, 
I  will  go. 
♦ 


It  will  bo  something  to  tell  my  Diary. 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 


Chriitmas  Daft, — Something  indeed!  How  shall  I  begin  my 
wondrous  incredible  tale  ?  I  reached  the  Doll's  House,  which 
looked  gloomier  and  more  deseiied  than  ever,  with  the  sullon  glow 
of  the  dying  fire  reflected  redly  in  its  windows.  The  green  door 
stood  open — I  went  in.  **  Ha.  ha  I  trapped!^'  cried  a  sneering 
voice  behind  me.  It  was  the  Wicked  Doll !  his  letter  was  a  rtts'. 
— ^he  was  as  well  as  I  was — and  I—I  was  shut  up  there  in  that  lonely 
house,  entirely  at  his  mercy !  .  .  .  It  was  a  frightful  position  for 
anj  doll  to  be  placed  in ;  and  yet,  looking  back  on  it  now,  I  don't 
thmk  I  mindea  it  so  vertf  much. 

** Listen!"  he  said,  in  response  to  my  agonised  entreaties. 
"  Long,  long  ago,  when  I  was  young  and  innocent,  a  beautiful,  but 
heartless  being  bewitched  me,  kid  and  bran !    I  told  my  love — she 


mocked  at  me.  Since  then  I  have  sworn,  though  she  has  escaped 
me,  to  avenge  myself  by  sacrificing  the  life  of  the  first  doU  I  could 
entice  into  my  jwwer.  You  are  that  doll.  You  must  die  !  "  .  .  . 
**I  am  quite  prenared,"  I  told  him— **do  your  worst!"  which 
seemed  to  confuse  nim  very  much.  **  I  will,  he  said,  **  presently 
-  presently ;  there  is  no  hurry.  You  see,"  ho  explained,  in  a  tone 
almost  of  apology,  **in  endeavouring  to  save  her  life  (it  was  my 
lost  good  action)  I  got  my  head  smashed,  and  received  the  substi- 
tute I  now  wear,  which,  as  you  will  observe,  is  that  of  on  unmiti- 
gated villain.  And  it's  no  use  having  a  head  like  that  if  you 
don't  live  ip  to  it — is  it,  now?  So— as  I  think  I  observed 
before— prepare  for  the  worst!"  **  Don't  talk  about  it  any 
more — do  it !  "  I  said,  and  I  breathed  Joseph's  nnmo  softly.  But 
the  Wicked  Doll  did  nothing  at  all.  I  began  to  feel  safer—  it 
was  so  obvious 
that  he  hadn't 
the  faintest  no- 
tion tvhat  to  do. 
**  She  treated  mo 
abominably,"  ho 
said,  feebly; 
**  any  doll  wciud 
have  been  an- 
noj-ed  at  the 
heartless  way  in 
which  Gloriana 


I  could  contain 
my  feelings  no 
longer. 

**Joseph!"  I 
gasped  (I  had 
lost  all  fear  of 
him),  *' vou  ridi- 
culous old  goose, 
don't  you  hair 
we  ?  /  am  Glo- 
riana, and  I  have  found  j'ou  at  last !  "  And,  with  that,  I  flung 
myself  into  his  arms,  and  told  him  everything.  I  think  he  was 
more  relieved  than  anything.  **  So  you  aro  Gloriana  ! "  ho  said. 
**  It 's  dreadfully  bewildering;  but,  to  tell  you  the  honest  truth,  I 
can't  keep  up  this  villainy  Dusiness  any  lon^r.  I  haven't  been 
brought  up  to  it,  and  I  don't  understand  how  it 's  done.  So  I  tell 
vou  what  we  'II  do.  If  you  '11  leave  off  living  up  to  your  new  head, 
I  won't  try  to  live  up  to  mine  !  "    And  so  we  settled  it. 

Postdcriiif.  December  31. — Wo  are  to  be  married  to-morrow. 
The  Dutcn  Doll  is  to  be  my  bridesmaid,  and  the  Wooden  Captain 
(who  was  only  away  on  sick  leave,  after  all)  is  coming  up  to  be 
best  man.  I  have  seen  the  poor  old  Ball,  and  told  him  there  will 
always  be  a  corner  for  him  in  our  new  home.  I  am  veiy  very 
happy.  To  think  that  Joseph  should  still  care  for  his  poor  Glo- 
riana, altered  and  homely  as  her  once  lovely  features  have  now 
become.  But  Joseph  (who  is  leaning  over  my  shoulder  and 
reading  every  word  I  write)  stops  me  here  to  assure  me  that  I  am 
loveher  than  ever  in  his  eyes.  And  really — I  don't  know— perhaps  I 
am.  And  in  other  persons'  eyes  too,  if  it  comes  to  that.  I  certainly 
don't  intend  to  give  up  society  just  because  I  happen  to  be  married  ! 


THE    CHRISTMAS    NUMBER   OF    PUNCH 


AN    OLD-WORLD    CHRISTMAS. 


To  m^rself  I  said,  methinks  I  have  heard  of 
Chnstxnas  jinks 

In  old  days ; 
And,  though  folks  may  count  me  fool,  I  will 
aim  at  keeping  Yule 

In  those  ways. 

So  my  beef  was  fiim  and  red,  and  I  put 
ix)und  the  Boar's  head 

Eosemarj' ; 
I  *d  a  Peacock  quite  correct,  with  his  bright 
tail-feathers  aecked, 

In  a  pie. 

I  *d  a  Tiu-key,  and  a  round  of  rich  Brawn 
my  table  crowned. 

As  was  meet ; 
I  *d  Mince-pies  before  there  came  the  Plum- 
pudding,  and  aflame 

Brandy  neat. 

Then  a  mighty  bowl  was  full  of  what  they 

called  Lunb*s  Wool, 

Ale  and  spice ; 
Boasted  apples,  ginger  too,  and,  to  ^ve  the 

drink  its  due,  Bather  nice. 


I  had  Sack  of  Sherry  made,  rather  heady,    -.. 
I  'm  afraid ;  Often  then  *^'' 


I  would  fill  the  beaker  up,  for  they  drained 
full  many  a  cup, 

Those  old  men. 

And  the  merr}*  songs  I  trolled,  as  folks  did 
in  days  of  old ; 

And  they  said 
That  I  laid  mo  do^ii  to  snore  'mid  the 
Irishes  on  the  floor. 

Not  in  bed. 

As  they  taught  in  olden  rh^^me,  I  hare  kept 
the  Christmas  time, 

Ate  ray  fill ; 
And,  such  scorn  is  at  me  hurled,  that  I 
wouldn't  for  the  world 

Own  I  *m  ill. 

I  *m  abominably  dry,  and  no  breakfast 
could  I  try — 

For  my  life : 
And  I  have  to  stand  the  jeers  of  my  friends, 
and  worse,  the  sneers 

Of  my  wife. 

The  historian  may  praise  Christmas  feasts 
in  ancient  days.  But  I  shiver, 

Tur  a  real  old  Christmas  revel,  I  can  tell 
you,  plays  the  devil        With  your  liver. 


A  SCOTS  BALL-ROOM  BALLAD. 

{By  TheMacPry,) 

Why  sit  ye  on  the  stair,  Ladie, 

Why  sit  ye  on  the  stair  ? 
It 's  merry  dancine  in  the  hall, 

And  partners  still  are  there. 

Ye  arena  in  a  cosy  neuk. 

But  in  the  lamp's  full  glare ; 
No  gentle  whisperin'  woi-ds  are  spoke — 

AVhy  sit  ye  on  the  stair  ? 

The    runkled 
carle    that 's 
by  your  side 
No  tale  of  luve 
can  tell; 

He  fain  wad  win 
ye  for  his 
bride 

By    talkin'   o' 
himser. 

Your  voice  is 
clear,  youi* 
laugh  is 
cheer. 

But  oh,   youi* 
eyes  are  sad ; 
You  answer  wbat  the  gaffer  says. 
You  're  lookin'  for  the  lad. 

(They  winna  stint  theii'  prattlin'  talk — 

Oh,  but  her  eyes  are  sad  ! — 
*Ti8  vain  to  cherche  the  fammy  here, 

I  '11  gang  and  speer  the  lad.) 

Why  prop  ye  up  the  wa',  Laddie, 

Wliy  prop  ye  up  the  wa'  ? 
Your  lissome  shoes  ore  stickit  oot, 

Ye  '11  gar  the  dancers  fa'. 

Or  feckless  couples  tearin'  past, 

Wi'  elbows  at  an  angle. 
Will  pin  ye  to  the  wainscoat  fast 

As  wild  boor  in  a  jungle. 

The  floor 's  as  smooth  as  summer  grass, 

Sma'  feet,  like  crickets,  caper, 
And  whu'lin'  kii-tles,  as  they  pass, 

Sair  waste  the  swealing  taper. 

-  lassies'  gowns  are  creased  and  rent ; 
lads  are  oot  o'  knowledge ; 


They  ai-e  as  hot  wi'  twirlin'  roon 
As  blacksmith  fi-ae  the  village. 

The  fiddles  pour  their  love-sick  pray'rs, 

The  flutie-nian  is  whis'lin', 
Just  like  when  ancient  madam  scares 

A  thrummock-touzle  hisslin'. 

There 's  young  folks  movin'  like  a  fair, 
There  s  auld  folks  quaffin'  sheny. 

An'  you  sae  weary,  fu  o'  care, 
When  all  the  world  is  merry  ? 

Gin  ye  maun  feed  your  dowie  giiidge, 
.      At  least  fill  up  your  programme, 
I  And  come  victorious  from  the  crush 
Like  Bonaparte  from  Wagram. 

,  Nay,  dmna  off  the  lassie  score ; 
1      Her  heart  smgs,  **  Waly,  waly  I  '* 
She 's  talkin'  with  that  awfu'  bore, 
The  Laird  o'  Laxthorx  Jawley. 

Quit,  quit,  for  shame !    This  winna  do. 

Rouse  up  and  play  the  man,  Sir ! 
For  they  should  dance  who  have  the  chunco, 

And  they  should  sup  who  can.  Sir. 

Ah,  see,  she  smiles !    Could  any  word 

More  eloGuently  call  ye  ? 
'  Now  so  and  soothe  your  bonnie  burd, 
And  banish  LAjrrHORN  Jawley. 

So  prop  nae  mair  the  wa',  Laddie, 

So  prop  nae  mair  the  wa' 

(Ye  dinna  ken  that  on  yoiu*  coat 

Yon  candle-droppin's  fa'  ?) 


And  steadily  turned  the  handle. 
And  poured  his  distracting  din. 

I  know  not  of  what  he  was  dreaming, 

As  softly  I  stole  aside. 
And  thoughtfully  lifted  a  scuttle  of  coals, 

And  opened  the  window  wide ; 


THE  LOST-(AT  LAST  !)-CHORD. 

Seated  one  day  in  my  study 

I  was  anxious  and  ill  at  ease. 
And  I  tapped  at  the  window  wildly 
^  And  rattled  a  bunch  of  keys ; 
Unless  I  could  manage  to  scare  him 
I         All  hope  of  repose  was  floored, 
I      For  borne  like  a  wail  on  an  Easterh'  gale 
I  heard  that  dread  "  Lost  Chord  /  " 

I  made  unambiguous  signals 
That  I  wanted  the  tune  to  cease, 

For  I  had  my  work  to  finish, 
I         And  he  was  a  foe  to  peace  ; 
i      But  the  Grinder  only  answered, 
j         With  a  fixed  demoniac  grin. 


Though  I  judge  from  his  satisfied  simper 
That  his  dieams  were  of  anything,  but 

Of  a  blackened  moimd,  and  a  muffled  sound, 
And  a  window  suddenly  shut. 

It  may  be  they  '11  take  the  pieces 

To  his  far  Italian  home, 
And  carve  from  his  bones  mosaical  stones 

To  pave  St  Peter's  at  Rome  ; 
Or  if  they  don't — it 's  the  same  to  me, 

But  this  I  'm  prepared  to  maintain, 
That  the  *'  Chord  "  he  started  toplay  is  lost, 

And  will  never  be  found  agam. 


AND  PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOR   1892. 


TOM   NODDY'S  CHRISTMAS  NIGHTMARE,  AFTER  COLD   MINCE-PIES  FOR  SUPPER. 


'WstiDl''  W,     I  .\:::W'-' 


8.  No  idea  the  Boxamys  lived  in  such  style.    Wish  to  goodness 
I*d  only  dresseil.    Must  cxphiin  to  Mrs.  B.  *  She's  a  woman  of  the 


9.  Splendid  Party —Royaitv— Ambassadors— Bishopn— nil  the  Lions  of 
No  time  to  expUiiu*  to  I^lrs.  B,  Besides  she  never  notices  a  mnn's  dress, 
herself. 


the  Senson. 
Told  me  bo 


world.  '  She  *11  understand. 


It.  Ask  a  Young  Masher  if  he  thinks  it  matters  much,  about  dress.         11.  Ask  him  to  leli  mc  tut  it  G(>utieman  if  /  look  like  a  Gontloninn.     Sav!*  he 's  r 
He  says  not,  m>  long  as  Que  looks  likp  a  Gentleman.    Says,  he *8  a     sun*;  so  there's  a  row.     He  bleeds  GuUs^  on  a  Field  Arycnt^  as  1  ihought  he  w 
I    i^AMflnmnii  aI  T<iitpJ!k1nfv1    ViimoAJf.      Aitirf.  on  n  Finld  ih'l  doii*t  hlccti!  aiivthinir  u»->nh  Rwnf»-vrtjnn«r  nhout. 
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TOM   NODDY'S  CHRISTMAS   NIGHTMARE,  AFTER  COLD   MINCE-PIES  FOR  SUPPER. 


12.  When  the  row  'a  crer  I  'm  presented  to  H.ELH.  PrinceM  Fiibdeovxda  zu 
DoNXEUHAusBX  TON  Blitzbnstbix.  The  Bond  striket  up  '  Dream  Facet,** 
and  H.H.H.  invites  mc  to  waltz.  Wish  I  'd  got  on  my  nc  Miuvc  Pyjumas 
with  the  silver  fringe,  tnsteiid  of  these  bcsistly  Jiigers ! 


13.  Thi'ix'*8  noHtirtnosA  aUiul  Itovnlty,  anyhoH'.  She  gi-ts  Mggcr  and  bijrffrr, 
and  telU  mc  tluit  I  am  **Ze  Itral  of' her  kirlish  tntims.*'  Hiis  is  all  ver^  hpII, 
but  1  *m  engaged  to  marry  Ybua  Uili'IX— uud  Veua  Gilmx  has  just  arrived ! 


14.  Besides  we'rc  mnking  a  sensation,  and  evei;j'body  sUires,  which  I  hat«— and  Vera  Gilpix  has  got  t«ars  in  her  lovely  eyes!    8«  I 

H.H.U.  the  slip,  and  crawl  under  the  piano — and  there,  confound  it,  I  meet  that  beastly  Cabman,  who  attually  dares  t*  say  that  I 

(And  with  a  ttartf  he  aurakea,) 


fo  gtre 


AND   PUNCH'S   ALMANACK   FOR   1899. 


A    PAOE    FaOM    THE    DIAKY    OF    A    DAUcHXEK    OF    THIRTEEN 
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SIMPLE    STORIES. 

"  Ik*  ulwavit  kind  to  uiiimuU 
w  hwever  you  may  be  I " 

Xo.  IIL-HARRY  AND  THE 
HORNETS. 

Ox  a  bank  at  tho  end  of  tbe 
fiold  adjoininc^  the  K^rden  of 
tho  houso  where  IIarby's 
I^apa  lived  was  a  hornet's 
nost. 

Tho  children  had  all  been 
especially  forbidden  to  go 
into  the  field. 

IIauuy,  however,  thought 
ho  knew  how  to  take  care  of 
himself,  and  ono  morning, 
when  his  parents  had  driven 
over  to  Dobbin  ton,  deter- 
n^ined  he  would  pay  a  visit  I 
to  tho  forbidden  si)ot. 

IIo  could  just  see  tho  nest, 
ono  or  two  hornets  were 
crawling  in  and  out,  and  a 
few  buzzing  about  in  tho 
neighbourhood.  Thov  were 
enormous  hornets,  lie  in- 
serted the  point  of  a  switch 
in  tho  nest,  and  rattled  it 
about. 

In  a  moment  thero  was  a 
roar,  and  the  air  was  thick 
with  a  cloud  of  hornets. 
Harry  turned  and  fled 
through  the  garden  -  gate, 
and  did  not  kaow  where  to 

go. 

All  at  once  he  saw  Uncle 
Bulger's  gigantic  portable 
india-rubber  bath,  which  had 
been  put  out  in  the  gaixien  to  dry.  To  rush  towards  it,  and  turn 
it  over  him  like  a  dish-cover,  was  the  work  of  a  second.  The 
hornets  settled  on  the  top  in  hundreds,  and  stung  furiously  and 
vindictively.  Their  stings,  however,  had  enormous  barbs,  and, 
once  inserted  in  the  india-rubbor,  it  was  impossible  to  withdraw 
them. 

The  insects  became  wild  with  fury;  at  last  they  all  fluttered 

their  wings  in  unison,  and  flow  away  with  Uncle  l3rLOER*8  bath 

'^        #i-'^  jLidMLJ       ■     v>  V  iiii   right    across    the  country. 


taught  to  many  grand- 
moUiers  by  their  grand- 
children. The  reason  of  this 
unusual  attention  to  tbe 
more  elderly  of  the  weaker 
sex  will  be  found  in  tho  fact 
that  the  Gth  is  **01d  Lady 
Day.''  On  the  18th  'Aruy 
and  'Arriet  will  hold  high 
festival,  in  lumour  of  Ko^ter 
Monday.  IJy  tho  ix>culiar 
arrangement  of  the  fctais.  it 
would  seem  that  Kiies-in- 
thc-Bing  will  be  plaved  at 
Sydenham,  and  a  Minis- 
tt*rial  crisis  will  take  place  in 
Turkey,  Univei-sal  regret 
will  be  felt  at  the  expiry  of 
Life  luHurance  on  the  9th. 
Tho  weather  will  be  change- 
able. Rain  may  be  expected 
duiing  the  month  at  Mar- 
gate, Gravosend,  Biiming- 
ham,    Bi-ighton,   and    some 

yai-ts  of  rei-sia.  The  St. 
amos's  Park  blossoms  wiU 
appear,  without  leaves  on  the 
ti-ees,  to  the  great  annoyance 
of  the  keepers. 


0m* 


^^ 


Jules  {frmn  Ftancf^).  **Millk  paudoxs,  Moxsieir,  mais  vors  seuiez  bien 

AIMABLR   DE   M'INDIQIER   la    ROITK   P«UK  PeEKKADILLI  ?  " 

Brown  {from  the  Count nj^  siuhienly  callfd  U})Oii  to  8j)eal\  French).   **  Oh— AH  — 

FASHV   DEIl   DEEIl,    MoHSor,    KER   MWAW  OSEE   KWEEZE   KtRASGLAY  !'* 


THE    OUTCAST. 

( ]Vith  Nominal  Apologies  to 
Mr.  Jlolcrt  Bueiuinaiu ) 

I*M  a  meek-mannered  man 
with  a  meek -mannered 
wife. 
And  three  daughters,  whose 
happiness  counts  as  my 
own. 
I  Ve  a  hatred  of  jars  and  of  all  kinds  of  strife, 

And  leave  family  quarrels  severely  alone. 
Yet  I  do  not  mind  saying  that  just  now  1  'm  rather 
Embarrassed  at  times  in  the  rule  of  a  father. 

For  my  daughters  have  met,  as  they  Fay,  with  their  fato, 
Which  in  English  just  means  that  they  'vo  all  got  engaged, 

And  their  lovei-s  come  spooning  from  early  to  lato, 
Whilst  the  gills  get  short-tempered  and  even  enraged 

If,  as  sometimes  it  happens,  they  cannot  discover 

A  separate  room  for  each  girl  and  her  lover. 


gentleman,  who  never  lost 
Lis  temper,  *'  have  you  been 
stung 't " 

*'  Xo,      Papa,"      replied 

Uaruy,  hanging  his  head. 

**  Well,  then,  my  dear  boy,"  answered  the  father,  with  a  bland 

smile,  and  producing  something  which  looked  uncommonly  like  a 

birch  rod,  "  the  duty  the  hornets  neglected,  I  will  do  my  best  to 

perform."    And  he  did  ! 


across 
and  Harry  laughed  loudly 
to  think  how  clever  a  boy 
ho  had  been. 

His   face    fell,   however, 
when    he    saw    his    Papa 

beckon  him  from  the  win-  ;  rn^^„  AT^..T«„t.u  „««,^o^  ♦«  ^^ 
dow.     -  My  son,"  said  this  !  ^'""'d  J^hte    N>ll^ 

Well — the  dining-rcom  suited  them 
nicely,  they  said. 
But  the  worst   was   to   come   when 

diminutive  Gertie 
Came  to  tell  me  she  wished  to  be 
married  to  Bertie. 


When  but  one  was  engage<1  it  was  all  vcrj-  well, 
And  the  drawiag-room  did  for  Ma- 
tilda and  Ned. 

next 


MR.   PUNCH'S 


PREDICTIONS 

For  April. 


FOR  i892. 


The  birthday  of  Prince  Von  Bism.vrck,  on  tho  1st,  will  be  cele- 
brated by  the  fools  of  the  period.  His  Imperial  Master  will 
send  the  Ex- Chancellor  a  8i)eoch  and  a  portrait — which  will  be 
valued  by  theii*  recipient  as  of  equal  value.  On  the  6tli  there  will  be 
a  ereat  demonstration  of  ancient  females.  Many  venerable  dames 
wul  travel  to  the  Bank,  others  will  patronise  the  National 
Gallerj',  and  tho  South  Kensington  Museum,  and  others,  again, 
will  go  to  the  Crystal  Palace.  Expectant  grand-nephews  ^n\\  visit 
their  grand  aunis,*^  and  the  suction  of  eggs  will  be   practically 


For  they  *ve  taken  the  breakfast-room 
— all  that  was  left 
Of  the  hou70  that  I  dared  to  con- 
sider as  mine. 
So  my  wifo  and  myself  have  to  live 
on,  bereft  [firmly  decline 

Of  our  rooms,  since  we  gently,  but 
Oui'  family  tent  of  existence  to  pitch  in 
The  only  resort  still  remaining — the  kitchen. 

Well,  tho  girls,  I  suppose,  deem  it  nothing  but  bliss,  T 

It 's  the  parents  who  find  it  so  dear  at  the  price^ (jOQ^^ 

Then  attend,  all  j^e  fathers,  and  listen  to  this,  O 

As  I  give  you  at  parting  a  word  of  advice : 

In  engagements  remember  this  rule — use  no  other— 

You  should  see  one  through  first,  e'er  you  sanction  another. 


AND    PUNCR'S   ALMANACK   FOR   189-2. 


ON    CHRISTMAS    EVE. 


(  111  is^tmas 
a^ntiu !  ]  had  al- 
imiet  forgottea 
Tljut  the  timo  had 
cm  no  i<'uud  for 
this  pagcfmt  onco 

Ami  I  bttiTlly  know 
why,  but  1  find 
"  Homething 
rattjen 
lu  i\m  state" — of 
[iffairs,  as  did 
ff*tmh(  of  yovo. 

For  1  d  Iff  ad  all  this 

eeasoti    11  f    frolic- 

wme  foils', 

\\Tion      VQ      keep 

**  Mern*      Clirist- 

Estockj 
When    the    Curates 
are    happy    with 
putting  up  holly 
And  midtletoc,  too,  with  the  fair  of  their  flock. 

Ah  I  that  mention  of  mistletoe  sets  me  a-thinking 

Of  a  girl,  whom  I  knew  for  a  minute  or  so. 
I  was  young  at  the  time,  and  there 's  no  use  in  blinking 

The  fact  that  it  happened  .a  long  time  ago. 
She  reminded  me  stmngely  of  sweet  /)o////  Varden, 

She  was  dressed  for  the  part,  and  I  thought  her  as  fair  ; 
And  I  recollect  well  how  we  strolled  in  the  garden 

To  look  at  a  flower,  which,  of  course,  wasn't  there. 

She  wa?,  oh !  so  afraid  that  her  f liends  would  have  missed  her. 

And  she  really  did  think  I  should  **  take  her  in  now." 
AVhich  I  did  on  the  spot  right  away— for  I  kissed  her. 

Just  beneath  a  laripjo  tree  with  an  arch^shapen  bough. 
Then  she  flared  up  directly, — how  dared  I  to  do  it  ? 

But  I  listened  to  all  her  blind  fury  with  glee, 
As  I  laughingly  showed  her — for  I  alone  knew  it— 

An  immense  piece  of  mistletoe  up  in  the  tree. 


I  have  ne'er  seen  her  since.     And  so  here  I  sit  sighing, 

"Whilst  the  snow 's  lying  thick  on  the  pavement  outside. 
Yet,  stay— it 's  the  poets,  perhaps,  do  the  lying ;     ' 

They  could  do  a  good  deal  in  that  line  if  they  tried. 
I  am  rights    It's  quite  fine.    There's  the  sun  through  the 
trees.     On 

Eeflection,  I  quite  think  the  right  thing  to  do 
Is  to  join  heart  and  soul  in  the  joys  of  the  season, 

So  I  'm  in  for  a  Eight  Merry  Christmas, — aren't  you  ? 


MR.  PUNCH'S  HANDBOOK  OF  DEFINITIONS. 

{For  the  Use  of  Young  irrilcrs. ) 
A  Dowager. 
(</.)  A  DRAGOX  with  a  brood  of  daughters.  She  must  be  appeased 
by  the  sacrifice  of  an  eldest  son,  or  by  the  offer  of  the  first-fruits 
(and  meats)  of  the  supper 
table. 

(b.)  A  being  of  uncertain 
temper  and  a  certain  age. 
Though  she  has  a  will  of 
her  own,  she  often  depends 
upon  the  will  of  her  hus- 
band, and  is  much  given  to 
deplore  both  the  fixity  of 
her  own  income  and  the 
laxity  of  other  people's 
morals. 

(c.)  A  Society  line -of - 
battle  ship,  rendered  obso- 
lete by  the  loss  of  her 
consort.  Though  she  often 
provokes  engagements,  she 
is  never  known  to  strike  her 
flag.  She  will  blockade  a 
defenceless  bachelor  in  order 
to  cut  off  his  supplies  and 
make  them  her  daughter's, 
and  will  bombard  a  Royal  Palace  in  order  to  capture  an  invitation. 
(d.)  A  star  of  unknown  magnitude  revolving  round  the  sons  of 
otlier  stars. 

A  Baxkrupt. 
{a.)  A  TRUE  man  who  obser\'es  all  human  properties  with  a  view 
to  making  them  his  own.     Yet,  while  he  acquires  the  possessions, 

ne  alienates  the  affec- 
tion of  his  creditors, 
and  is  often  stripped 
of  all  that  he  ought 
never  to  have  had,  in 
order  that  the  lender 
,^     of    a    poimd  may  be 
-^  \  made   nappy   by   the 
1  I)  J  bestowal  of  a  penny. 
^         (6.)  A  musician,  who 
always     plays     with 
notes,    and    finds    in 
composition  q.  nei'er- 
failing  consolation. 

(c.)  A  paradox,  who, 
though  he  always  out- 
runs the  constable,  is 
often  caught  by  the 
police,  and  finds  him- 
self face  to  face  with 
liabilities  which  he  is 
never  able  to  meet. 
Owing  to  not  having  time  to  turn  round,  he  sometimes  omits  to 
act  on  the  square,  and  always  qualifies  by  total  failure  for  the 
successful  passing  of  his  examination. 


SONG   FOR   SHROVE   TUESDAY. 

Life  's  like  a  pancake,  very  thin  flat  matter,j 
Tasteless  Twithout  Love's  sugar  and  Hate's  lemon) 

At  health's  firm  bastion  not  in  vain  its  **  batter,'* 
With  Indigestion  an  attendant  demon. 

Kept  o'er  the  fire,  continually  crossed, 

By  fumes  of  darkness,  and  with  trouble  *•  tossed." 


THE    CHRISTMAS    NUMBER   OF   PUNCH 


SIMPLE   STORIES. 

''  Be  always  kind  to  animals  whercrcr  you  mr.y  be ! " 
No.  IV.-PETER  AND  THE  PIO. 

A  KIND  but  injudicious  Uncle  had  sont  Peter  n  very  largo  por!r- 
pid.  Peter's  Mamma  had  invited  a  number  of  his  youn*;  friends 
t«»  nharo  it  with  him  on  his  birthday.  She  meant  that  they  should 
have  a  little  fwist,  and  all  bo  very  happy  and  merry  together. 
Thirt  excollont  idea,  however,  did  not  meet  with  Petek's  approval. 

lie  wa.s  a  selfish  boy,  and 
hail  no  notion  of  his  pork- 
pie  being  amverted  into  a 
limited  liaibility  company. 
So  when  his  Mamma  was 
busy  with  preparations  for 
tlio  feast,  and  his  sisUrwas 
taking  her  music-lesson,  ho 
tied  up  the  pork-nie  in  a 
blue  pocket-handkerchief, 
and  stole  quietly  out  of  the 
house,  determined  to  have  a 
private  pic-nic. 

Ho  walked  away  rapidly 
till  he  found  himself  in  the 
Waffle  Woods,  and  when  ho 
knew  ho  was  quite  out  of 
sight  and  hearing,  ho  sat 
himself  down  beneatii  an 
oak  tree ;  ho  undid  the  blu) 
handkerchief,  and  brought 
out  his  pork-pio.  "Now," 
said  the  groody  boy,  as  ho  cut 
himself  an  ononnous  slice, 
**I  shall  enjoy  myself  very 
much.** 

lie  continued  to  eat,  but  ho  found  ho  did  not  on  joy  it.  He  how- 
ever,^ tried  his  hardest  to  fancy  he  was  having  a  very  good  time. 
At  his  fourth  slice  ho  heard  a  rustling  in  the  bushes.  lie  started 
and  trembled,  becauso  he  know  he  was  doing  wrong.  He  was 
horrified  to  find  the  intruder  was  none  other  than  Snaboo,  his 
father*s  big  black  pig,  also  having  a  pic-nic  by  itself  on  acorns. 

Peter  was  indeed  frightened,  because  ho  remembered  that  he 
had  frequently  goaded  and  teased  Snaboo  in  its  stye.  Not  a 
moment  was  to  bo  lost.  The  Pig  had  seen  the  boy,  and  Peter 
had  scarcely  gained  a  safo  position  up  the  tree,  before  Snaboo 
was  grunting  furiously  at  its  foot,  and  vindictively  trampling  the 


pork-pio  to  niocos.  There  the  Pig  remained,  and  snorted,  and 
grunted,  and  stamped.  It  was  getting  long  past  dinncr-timo, 
and  Peter  was  afraid  ho  should  have  to  stop  all  night  in  the 
treo.  At  hist,  thinking  the  Pig  was  getting  quiet,  lie  looked 
cautiously  out. 

Ho  lookefl  out  too  far.  He  slipped ;  ho  foil !  Ho  fell  astnde  on 
tho  Pig's  broad  back,  with  his  anus  round  its  neck. 

The  boy  was  an  excellent  lider,  and  his  presence  of  mind  on 
this  occasion  saved  him.  Laying  hold  of  the  Pig  by  the  ears,  and 
sticking  his  knees  well  into  its  fat  sides,  he  jerked  its  head  up. 

Snaboo  gave  a  liendibh 
squeal,  and  started  at  a  ter- 
rific pace  the  shortest  cut 
to  the  Rii-m.  1*eter  had 
nothing  to  do  but  to  hold 
on.  Ho  was  bruiso<l  by 
brandies,  torn  by  briars, 
and  bespattered  with  mud. 
Ho  arrived  at  tho  Farm 
looking  like  a  scarecrow, 
and  found  all  his  nicely- 
dressed  little  friends  waiting 
for  tho  birthday  feast. 
Peter,  however,  could  not 


i'oin  in  the  festivity.  Lumped, 
►r 


niisod  and  bleeding;  torn, 
tattered  and  tired ;  cross, 
chilled  and  crestfallen ;  sick, 
sad  and  sorry,  he  had  to  go 
to  bed  at  once.  And  there 
he  mtised  over  the  disadvan- 
tages of  gluttony  and  tho 
fleeting  nature  of  all  earthly 
joys. 

Ever  afterwards  he  treated 
pigs  with  the  most  profound 

respect,  and  he  never  saw  a  pork-pie  without  immediattly  longing 

to  give  it  away. 

LINES   BY   A   LOVER  OF   F^ISHION. 

Metaphysicians  never  will  inveigle 

My  mind  to  study  all  their  hollow  **  humming  " ; 

But  m  one  thing  I  do  agree  with  Hegel 
That  **  everything  *s  becomitttj,** 

That  is,  of  course,  everj'thing  that's  in  fashion. 

(N  B. — This  puts  my  spouso  in  such  a  passion  I) 


MR.    PUNCH'S    HANDBOOK    OF    DEFINITIONS. 


Mothem-in-Law. 


IFor  the  Use  of  Young  IFrilcrs.) 


(a.)  They  are  such  stuff  a?  grandmothers  arc  made  of,    Thou^^h 
the  raw  material  is  (conventionally)  disagreeable,  the  manufactui'cd 

urticle  is  universally  considered 
delightfuL  It  is  curious  that  the 
same  woman  who  is  supposed  to 
overwhelm  a  second  generation 
with  advice  and  anger,  should 
load  tho  third  with  indulgence 
and  gifts. 

(6.)  Stock  for  the  professional 
oomic  man*s  literary  soup-kitchen. 
As  thin  humour  d  la  ma  it  raise 
femme^  they  are  ladled  out  piping 
hot  in  recitations,  in  farces,  and 
in  tho  comic  columns  of  country 
newspapers. 

(c.)  Women  who  reprove  in  their 
daughters  those  domestic  faults 
which  they  have  never  attempted 
to  control  in  their  own  conduct. 
On  the  whole,  they  are  kindly 
critics  of  the  failings  and  merits 
of  their  sons-in-law,  but  they 
rarely  associate  on  friendly  terms 
with  those  other  mothera-in-law 
whom  they  may  happen  to  be  connocted  by  marriajg^.  They 
liptow  jewels  and  warnings  upon  the^  daughters-in-law. 


A  BUTLBE. 


(a. )  A  mean  between  a  cook  and  a  master.  In  the  basement, 
and  part  of  the  ground  floor,  he  reigns  under  the  title  of  **  Mr.  ** ; 
but,  as  he  rises  on  the  staircase, 
he  drops  in  dignity,  until  he  enters 
the  drawing-room  with  a  bare  sur- 
name. 

(6.)  A  glass  of  fashion  to  the 
pantry  department,  and  a  mould  of 
form  to  the  lady  who  moulds  the 
creams  and  jellies.  He  is  naturally 
much  addicted  to  tho  intimate  com- 
panionship of  other  glasses,  which 
sometimes  cast  reflections  upon  his 
character. 

(c.)  A  privileged  person,  who 
constantly  sees  what  his  host  often 
desii^es,  in  vain,  to  soe— the  backs 
of  all  the  guests  at  a  dinner-party. 
He  holds  himself  solemnly  and 
silently  aloof  from  all  dinner-table 
conversations;  and  the  joke  of  a 
guest,  which  throws  a  hostess  into 
convulsions,  fails  to  raise  a  smile 
upon  his  marble  face.  Though  he 
is  not  invariably  amiable,  ho  fre- 
quently helps  everv  guest  at  table,  and,  in  this  sense  (amongst 
others)  he  is  not  only  an  aider,  but  a  better  than  the  host. 


oogk 


AND   PUNCH'S   ALMANACK   FOR   1892. 


^    Digitized  by  VnOOQl^ 


-ffiSOP    UP    TO    DATE. 
THI  LIOV  XV  LOYl  (1)  (The  PeM6  at  iay  M66  Part j.)  THE  DOGS  DT  THS  XAVaSB.   (Tonriits  and  lecMi  to  VoiBtft'iis.) 


THK    CHIUSTMAS   NUMBER   OF   PUNCH 


ALL   THE   DIFFEBENOE. 

Quite  quid  Horse  being  admired  hy  Pro/esnanal 


III  the  Stable, 
Equedria}u     **Hb  wouldn't  hurt  a 


Groom   and  Amateur 
BiBY— He's  a  .*os  as  you  can  tkust." 


MR.  PUNCH'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  1892. 

For  May. 

Ox  Un  let  tlie  birthday  of  the  Duke  of  CoXNATTOHT  will  cause 
^Toat  satisfaction,  the  event  being  celebrated  by  the  Sun,  who  will 
ri^  on  thi^  special  occasion  at  4*34  a.m.,  and  set  at  7*23  P.M. 
Tho  93rd  anniversary  of  the  Storming  of  Seringapam  will  be  cele- 
brated on  the  4  th  by  the  survivors  of  that  memorable  victory.  A  list 
of  the  names  of  those  present  at  the  Academy  Banquet  will  be  given 
in  tho  daily  papers  on  the  following  mommg. 
This  will  be  a  oad  time  for  City  men  to  put  up 
their  names  at  the  West-End  Clubs,  as  the 
operation  is  sure  to  end  in  disaster.  South 
Africa  will  again  attract  attention,  and  the 
Da  if  If  Graphic  will  obtain  letters  from  that 
in  Cresting  spot  with  a  less  expenditure  than 
£2,()00.  Excitement  may  be  expected  in 
Franco,  and  several  political  prisoners  will  be 
sent  to  Siberia.  The  Volunteers  will  once  more 
show  a  falling  off  in  numbers,  and  questions 
will  bo  asked  in  Parliament,  without  eliciting  a 
satisfactory  answer.  Sporting  men  will  take  an 
interest  in  the  Derby,  and  there  will  be  a 
slight  disturbanee  in  South  America.  The 
weather  of  the  month  will  bo  changeable. 
Tho  Sun,  however,  will  bo  seen  several 
times  during  the  thirty-one  days  by  resident 
Londoners. 

For  June. 

Os  tho  18th,  the  77th  anniversary  of  the 
Battle  of  Waterloo  will  produce  a  paragraph  in 
the  morning  pai>ors.  In  the  House  there  will 
be  several  Divisions,  which  will  load  to  small 
results.  The  so-called  •*  working-men"  will 
require  an  eight  hours*  day  of  labour,  but  will 
be  opposed  by  four-fifths  of  their  fellows.  The 
City  will  be  unsettled,  foreign  stock  being  de- 
pressed, and  grey  shirtings  absolutely  dull. 
The  weather  will  be  changeable,  and  once  more 
become  a  topic  of  conversation.     During  tho 

-^*\Ui  rain  will  be  threatening,  or  actually  fall 
Isle  of  Skye. 


For  July. 
Tnis  will  be  a  great  month  for  America. 
Nothing  much  elsewhere.  It  may  be  assumed 
that  if  the  London  County  Council  has  hitherto 
behaved  with  propriety  (a  large  assumption), 
now  will  be  the  time  for  the  members  to  dis- 
tinguish themselves,  individually  and  collec- 
tively, as  idiots.  They  will  bo  guilty  of  some 
gross  piece  of  folly  that  will  be  received  with 
derision  by  the  world  at  large,  and  with  joy  by 
tho  writers  of  comic  copy. 

For  August. 
On  tho  Ist,  tho  statutory  Bank  nolidoy  will 
be  observed  by  the  overcrowding  of  excursion- 
trains  and  the  enlivening  of  quiet  watering- 
places.  Bejoicings  at  Alargate.  After  months 
of  wrangling  over  the  smallest  and  least  im- 
portant measure,  a  year's  legislation  will  be 
hurried  through  both  Houses  in  half-a-dozen 
days.  Goose- shooting  commences.  Hampers 
due  early  at  Mr.  Punch' $  Office,  80,  Fleet 
Street.  I)uring  the  month  a  bad  time  may  bo 
expected  in  the  City.  Tho  Outside  Advertising 
Broker  will  advise  m  vain.  In  spito  of  frequent 
suggestions  to  take  up  Turkish  ii5sh  and  other 
securities  of  equal  value,  the  public  will  stand 
aside. 

September. 
Cartridges  and  Partridges.  On  the  Ist,  par- 
tridge buying  and  selling  will  commence,  the 
shooting  having  begim  some  days  previously. 
On  tho  10th,  tho  Chancellor  of  tho  Ex- 
chequer will  koop  his  sixty-first  birthday,  and 
will  reflect  seriously  upon  the  advisability  of 
extinguishing  the  Income-Tox.  People  who  were 
personally  acquainted  vdih.  King  Richard  the  Third  will  remember 
that  the  22na  of  this  month  was  (in  1185)  tho  dato  of  his  death. 
There  will  be  an  invasion  of  Switzerland  by  tho  great  tribes 
of  Brown,  Jones  and  Robinson,  and  the  clan  of  MCiSMirn  will 
flow  into  Italy.  Letters  of  complaint,  about  foreign  hotels  and 
foreign  travel  generally,  will  appear  in  the  Times, 
October. 
Every  one  being  more  or  less  out  of  town  until  tho  end  of  tho 
month.  Fate  vrill  be  busier  abroad  than  at  home.    Tho  German 


giti: 
DIFFEBENCE. 


Dogle 


AJLL   THE 

Professional  Oroom^  accustomed  to  his  rides,  is  giving  a  show—perfett. 


Out  0/ Stalk, 

ALL  BIOHT  WHEN  YOU   KNOW. HIM 


•HE*8 


AND   PUNCH'S   ALMANACK   FOR   1892. 


ALL    THE    DIFFEKENCE. 

Ainatcur  {making  his  acqiuiiniajux),   **  But— You  'VE  got  to  know  him  fust. 


THE  HIOHEB  ESVCATIOH  OF  WOMEV. 

{By  an  Old-fashunied  Fellow.) 

I  *D  sooner  PniLLis  well-cooked  a  potato, 
Than  talk  of  the  Symposium  of  Plato  : 
I  *d  rather  CiiLOE  helped  mo  pass  the  bottle, 
Than  pass  eulogiums  on  Aristotle  : 
When  physic  should  bo  shaken  well  and  taken, 
Kind  Nurso  Ne^ra  need  not  talk  of  Bacon  : 
And  when  soft  fingers  ought  to  mend  my  seek, 
Lalaoe  should  not  lisp  to  me  of  Locke. 

When  I  Ve  the  megrims  and  the  time  would  kill, 
Myrtilla  must  not  fill  my  mind  with  Mill, 
Nor  RuoDOPE  retort,  when  I  incense  her. 
With  icy  arguments  from  Herbert  Spencer, 
No  PniLLis,  Chloe,  Lalaoe,  Nkera, 
I  love  not  this  emancipated  era. 
To  teach  the  sweeter  sex  to  know  its  station, 
And  fill  it,  is  the  Higher  Education ! 


MIXED     PROVERBS. 


Emperor,  who  will  have  spont  the  summer  in  upsetting  all  the 
arrangements  of  his  Royal  Brethren  by  paj^ing  them  unsolicited 
visits,  will  turn  his  attention  to  domestic  affairs.  He  will  inter fero 
with  the  couriers,  the  housemaids,  the  piano-makers,  the  brewers, 
the  toy-manufacturers,  and  the  chemists.  Having  settled  theso 
small  matters,  he  will  take  funerals  in  hand,  and  revolutionise  the 
undertaking^  trade.  After  this  ho  will  alter  all  the  railways,  and 
fortify  Berlin.  By  this  time  the  date  will  have  been  reacned  for 
his  visits  to  Australia,  Siberia,  Thibet,  and  Timbuctoo.  Thero  will 
be  storms  at  sea,  and  great  trouble  on  land  will  be  caused  by  the 
opening,  on  the  24  th,  of  the  Michaelmas  Law  Sittings. 

For  November, 

On  the  3rd,  the  Mikado  of  Japan  will  attain 
his  thirtieth  year,  but  in  London  the  birthday 
will  bo  observed  with  appropriate  distinctions 
on  the  dth.  9th,  Good  day  for  going  out  quietly 
and  seeing  the  sights.  A  few  persons  will  dine 
in  the  City.  The  General  Election  will  certainly 
be  held  in  this  month,  unless  some  other  date  is 
selected  for  an  appeal  to  tho  Constituencies. 
Coals  will  rise  in  value,  and  much  uneasiness 
will  bo  felt  as  to  the  future  of  gas  and  tho 
electric  light.  During  tho  month,  London  will 
gradually  receive  back  the  number  of  holiday- 
&king  absentees,  who  will  receive  a  hearty 
welcome  by  the  County  Council,  who  will  care- 
fully take  up  the  roads  on  the  Embankment, 
the  Strand,  Fleet  Street,  Holbom,  and  other 
popular  thoroughfares. 

For  December. 

The  year  will  end  in  comparatively  cold 
weather.  Compared  with  Auffust,  the  thermo- 
meter will  be  found  several  degi'ocs  lower,  al- 
though possibly  higher  than  the  roadings  of  July. 
On  the  1 7th,  the  I^w  Terms  of  the  year  will  end 
amidst  great  rejoicings.  After  this  there  will  bo 
no  date  worthy  of  notice  until  tho  25th,  when  all 
the  world  over  thero  will  be  family  greetings  of 
a  more  or  less  cordial  character.  26th.  Good  day 
to  go  out  of  Town  early,  and  remain  in  some 
part  of  the  country  where  you  aro  quite  un- 
known, and  where  no  Christmas-boxes  can  bo 
expected  of  you,  returning  in  time  for  first 
Pantomime  Nif?ht  at  Drury  Lane. 


It  is  a  long-suffering  worm  that  has  no  turning. 
A  rolling  snowball  gathers  as  it  ^;oes. 
The  •* proof"  of  tho  plum-puddmg  is  in  the 
brandj'-sauce. 

Whon  beauty  looks  out  of  window,  love  comes 
in  at  tho  door. 

A  •*fourpenny  doss'*  makes  us  acquaiutc<l 
with  strange  bed-foUown. 

Early  to  bod  and  earlv  to  riso  means  snuffing 
the  candle  of  life  at  both  ends. 
You  cannot  restore  hearing  to  a  deaf  sow  with  a  silken  purse. 
Timo  and  Tide  never  turn  tho  **  Tables  "  on  each  otiier. 
The  moro  •*  laps  "  the  less  **  sprinting." 

It  generally  talkes  three  to  make  a  quarrel ;  two  to  differ,  and  one 
to  Fot  them  by  the  ears. 

Birds  of  a  feather  are  tho  most  jealous  of  each  other^s  plumage, 
fine  feathers  often  making  unfair  birds. 

You  never   value   the   water   till  your  neighbour  wants  to  fill 
her  bucket  at  your  well. 
A  •*  bird  "  in  the  bag  is  worth  a  brace  in  tho  heather.  [liens. 

Don't  buy  eggs  for  hatching  imtil  you  have  coimted  your  sitting 


ALL    THE    DIFFEBBNCE. 

*  Off  !  Off  !  *  cried  the  Stranger, 
*  Off  !  Off  !  and  away.'  " 
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i 


*  All !  That's  capital  !  Now  kindly  keep  that  yawn,  please. 


\ 


** Hullo  !  Heke  I  say  I  Pheigh  !!  Con ! !  1" 


-lu.ND  THAT  Stove 


What  on  eauth's  oonk  wuon<;  with  it  I ' 


LUNATIONS. 

B)j  Our  Col  well- Halchnetj  Astrologer. 

Oh,  tho  silent  Synedoche  sleeps 
in  the  silt, 
Of  the  pleiocene's  plastic  de- 
posit, 
Secreting    in    silex    its    gneiss - 
inspired  guilt, 
As    the  skeleton  hides  in  its 
closet.  I 

The  Hylegisup,  likeanIiishM.P., 
Asking    horary   questions    all 
' ,  round ; 
And  the  Fortunate  Signs  at  their 
five  o'clock  tea 
In  bilingual  bathos  are  bound.  | 
Ilore  Claudius  Ptolemy  *8  play- 
ing at  Nap, 
With  true  tetrabiblical  zest. 
There  EuDoxus    is    lolling    in 
Virgo's  soft  lap, 
And  lulling  the  Dog  Star  to  rest. 
The  Cusp  of  the  Fourth  House,  , 
the  bland  Tmum  C(£h\  \ 


UT   IT  OUT  !   HeUE  goes  I  I  *' 


May  wander  at  will  o*er  the 
wold ; 
The    Ueliocentric  may  perorate 
freely, 
And   »Saturn   in    sextile   may 
scold ; 
But  never  again  whilst  Ecliptics 
cavort 
In  wild  hexagon  waltz  round 
the  Sun, 
Shall  the  happy  Ephemerie  sit  up 
and  snort. 
Or — but  here  comes  my  keeper; 
I  've  done ! 


Oh 


By  Jove  !  It  '«  worse  than  ever  !  I  'm  off  !  1 ' 

[Model  is  10  sitting ! 


DISILLUSION. 

If  aught  can  fill  a  gourmand  with 
sheer  dread 
That  life's  last  pleasures  from 
him  fast  are  flowing, 
'Tis  sitting  at  a  feast,  with  a  bold 
head, 
And  a  fat  red^iiosed  waiter  oti  it 
Hawing  ! 


AND   PUNCH'S   ALMANACK  FOR   1892. 


SOTOLE,   BOUBLE    TOIL   AND    TKOIJBLE."-SHAKsrEAi;K. 
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%\t  guhe  of  gcbiisjire. 

Born,  April  27th,  1808.  Dibd,  Decbmbbr  21  st,  1891. 

LEABKto,  large-hearted,  liberal  Lord  of  Land, 

As  clear  of  head  as  generous  of  hand, 

He  lived  his  honourable  length  of  days, 

A  **  Duke  "  whom  doughtiest  Democrat  might  praise. 

**  Leader  "  in  truth,  though  not  with  gifts  of  tongue. 

Full  many  a  **  Friend  of  Man''  the  muse  has  sung 

Unworthier  than  patrician  Cavendish. 

Seeing  him  pass  who  ma^  forbear  the  wish, 

"Would  more  were  like  him !— Then  the  proud  command, 

*' Noblesse  oblige"  e'en  Mobs  might  understand ! 


APTEE  DDTITEB— AT  THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  TEAE. 

ScsNE — A  Private  Boom  in  a  weU-known  Dining  Hotel,     Eminent 
Politicians  discussing  ** shop"  over  their  walnuts  before  dis- 
persing/or the  Christmas  holidays. 
First  Eminent  Politician,  I  say  that  recent  speech  of  yours  at 
Skegness  was  a  little  strong.     Preferring  the  Navy  to  the  Army ! 
Although  the  Army  is  of  course  the  **  Best  possible  Army,"  and  all 
that  I    Eh  ?    I  say  it  was  a  little  too  thick ! 
Second  Em.  Pol,  (quickly).  Not  a  bit  of  it !    You  don't  know  how 
well  we  are  getting  on  at  Pall  Mall. 
I    give   you   my    word    everything 's 
first-rate.    Depaitment  working  splen- 
didly.   You  can't  say  that  at  Whitehall 
and  Somerset  House? 
JFYr**  Em.  Pol.  (warmly).  Not  say  it  * 


■\; 


We  do !    Everything 's  most  satisfac- 
I   tory.    Discipline  splendid.     Never  had 
V   such  a  fine  Fleet.    And  the  fireworks 
we  had  at  the  Royal  Naval  Exhibition 
all  through  the  Summer!     Well  you 
ought  to  have  seen  them  ! 
Second  Em,  Pol,  (carelessly).  Yes,  I  daresay.    But  what  have 
fireworks  got  to  do  with  the  Navy  ? 

First  Em.  Pol.  Why  they  increased  our  recruiting  awfully. 
Fellows  went  to  the  Royal  Naval  Exhibition  and  saw  all  sorts  of 
good  things,  automatic  weighing  machine,  a  fishing-smack,  and 
Nelson  wax-works — and — ana  that  kind  of  thing  you  know,  and  joined 
the  Navy !    Precious  good  thing  for  the  Service,  I  can  tell  you. 

Second  Em.  Pol.  Well,  to  go  back  to  an  old  story— you  can't 
defend  the  bullying  on  board  The  Britannia. 

First  Em.  Pol.  Oh,  that's  all  bosh.  Those  newspaper  fellows 
got  hold  of  it  for  the  Silly  Season  and  ran  it  to  death,  but  it's  the 

VOL.  en 


best  possible  place  in  the  world.     No  end  of  fgood  for  training  a 
fellow  to  command  other  fellows. 

Second  Em.  Pol.  Well,  they  were  down  upon  you  pretty  smartly. 

First  Em.  Pol.  (airily).  May  be.  But  it's  because  tney  didn't 
know  what  they  were  writing  about.  How  can  a  fellow  become  a 
good  naval  officer  unless  he  has  been  robbed  of  his  pocket-money, 
and  taught  how  to  lie  for  his  seniors.  Thing's  too  ridiculous! 
Hallo,  JiMMT,  they  tell  me  things  are  in  a  dreadful  mess  at 
St.  Martin's-le-Grand ! 

Third  Em.  Pol.  (promptly).  Then  they  tell  you  wrong.  Never 
saw  anything  like  it— most  perfect  organisation  in  the  world !  Abso- 
lutely marvellous,  Sir— absolutelv  marvellous !  And  the  clerks  so 
civil  and  obliging.    Everybody  pleased  with  them. 

Second  Em.  Pol.  Come,  that  won't  do.  Your  statement  is  as  hard 
to  digest  as  too-previous  turkey  and  premature  plum-pudding.  The 
papers  are  full  of  complaints  all  through  the  Autumn,  and  have  only 
stopped  recently  to  make  room  for  those  descriptive  and  special  law 
reports.    You  will  have  them  again,  now  Term  is  over. 

Third  Em.  Pol.  ^Vho  cares  for  the  papers?  I  tell  you  we  are 
absolutely  inundated  with  letters  of  thanks  from  Dukes  and 
Duchesses  upwards.  No ;  if  you  had  said  that  the  Colonies  were  in 
a  mess,  why  then 

Fourth  Em.  Pol.  (angrily).  What  are  you  talking  about? 
Why,  we  are  absolutely  romping  in!  Never  knew  the  Colonies  so 
prosperous  as  they  are  now !  And  we  have  had  to  put  on  half-a- 
dozen  extra  clerks  to  open  and  answer  the  letters  of  congratulation 
we  receive  hour  by  hour  from  every  part  of  the  Empire.  Why, 
everything 's  splendid — absolutely  splendid ! 

Second  Em.  Pol.  Well,  matters  have  decidedly  mended  since 
transportation  was  prohibited.  But  to  return  to  our  muttons. 
Waterloo  was  won 

Fourth  Em.  Pol,  (interrupting).  Yes,  I  know,  by  the  Militia  and 
the  dregs  of  the  population !  By  the  vray,  though,  the  gaols  have 
had  better  company  than  now. 

Fifth  Em.  Pol.  Hold  hard !  Don't  you  abuse  my  Prisons.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  the  present  convicts  are  the  fiinest,  cleverest, 
most  trustworthy  fellows  that  ever  existed.  It  is  auite  an  honour 
to  get  into  a  prison  nowadays.  {With  a  sudden  ourst  of  anger.) 
And  if  any  of  you  doubt  my  word,  nang  me,  Iwill  have  satisfaction  1 
(Looking  rofittd  for  opponents.)  Come  now,  who  will  tread  on  the 
tail  of  my  coat ! 

Chief  and  Most  Eminent  Politician.  Gentlemen  I  Gentlemen ! 
Come  it 's  getting  late,  and  if  we  are  to  see  the  dress-rehearsal  of 
the  Pantomime,  we  must  be  off  at  ohce ! 

[The  Party  breaks  up  to  meet  later  on  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Drury  Lane. 

Fhom  our  Spoetino  City  ^kv.^^^Founaedoeforeth^  Start." 
—Mr.  Goschen's  One-pound  Note  scheme. 
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THE   CHIMES. 


fMEyi>i   OF    A    hTrKriN-MAV    DtlFAM    Vv   TO    OATX) 


It  whs  flomr  time  heforo  th*^  firoat -little  old  fellow  <Mmld 
( oiiipfjse  hiras+^f  to  mend  the  tirv,  nnd  draw  hi*  ehnir  to 
thi"  wnrm  heftrth*  Hut*  whtu  he  htul  dnne  ho,  and  hnd 
tritiimt'd  bis  \iim]\  he  tiL>nk  hia  ■*ExtrA  Special'*  froTn  his 
iHX'kH,  ftrL{l  ln'C-tm  to  rtad— (.'areks^^l}'  nt  tirat,  and  nkim- 
miijif  i;p  nod  tlovra  the  roUuima,  hut  with  fin  earnest  and 
wad  uttLntion  v+rj*  awm. 

i-'fT  this  s^ami.^  drtadful  iKi|>f*r  ro-di rooted  Pnnrh^s 
thnu<rht^  into  thi.^  i^liJirinol  thev  had  taktn  nil  that  day; 
thnii;fhU  ot  the  sutf^vrinjrs  ol;  tljo  ]KK>r,  the  foni*?B  of  the 
ji<^h,  the  sins  of  the  wicktd,  tho  miseriefi  of  th(^  outcast. 
Seasonable  thoui^Jitf*,  if  not  exactly  festive.  For  oil  is 
not  t'<;stivL>,  f>\en  at  the  Festive  Sttison, 

Seand(;l«  in  hiK-li  Hfr,  starvation  in  low  life :  foul 
iloods  of  nastine?is  in  Law  Courts;  mriddy  trit^'klinps  of 
misery  in  hiwlr  sa  alleys ;  erimes  so  tumble  and  revoltinff : 
puins  fio  pitiless  find  cureless  \  follies  ao  selfish  and 
wanton,  that  he  let  tht  jonmal  drop,  and  fell  back  m  his 
ehdir  appalled. 

'' L^nnatural  and  cniel,  2Vjy/"  he  cried.  '*  Unna- 
tural and  eruel  1  Kone  but  pe4>i>le  who  were  hom  bad  at 
hemt— bom  bad— who  hnd  no  bu^n^ss  on  thc^ earth, 
could  do  Huch  deeds.     We  ^re  Bad  !  '* 

The  Chimes  took  up  the  words  so  suddenly— burst  out 
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•ARRY   OUT   'UNTIN'. 

*Arry  (who  ffoes  to  the  Meet  in  a  frost),  **  *AvB  the  'Ounds  come,  my  Lads  ! " 

Little  Oirl  (respectfully).  **  Iv  you  please,  Sir,  our  'Ounds  don't  'unt  in  'Abd  Wsatheb  1 " 


so  loud^  dear,  and  sonorous— that  the  Bells  seemed  to  strike  him  in 
hi<i  chair. 

And  what  was  it  that  they  said  P 

•'  Punch  and  Tohy/  Toby  and  Punch  /  "Waiting  for  you,  Toby  and 
Punch  /  Come  and  see  us  I  Come  and  see  us  I  Come  and  see  us  I 
Draff  them  to  us  I  Haunt  and  hunt  them  I  Haunt  and  hunt  them  i 
Break  their  slumhers  I  Break  their  slumbers  I  Punch.  Toby ;  Toby, 
Punch :  Toby,  Punch  ; } Punch,  Toby  !  /  "  Then  fiercely  back  to  their 
impetuous  smin  again,  and  ringing  in  the  very  bricks  and  plaster 
oh  the  Sanctum's  Tnsdlsi 

ro6y barked!  Pu/icA listened !  Fancy, fancy!  No, no!  Nothing 
of  the  kind.  Again,  again,  and  yet  a  dozen  times  again.  *'  Haunt 
and  hunt  them !    Haunt  and  hunt  them ! '' 

•*  If  the  tower  is  really  open,"  said  Punch,  **  what's  to  hinder  us. 
Toby,  from  going  up  to  the  steeple,  and  seeing  for  ourselves  ? '' 
"Nouiing,"  yapped  Toby,  or  sounds  to  that  effect. 

Up,  up,  up!  and  round  and  round;  and  up,  up,  up!  higher, 
hiirher,  higher  up ! 

There  was  the  belfry  where  the  ringers  came.  Punch  caught 
hold  of  one  of  the  frayed  ropes  which  hung  down  through  the 
apertures  in  the  oaken  roof.  dvlI  he  started ;  other  hands  seemed  on 
it :  he  shrank  from  the  thought  of  waking  the  deep  Bell.  The 
Bdls  themselves  were  higher.    Higher,  Punch  and  Toby,  in  their 


just  above  its  beams  Punch  came  among 

barely  possible  to  make  out  their  great  shapes  in  the  gloom ;  but 
there  they  were.    Shadowy,  and  dark,  and  dumb. 

He  listened,  and  then  raised  a  wild  *'Halloa! "  **  Halloa! "  was 
mournfully  protracted  bv  the  echoes.  Giddy,  confused,  and  out  of 
breath.  Punch  looked  about  him  vacantly,  and  sank  down  in  a 


swoon. 


He  saw  the  tower,  whither  his  charmed  footsteps  had  brought  him, 
swarming  with  dwarf  phantoms,  sprites,  elfin  creatures  of  the  Bells. 
He  saw  them  leaping,  flying,  dropping,  pouring  from  the  Bells 
without  a  pause.    He  saw  them,  round  nim  on  the  ground ;  above 


him  in  the  air ;  clambering  from  him  by  the  ropes  below ;  looking 
down  uj[>on  him  from  the  massive  iron-eirdered  beoms ;  peeping  in 
upon  him  through  the  chinks  and  loopholes  in  the  walls ;  spreaoing 
away  and  away  from  him  in  enlarging  drdes.  He  saw  them 
of  all  aspects  and  aU  shapes.  He  saw  them  uglv,  handsome, 
crippled,  exquisitely  formed.  He  saw  them  young,  ne  saw  them 
ola ;  he  saw  them  kind,  he  saw  them  cruel ;  he  saw  them  merry,  he 
saw  them  grim ;  he  saw  them  dance,  he  heard  them  sing ;  he  saw 
them  tear  their^hair,  he  heard  .them  howl.  He  saw  the  air  thick 
with  them. 

Wh-o-o^o-sh  !  With  what  a  wild  whirr  of  startled  wings  the  owls 
and  bats  scurried  away,  dim  spectral  hiding  things  that  love  the 
darkness  and  the  silence  of  night,  and  shrink  from  light  and 
cheerful  sounds !  **  Well  rid  of  you!  "  murmured  Punch,  as  Toby 
barked  at  the  flying  phantoms. 

But  among  the  other  swarming  sprites,  and  circling  elf s,  and  frolic 
phantoms  of  the  Bells,  Punch  beneld  brighter  things.  That  pleasant 
pair,  hand  in  hand,  princely-looking  both,  and  loving  withal, 
bring  a  music  as  of  marriage-bells  *'  all  in  the  wild  March  morning.'' 
And  those  other  goodly  and  gracious  presences,  hint  they  not  of 
Health  and  Home  Happiness,  and  Benignant  Art,  and  Humanity- 
serving  Science,  of  Electric  Sympathy,  and  Beady  Rescue,  of  Mam- 
mon-tnwartin^  Reform,  and  Misery-staying  Benevolence ;  of  all  the 
sinritual  chanties  ana  fairy  graces  that  can  bless  and  brighten 
country  and  hearth,  Sire  and  citizen,  master  and  servant,  em- 
ployer and  employed!,  struggling  man,  suffering  woman  and  nelp- 
less  child?  Punch  read  in  their  whirling  forms  and  ezmressive 
faces  the  signs  and  promise  of  all  the  best  and  brightest  innuenoes 
of  the  time,  happy  and  opportune  attendants  upon  the  auspidous 
hour  of  this  the  opening  oay  of  the  New  Tear ! 

Bim,  Bom,  Boom  ! !!  Clang,  CUnq,  Clang!!!  What  are  those 
hands  tugging  at  the  ropes,  swinging  the  Bells  bigand  little,  evoking 
the  stormy  dashes  and  soothing  cadences  of  the  Chimes  ? 

Surdy  those  of  the  youthful  New  Tear  himself !  An  echo  from 
the  long  -  silent  lips  of  the  great  Christmas-glorifier  and  lover  of 
poor  humanity  seemed  to  rin^  in  Punches  ears  :— 

**  Who  hears  in  us,  the  Chimes,  one  note  bespeaking  disregard,  or 
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stem  rejrard,  of  any  hope,  or  joy,  or  pain,  or  sorrow,  of  the  many- 
sorrowed  throng ;  who  hears  us  make  response  to  any  creed  that 
gauges  human  passions  and  affections,  as  it  gauges  the  amount  of 
miserahle  food  on  which  humanity  may  pine  and  wither,  does  us 
wrong ! " 

**  Bight  you  are!  "  cried  Punch,  cordially,  Toby  yappin)^  assent. 

He  might  have  said  more,  hut  the  Bells,  the  dear  tamihar  Bells, 
his  own  dear  constant,  steady  friends,  the  Chimes,  hegan  to  ring  the 
joy-peals  for  a  New  Year  so  lustily,  so  merrily,  so  happily,  so  gaily, 
that  he  (like  poor  old  Trotty  Veck)  leapt  to  his  feet,  ana  hroke  the 
spell  that  bound  him. 

•  ••••• 

"Yes,  that  is  still  the  true  Spirit  of  the  Chimes,"  mused 
3£r.  Punch,  as  he  took  pen  in  hand  to  open  up  his  new  Volume. 
**  And  that 's  the  spirit  Lhope  to  keep  up  ripht  through  the  twelve 
months  of  just-bom  Eighteen  Hundrea  ana  Ninety- two,  which  I 
trust  may  be — with  my  willing  assistance, 

A  Happy  New  Yeah  to  All  op  Yott!  ! !  " 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Oke  of  the  Baron's  Critical  Faculty  sends  him  his  opinion  of  our 
Mr.  Dv  Mauribr's  latest  novel,  whicn  is  also  his  first.  And  here 
let  it  be  published  urbi  et  orhi  that  there  is  no  truth  whatever  in  a 
report  which  appeared  in  an  evening  paper  to  the  effect  that  Mr.  Du 
Maubier,  however  retiring  he  may  be,  was  about  to  retire  or  had 
retired  from  Mr,  Punches  Staff.  The  St  Jameses  Gazette  has  already 
'*  authoritatively  "  denied  the  assertion  ;•  and  this  denial  the  Baron, 
for  3/r.  Punch,  decisively  confirms.  Now,  to  the  notice  of  the  book 
above-mentioned.    Here  it  is : — 

''There  has  been  a  certain  deliberateness  in  Mr.  DuMaurier^s 
incursion  into  literature  that  speaks  eloquently  for  his  modesty.    He 

is,  to  our  certain  aaiow- 
leoge,  at  least  40  years 
old^  and  Peter  Ibbetson, 
which  Messrs.  Osgood  & 
Co.  present  in  two  daintily 
dressed  volumes,  is  his 
first  essay  in  romantic 
writing.  Reading  the 
book,  it  is  hard  to  conceive 
this  to  be  the  fact.  The 
work  is  entirely  free  from 
those  traces  of  amateurish- 
ness, almost  inseparable 
from  a  first  effort.  The 
literary  style  is  consider- 
ably above  the  average 
modem  novelist ;  the  plot 
is  marked  by  audacious 
invention,  worked  out  with 
great  skill ;  the  hero  is  a 
madman,  not  in  itself  an 
attractive  arrangement, 
but  there  is  such^  admi- 
rable method  in  his  mad- 
ness, such  fine  poetic 
feeling  in  the  conception 
of  character,  and  the 
ghosts  who  flit  through 
.he  pages  of  the  story  arc  so  cxjc\diugly  human,  that  one  feels 
''quite  at  home  with  Peter jund  is  really  sorry  when,  all  too  soon, 
his  madness  passes  away,  and  he  awakes  to  a  new  life,  to  find 
himself  an  old  man.  Apart  from  its  strong  dramatic  interest,  Peter 
Ihbetson  has  rare  value,  from  the  pictures  of  Old  Paris  in  the  last 
days  of  Louis-Phtlippe,  which  crowd  in  charming  succession  through 
the  first  volume.  Mr.  George  du  Maurier,  the  well-known 
artist  in  black  and  white,  has  generously  assisted  Mr.  George  du 
Maitrier,  the  rising  novelist,  by  profusely  illustrating  the  work.  'Tis 
a  pretty  rivalry  ;  hard  to  say  which  has  the  better  of  it.  Wherein  a 
discerning  Public,  long  familiar  with  Du  Maurier's  sketches,  will 
recognise  a  note  of  highest  praise  for  the  new  departure." 

The  Baron  recommends  Mrs.  Oliphant*s  The  Itailtcay  Man  and 
his  Children,  which  is  a  good  story,  with  just  such  a  dash  of  the 
imprrobable— but  there,  who  can  bring  improbability  as  a  charge 
against  the  plot  constracted  by  any  novelist  after  this  great  Jewel 
CSase  so  recently  tried?  Mrs.  Oliphant*8  tjrpes  are  well  drawn; 
but  the  story  is  drawn  out  by  just  one  volume  too  much.  *  *  For  a  one- 
volume  novel  commend  me,"  quoth  the  Baron,  **to  Miss  Khoda- 
Broughton-cuic-Elizabetii-Bislaxo's  a  Widower  Indeed.  But 
. . .  wait  till  after  the  festivities  are  over  to  read  it,  as  the  tale  is 
sad.    £n  attendant,  A  Happy  New  Year  to  everyone,  says 

The  Bekioit  Baron  db  Book-Wor3(9. 


SIMPLE  STORIES. 

**  Be  nlways  kind  to  animals  wherever  you  may  be ! " 

FRANK  AND  THE  FOX. 

Frank  was  a  very  studious  and  clever  little  boy. 
He  took  the  keenest  delight  in  musio^  and  when  he  had  maatered 
his  lessons,  he  was  very  fond  of  playing  on  the  concertina,  and 
sinking  to  his  own  accompaniment.  He  could  already  play  **  The 
Bells  go  a^ringingfor  Sarah  !  "  with  considerable  finish  and  ezjires- 
sion,  and  since  ms^JUncle  Doddlewio  had  presented  him  with 

^  half-a-crown  for  his  per- 

/^  ^  form  jince,  he  had  given  the 

-^j^^;:X^,^^  air  with  variations,  and 
?  <>  t-^^  the  song  with  every  de- 
scription of  embellisbment, 
.ill  over  the  paternal  man- 
nioD,  and  in  most  comers 
of  The  ancestral  estate. 

Tfj  tell  the  truth,  his 
family  were  getting  some- 
what tired  of  his  continued 
asseverations  concerning 
the  tintinabulatory  tribute 
everlastingly  renctered  to 
the  excellent  young  woman. 
And  had  he  not  been  so 
niarkedly  encouraged  by 
rich  old  Uncle  IJoddls- 
x>'iG,  there  is  every  reason 
to  Eiuppose  that  Frank  and 
\\h  concertina  would  have 
been  speedily  sup- 
pressed. 

Frank  heard 
his  Papa  lament- 
ing that  foxes  were 
so  very  scarce, 
that  recently  they 
had  had  no  sport 
whatever.  "There 
must  be  plenty  of 
foxes  m  the 
oountry,"  said  the 
Squire/*  but  they 
won't  show." 

NowFRAirxhad 
been  reading 
about  Orpheus, 
and  how  he  charmed  all  the  wild  beasts  with  his  melody.  It  was 
true  the  boy  had  not  a  lyre,  but  he  had  no  doubt  that  his  concertina 
would  do  as  well,  and  he  was  quite  certain  he  had  seen  a  fox  while 
taking  Ms  rambles  in  Tippity  Thicket. 

One  day  when  he  had  a  holiday,  and  his  Papa  had  gone  a  hunting 
with  his  friends,  he  strolled  off  with  his  concertina  to  endeavour  to 
lure  a  fox  out  into  the  open.  He  approached  the  hole  where  he  had 
previously  seen  the  fox,  and  sat  down,  and  began  to  play  vigorously 
on  his  concertina,  and  to  sing  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  ^*  The  Bells  go 
a-ringing  for  iSay-rah  I  iSay-rah !  iSay-rah !  '*  Presently  he 
saw  a  huge  Fox  poke  his  nose  out  of  the  hole.  He  was  delighted ! 
He  sang  and  played  with  renewed  energy,  and  began  to  walk  away, 
still  singing  and  playing. 

The  iox  followed,  snarling,  and  snapping,  and  appearing  very 
angry.  The  more  he  played,  the  more  the  Fox  snarled  and 
snapped.  At  last  the  animal  became  furious,  all  the  hair  on  its 
back  stood.on  end,  and  it  began  to  make  short  runs  with  its  mouth 
open  at  the  young  musician. 

It  sprang  upon  him  I  He  was  terrified!  He  dropped  his  song 
and  his  concertina  at  the  same  moment,  and  scrambled  up  the 
nearest  tree. 

The  Fox's  fury  then  knew  no  bounds ;  he  trampled  on  the  con- 
certina, he  bit  it,  he  tore  open  the  bellows,  and  having  reduced  it 
to  a  shapeless  mass,  bore  it  away  to  his  hole. 

When  the  coast  was  quite  clear,  Frank  descended,  and  slunk 
home. 

The  next  morning  one  of  the  keepers  found  a  dead  fox.  It  had 
apparently  died  of  suffocation,  as  sixteen  ivory  concertina-stops 
were  found  in  its  throat. 

Frank  now  has  entirely  ceased  to  believe  in  Ancient  Mythology, 
and  has  been  even  heard  to  hint  that  he  considers  Dr.  Lemprierb  a 
bit  of  a  humbug. 


'•  Lost  to  Sight,  to  Memory  Dear."— An  animal  very  difficult  to 
secure  again  when  once  off  .  .  .  and. that  Js  v  Vi  a|ffilW>'i  F^e^ 
you  've  lost  it  on  Newmarket  Heat^^'^^^l^^  V:iV:7tC7g  i^ 
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said,  beautiful.  Innocence  seemed  tobe  throned  on  her  fresh  and 
,  glowing  face.  Her  smile  fascinated,  her  voice  was  a  poem,  and  she 
was  musical  in  the  best  sense  of  the  word  at  a  time  when  good  music, 
although  it  might  lack  jpopular  support,  could  always  oommand  a 
small  band  of  enthusiastic  Totaries  in  London. 

There  was  at  this  time  living  in  London  an  Italian  artist,  man  of 
letters  and  musical  virtuoso,  who  was  the  spoiled  darling  of  Society. 
AU'the  women  raved  about  him,  the  men  Hked  him,  for  he  had 
fought  bravely  on  the  field  of  battle,  was  a  sportsman  and  had  about 


LETTERS  TO  ABSTRACTIONS. 

5o.  IX.— TO  CE00KEDNES8. 

I  DISPENSE  with  aU  formal  opening,  and  I  begin  at  once.  I  want 
to  tell  you  a  story.  Don't  aak  me  why ;  for,  even  if  I  answered  the 
trudi,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth,  you  would  hardly 
believe  me.  Let  me  merely  say  that  I  want  to  tell  yon  a  story,  and 
teH  it  without  muci  further  preface.  -  -  » ' 

Two  days  a^o  I  chanced,  for  no  special  reason,  to  open  the  drawers  |  him  that  frank  and  abundant  aaieUf  de  cceur,  which  powerfully 
of  an  old  writing-table,  wnich  for  years  nast  had  stood,  unused,  in  I  attracts  the  less  exuberant  Enghshman.  For  his  part  GASunrovA 
a  comer  of  an  upper  room.  In  one  I  f  ouna  a  rusty  screw,  in  another  *  (that  was  his  name)  bore  all  his  successes  with  good-nature  and 
a  couple  of  dusty  envelopes,  in  a  third  a  piece  of  sealing-wax,  half-  ,  without  swagger.  Of  course  there  were  whispers  about  him.  Where 
a-dozen  nibs,  and  a  broken  pencil.  The  fourth,  and  last  drawer,  |  so  many  women  worshipped,  it  was  certain  that  two  or  three  would 
was  very  stiff.  For  a  long  time  it  defied  my  efforts,  and  it  was  only  lose  their  heads.  Amongst  this  limited  number  was  little  Mrs.  Millett, 
by  a  great  exertion  of  strength  that  I  was  at  last  able  to  wrench  it '  one  of  Lady  Callekdeb's  most  intimate  friends.  She  made  no 
open.  To'my  surprise  I  saw  two  packets  of  letters,  tied  together  secret  of  her  grande  passion.  She  poured  her  tale  into  the  ears  of 
with  faded  nbbon.  I  took  them  up,  and  then  reniembered,  with  a  |  Lady  Callexdeb,  and  asked  for  sympathy  and  help.  Lady 
start,  what  they  were.  They  were  all  in  their  envelopes,  and  all  |  Callender  promised  both^  and  at  the  sefi-same  moment,  made  up 
ne  hand- writing,  to  Sir  Chables  Callen-  her  mind  that  she  would  withdraw  from  Mrs.  Millett  such  affection 


were  addressed,  in  the  same 

DER,  Bart.,  Curzon  Street,  Mayfair.  They  were  his  wife's  letters, 
and,  after  the  death  of  Sir  Chables,  whose 
sole  executor  I  was,  they  came  into  my  pos- 
session,—Sir  Chables,  for  some  inscrutable 
reason,  never  having  destroyed  them,  although , 
after  his  wife's  death,  the  reading  of  them 
cannot  have  given  him  much  pleasure.  No 
doubt  I  on^t  to  have  destroyed  them.  I  had 
never  read  them ;  but  there,  in  that  forgotten 
drawer,  they  had  lain,  the  silent  dust!  ac- 
cumulating upon  them  as  the  years  rolled 
on.  l^iey  reminded  me  of  the  story  I  am 
about  to  relate — a  story  of  which,  I  think, 
BO  one  exoept  myself  has  guessed  the  truth, 
and  which,  in  mostof  ita  details,  I  only  knew 
^m  a  paper,  oarefnUy  closed,  heavily  sealed, 
and  addressed  to  me,  which  I  found  amongst 
my  friend's  documents.  It  was  in  his  hand- 
writing throughout,  but  I  shall  tell  it  in  my 
own  words,  and  in  mv  own  way. 

Nobody  who  was  about  in  London  Society 
some  thirty  years  ago,  oould  fail  to  know  or 
knoiw  about  the  beautiful  Ladv  Callendeb. 
She  was  of  a  good  county  f  amuv.  She  was 
clever  and  accomplished.  She  had  married 
a  man  rich,  generous,  amiable,  and  culti- 
vated, who  adored  her.  Unfortunately  they 
had  no  children,  but,  in  every  other  respect, 
Lady  Callender  seemed  to  be  very  justly 
an  oqjeot  of  envy  and  admiration  to  most  of 
the  men  and  women  of  her  circle.  Personally 
I  had  no  great  liking  for  her.  I  don't  take 
any  credit  for  that —far  from  it.  The  reason 
may  have  been  that  her  Ladyship  (although 
I  was  one  of  her  husband's  best  mends,  had 
been  his  school  chum,  and  had  '*  kept "  with 
him  in  the  same  set  of  rooms  at  Cambridge, 
where  his  triumphs,  physical  and  inteUectual, 
are  still  remembered)  never  much  cared  for 
me.  She  could  dissemble  her  real  feelings 
better  tiian  any  woman  I  ever  knew,  sno 
always  greeted  me  with  a  smile,  she  even 
made  a  parade  of  taking"  my  advice  on  little 


as  Casanuova  had  honoured  her  with,  and  brinf  him,  not  because  she 
cared  for  him,  but  merely  for  the  sport  of  the 
thing,  to  her  own  feet.  She  succeeded  ad- 
mirably. Under  the  pretence  of  bringing 
Casaihtova  and  Mrs.  Millett  together  (such 
things,  you  know,  have  been  done  in  good  So- 
ciety) she  invited  him  constantiy  to  her  house ; 
she  gave  musical  parties  in  his  honour,  she 
used  all  her  fascinations,  and  finally,  having 
fooled  Ariadne  to  the  top  of  her  Dent,  she 
cantured  Theseus,  and  bore  him  off. 

Mrs.  Millett  was  a  foolish  and  frivolous 
littie  woman.  Rage  and  despair  made  her  a 
demon.  She  resolved  on  revenge,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  it  with  a  cool  and  astonishing  per- 
sistency. Now  I  do  not  myself  believe  that 
Lady  Calleitder  cared  two  straws  about 
CAaAiniGVA.  What  she  aimed  at  and  enjoyed 
was  the  discomfiture  of  a  friend.  In  order 
to  obtain  it,  however,  she  committed  a  fatal 
imprudence.  She  wrote  some  letters  which 
would  have  convinced  even  a  French  jury  of 
her  guilt.  By  a  master  -  stroke  of  cunning 
wickedness,  Mrs.  Millett  gained  possession 
of  them,  and  sent  them  to  Sir  Charles.  It 
happened  that  about  this  time  Sir  Charles 
was  in  a  very  low  state  of  health,  and  his 
friends  were  anxious  about  him.  One  after- 
noon, when  Sir  Charles  was  confined  to  his 
bed.  Lady  Callender  was  playing  the  piano 
to  her  Italian  slave.  A  message  was  brought 
to  her  that  her  husband  desired  to  see  her 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  sh^  ^^JPP^  8^7 
away,  saying  to  Casantova,  **  Wait  here ;  1 
shall  return  directly."     In  a  quarter  of  an 


i\\  hour, 


directly, 
however,  her  maid 


quarter  of  an 
came  to  tell  him 


M  that  her  Ladyship  was  suffering,  and  b^ed 


him  to  excuse  her,  and  he  departed.  When 
the  maid  returned  to  Lady  Callender,  she 
found  her  lying  dead  on  the  fioor  of  her  room, 
with  a  small  phial,  which  had  oontunea 
prussic  acid,  clasped  tightly  in  her  hand. 
This  is  what  had  happened :  Sir  Charles 


family  difiiculues,  but  there  was  an  indefinable  something  in  her  had  received  the  letters ;  they  left  no  doubt  in  his  mind  that  the  wife 


he  adored  was  betraying  him,  and  he,  too,  resolved  on  revenge.  He 
sent  for  his  wife.  When  she  came  in,  he  at  once  confronted  her  with 
her  letters,  and  taxed  her  with  her  guilt.  A  terrible  scene  of  tears, 
entreaties,  and  bitter  reproaches  ensued,  but  Sir  Charles  was  as  ada- 
mant, ana  his  wife  retired  to  her  bedroom  in  a  state  of  nervous  pros- 
tration, which  immediately  brought  on  a  toothache.    At  this  point 


manner  which  convinced  me  that^  beneath  all  her  smiles  she 
bore  me  no  good-will.  The  fact  is  that,  without  any  design 
on  my  part,  I  had  detected  her  in  one  or  two  bits  of  trickery, 
and,  in  what  I  suppose  I  must  call  her  heart  of  hearts,  she  never 
forgave  me.  The  truth  is,  though  her  ^tiileless  husband  only  knew 
it  too  late,  she  was  perhaps  the  trickiest  and  the  most  heartiess 


woman  in-Enffland.  If  there  were  two  roads  to  the  attainment  of  she  sent  for  her  maid,  and  gave  her  the  message  to  Casanuova. 
any  object,  the  one  straight,  broad,  smooth  and  short,  the  other  The  Coroner  was  sympathetic,  and  did  what  he  could,  but  the 
round-about^  obscure,  narrow  and  encompassed  with  pitfalls  and  evidence  in  favour  of  the  suicide  theory  seemed  overwhelming,  and 
beset  by  difficulties,  she  would  deliberately  choose  the  latter  for  no  I  the  jury  returned  a  verdict  to  this  effect,  with  a  rider  strongly  corn- 
other  reason  that  I  could  ever  see  except  that  by  treading  it  she  '  menting  on  the  danger  of  selling  such  deadly  poisons.  But  it  was 
might  be  able  to  deceive  her  friends  as  to  her  true  direction.  She  '  never  explained  how  Lady  Callender  obtained  the  prussic  acid,  nor 
carried  to  a  fine  art  the  small  intrigues,  the  jpctty  jealousies,  the  '  why  she  nad  selected  that  particular  moment  for  its  use.  I  ouffht 
mean  manoeuvres  in  the  science  of  outwitting ;  tibe  shifts,  the  to  add,  that  Casanuova  left  England  before  the  inquest,  and  nas 
stratagems,  the  evasions  by  which  power  in  Society  is  often  '  never  returned.  On  the  mystery  of  the  final  catastrophe  the  manu- 
suppos^  to  be  confirmed,  reputations  are  frequently  ruined,  script  throws  no  light.  It  ends  abruptly.  But  the  whole  tone  of  it 
and  lives  are  almost  invariably  made  wretched.  But  Sir  Charles  leads  me  to  believe,  that  in  some  unexplained  manner  Sir  Charles 
knew  none  of  these  things.  He  was  apparentiy  only  too-proud  to  be  *  himself  had  been  instrumental  in  causing  his  wife's  death.  But 
dragged  at  his  wife's  chariot- wheels  in  her  triumphant  progress. '  you,  no  doubt,,  know,  and  oould  tell  us  if  you  wished. 
For  the  strange  part  of  the  business  is  that  there  was  absolutely  no  [  So  there,  my  friend,  yon  have  the  stoiy.  Soiry  1  oouldnt  make 
need  f6r  any  of  her  deeply-laid  schemes.  Suooess,  popularity  and  \  it  more  cheernd.  DoVou  remembttjth^iNurt  you  played  in  it  ? 
esteem  wbida  Mrve  come  to  her  readily  without  them.    Sherwas,  a^  I  Tours,  &o.,     ■yi^i'^*=^^  ^  Dio«KNn  Robinson. 
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EXTRACT   FROM   THE    CATALOGUE   OF   A   RECENT  SALE. 

^  *'  A  Paib  of  Old-fashioned  Skuffsbs.    Veby  bare." 


THE  COMING  OF  NINETY-TWO. 

( With  humble  apologies,  and  hearty  New- Tear  greetinds^ 
to  the  illustrious  Author  of  **  The  C(ming  of  Arthur.") 
Am)  PuwcHius  ever  served  the  good  Old  Year 
Before  his  death-hour  struck ;  and  on  the  night 
When  he.  on  twelve's  last  stroke  must  pass  away, 
Room  makin^for  his  heir,  great  Punchius-Mbrlik 
Left  the  Old  Aing,  and  passing  forth  to  breathe, 
Then  from  the  mystic  gateway  hj  the  chasm 
Descending  through  the  wintry  night~a  niffht 
In  which  the  bounds  of  year  and  year  were  olent— 
Beheld,  so  high  upon  the  wave-tost  deep 
It  seemed  in  heaven,  a  light,  the  shape  thereof 
An  angel  winged,  and  all  from  head  to  feet 
Briffht  with  a  shining  radiance  golden-rayed, 
Ana  gone  as  soon  as  seen ;  and  PuKCHirs  knew 
The  oft-glimpsed  face  of  Hope,  the  blue-eyed  guest, 
Avant-oourier  of  Peace  and  of  Good  WilL 
And  herald  of  Good  Tidings.    Then  the  Sage 
Dropt  to  the  cave,  and  watched  the  great  sea  fall 
Wave  after  wave,  each  mightier  than  the  last. 
Till  last,  a  great  one,  gathering  half  the  deep 
And  full  of  voices,  slowly  rose  and  plunged. 
Roaring,  and  all  tiie  wave  was  in  a  flame. 
And  down  the  wave  and  in  the  flame,  was  borne 
A  naked  Babe,  and  rode  to  Inch's  feet, ' 
Who  stoopt,  aind  caught  the  Babe,  uid  cried  "  The 
Tear! 


Here  is  an  heir  for  Ninety-One  I ''    The  fringe 
Of  that  great  breaker,  sweeping  up  the  strand 
Lashed  at  the  wizard  as  he  spake  the  word, 
And  all  at  once  all  round  him  rose  in  light. 
So  that  the  Child  and  he  were  clothed  in  light, 
And  presently  thereafter  followed  calm, 
Loud  bells,  and  song  I 

'*  And  this  same  Child,"  Punch  said, 
*\  Twelve  'moons  shall  reign,  nor  will  I  part  with 

him 
Till  these  be  told.''    And  sayinff  this  the  Sage, 
The  Modem  Mebldt  of  the  motley  coat. 
Wizard  of  Wit  and  Seer  of  Sunny  Mirth, 
Took  up  the  wave-borne  youngster  in  his  arms, 
His  nurse,  his  ohampiom  his  Mentor  wise, 
And  bare  nim  shoreward  out  of  wind  and  wet. 
Into  his  sanctum^  where  choice  iare  was  spread, 
And  cosy  comfort  ready  to  receive 
Young  Ninety-Two,  and  give  him  a  **  send-off" 
Such  as  should  strengthen  and  encourage  him 
To  make  fair  start,  and  face  those  many  moons 
Of  multiform  vicissitude  with  i>luck, 
Gk>od  hope  and  patient  pertinacity. 
And  when  men  sought  the  Modem  Meblin's  ear 
And  asked  him  what  these  matters  might  portend, 
The  whiTiiTig  angel,  and  the  naked  Child 
Descending intiie  glory  of  the  seas. 
He  laqghed,  as  is  ms  wont,  and  answered  them     Dig 
In  xidoling  triplets  of  old  time,  and  said : 


"Peaoeand good-will!  Croak- 
ing is  all  my  eye ! 

A  youn^  man  will  be  wiser 
by-ana-by, 

An  old  man's  wit.should  ripen 
ere  he  die. 

"  Patience  and  pluck !  Fret- 
ting is  fiddle-de-dee. 

And  youth  has  yet  to  learn  to 
act  and  see, 

And  youth  is  well-advised 
that  trusts  to  Me ! 

*'  Hope  and  good  cheer  I  This 
y  oun^^ster^  fate  who  knows  P 

Sun,  rain,  and  frost  will  greet 
him  ere  life's  dose : 

From  the  neat  dark  to  the 
great  dark  he  goes." 

So  MsBLiK,  riddling,  answered 

them;  but  thou, 
Fear  not  to  face  thy  fate,  O 

sea-bom  Child  I 
Young  Ninety-Two!      GFieat 

Bards  of  thee  may  sing 
Hereafter ;  and  great  sayings 

from  of  old 
Ranging  and  ringing  thro'  the 

minds  of  men. 
Of  Progress,  andlmprovement, 

and  of  Peace, 
Of  nobler  Work,  and  a  more 

ample  Wage, 
Of    wider    culture,   and    of 

worthier  joys. 
Larger  attainments,  and  less 

coarse  desires. 
And  gentler  tastes:  these  shall 

be  heard  of  youth. 
And  echo'd  by  old  folk  beside 

their  fires, 
For  comfort  after  their  wage- 
work  is  done — 
No  workhouse  fires,  but  cosy 

fires  of  Home ! — 
These  theeeliall  greet,  Punch- 
Merlin,  in  thy  time, 
Shall  voice  them  also,  not  in 

jest,  and  swear, 

loughmenmay  wound  Truth, 

that  she  will  not  die. 
But  pass,  again  to  come ;  and, 

then  or  now, 
Utterly  smite  foul  Falsehood 

underfoot, 
Till,  with  Punch,  all  men  hail 

her  for  their  Queen  I 
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Climatic  Nomenclature 
for  the  Kew  Tear. 

{Suggested  by  recent  Developments 
of  the  Sritieh  Seaeont,) 

Spbino    —  The  Clog  Days. 

Summer  *  The  Dog  Days. 

Autumn  =  The  Bog  Days. 

Winter    =  The  Fog  Days. 


Atrabilious  Livebpool.— 
The  City  Council  of  Liverpool 
—notwithstanding  the  gene- 
rous urgings  of  its  more  impor- 
tant members  —  refuses  to 
bestow  the  ** honour  of"  the 
freedom  **  of  that  City  "  upon 
its  illustrious  if— from  their 
point  of  view— errant  son, 
Mr.  Qlabstons.  As  Madame 
Roland  ought  to  have  said: 
—0  *»  Freedom,"  what  Uber- 
ties  are  taken  (with  common 
ti^nse  and  good  feeling)  in  thy 
name! 


PUNCH,  OR   THE   LONDON   CHARIVARL^Tanuart  2,  1892. 


\ 


:■,(■. ;  / 


-  Cvff.lM  CI 


THE   COMING  OF  NINETY-TWO 


To  THE  MODERJf  JfERUN,  Mr,  PUNCH 

'  AND  DOWN  THE  WAVE,  AND  IN  THE  FLAME  WAS  BORNE  (^  T 

A  NAKED  BABE,  AND  BODE  TO  MERUN'S  FEET,  Digitized  by  VnOOQlC 

WHO  STOOPT,  AND  CAUGHT  THE  BABE,  AND  CRIED,  'THE  YEAR!  O 

HERE  IS  AN  HEIR  FOR  NINETY-ONE  I '  ''—AdapUd  from  Tennyam's  "  Cofning  of  Arthur ^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Januart  2,  1892.1 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


TO  JUSTICE. 

(/«  Jamtary.) 

Just  take  a  look  round,  most  respectable 
Madam; 
New  Year's  Day  is  an  excellent  time  for 
the  task, 
When  serious  thoughts  come  to  each  son  of 
Adam 
Who  dares   to  peep  under    Convention's 
smug  mask. 


Your   sword   looks  a  little    bit    rusty  and 
notched,  Ma'am ; 
Your  scales  now  and  then  hang  a  trifle 
askew ;  [Ma'am ! 

A  lot  of  your  Ministers  need  to  be  watched, 
Punch  isn't  quite  pleased  with  the  prospect 
—are  you  ? 
If  one  could  out  take  a  wide  sxirvey,  though 
summary, 
Of  all  the  strange  **  sentences  "  passed  in 
one  year 
By  persons  called  **  Justices"— (yes,  it  sounds 
flummery) —  [I  fear. 

Justice  would  look  like  Burlesque,  Ma'am, 
Excellent  subject  for  whimsical  Gilbebt, 

But  not  a  nice  spectacle.  Madam,  for  me. 
Long  roell  of  **chokee"  for  prigging  a— 

(GKven,  you  bet,  by  some  rural  J.  P.) ; 
Easv  let-off  for  a  bogus  **  Promoter," 

Helping  the  ruin  of  hundreds  for  spain ; 
Six  months  for  stealing  a  turnip  or  "bloater," 

Ditto  for  bashing  a  wife  on  the  brain : 
Sentences  cut  to  one-twelfth  on  appealing, 

Judges  and  juries  at  loggerheacu  quite! 
Really  each  day  brings  some  curious  revealing. 

Putting  you.  Ma'am,  in  a  very  strange  light. 
Take  my  advice.  Ma'am,  this  bright  ^ew 
Year's  morning. 

Give  a  look  up  to  your  agents  all  round ; 
To  some  give  the  sack,  and  to  others  a  warning ; 

The  Public  will  back  up  your  move,  I  '11  Be 
bound! 


GsKEK  MEKrsGREEK.~**What  I "  exclaimed 
an  indignant  scholar,  who  had  not  peeped  into 
a  Classic  for  some  forty  years,  "  no  more  com- 
pulsory Greek  at  our  Universities  I  What 
are  we  coming  to?  All  I  can  say  is,  *  Absit 
omen ' .' "  •*^Scu8e  me! "  replied  his  friend, 
iHio  was  all  for  the  new  learning,  "but 
I  should  say,  'Absit  Homer '  /  " 


SEASONABLE  (AND  SUITABLE]  GOOD  WISHES. 


To  a  Card-player 

To  a  Smart  Girl 

To  a  Flirt 

To  an  Old  Maid 

To  an  Infant 

To  a  Pigeon-shot 

To  an  Explorer 

To  a  Student 

To  a  Cross  Child 

To  an  aspiring  Pugilist 

To  a  Spiritualist 

To  a  Toper 

To  Toby 

To  a  Snuff-taker 


A  Nap 
A  **  Snappy ' 
A  "Chappy" 
A  Cappy 
A  Pappy 
A  Trappy 
A  Mappy 
A  Sappy 
ASlappy 
A^Scrappy" 
ATappy 
A"£appy" 
A  Yappy 
A  Rappee 


GIFTS  FOR   THE  NEW  YEAR. 

S-r  M'J'Siy.—The  hearty  congratulations 
of  a  loyal  and  united  people. 

The  Pr-nce  and  7*r-nc-»».  —  The  most 
welcome  of  daughters-in-law. 

Prince  Alb-rt  V-ct-r, — Mat  in  February. 

The  Rest  of  the  R-y-l  J'-m-/y.— The  best 
of  wishes  from  everybody. 

L-rd  S'l'sL-ry, — A  General  Election. 

Mr.  Arth-r  j&-//-r.— A  Translation  from 
the  Irish. 

Mr,  J.  Ch-mh-rUn, — Promotion. 

Sir  W'U-m  H-rc-rt.—k  Vision  of  the 
Woolsack. 

The  Cz^r  of  R-ss-a.—k  Vision  of  another 
sort  of  Sack. 

The  G-rm-n  JSmp-r-r.  New  toys  personally 
selected. 

President  C-rn-t, — The  compliments  of  the 
Marauis  of  Duffeeik. 

Berr  J6»-n.— A  tale  without  a  plot. 

Mr,  R'dy-rd K-pl-ng, — Quite  another  story. 

The  Corporation  of L^v-rp-L — ^The  Freedom 
of  the  Grand  Old  Man. 

The  Gr-nd  Old  JT-n.— The  loss  of  the 
Corporation  of  Liverpool. 

And  Mr,  P-ncA.— Tons  of  material  (volun- 
tarily contributed)  for  the  Grand  Old  Waste 
Paper  Basket.      

BOS   F.  BOSS. 
[One  of   the  Delegates  at  thfi  Conference  on 
Rural  Aeforms  said,  **  We  do  not  want  to  be  bossed 
by  the  Parsons  "  j  another,  "  We  don't  want  soup 

*      '    "  ir  Tilov-"l 

0  OENEBOUS 

gents,  who 
ave  the 
*'  cure  of 
souls," 
Learn  hence 
that  justice 
wins  far 
more  than 
doles. 

B  lankets 

and     soup 

Dames 

Bountiful 

may  give, 

But      what 

H  0  D  o  E 

craves  is  a 

fair  chance 

to  live 

On     labour 

fairly  paid. 

Boi  Locutus  Est !  pt   casual 

boons. 

Salisbury's  **  Circuses,"  and  smart  buffoons. 

Won't  move  him,  by  **  amusement,"  from 

that  wish. 
Parties  may  mutually  denounce  or  **  dish ; " 
But  what  will  win  the  Labourer  for  a  friend 
Is  Home  and  Work,  without  the  Workhouse 
end  I  [loss, 

Listen!    Those  who  heed  not  will  bide  the 
For  Bos  locutus  est^—against  the  ''Ros$^\' 


or  blankets,  but  fair  play."] 


LAYS  OF  MODERN  HOME. 

No.  L— **  My  Housemaid  !  " 

Who,  as  our  Dresden's  wreck  we  scanned. 
Protested,  with  assurance  bland, 
**  It  come  to  pieces  in  my  'and  "  ? 

My  Housemaid. 

Who  "  tidies  "  thin^  each  Monday  mom. 
And  hides— until,  with  search  outworn, 
I  wish  I  never  had  been  bom  ? 

My  Housemaid. 


Who  **  turns  "  my  study  **  out "  that  day. 
And  then  contrives  to  pitoh  away 
As  **  rubbish  "  (which  it  is)  my  Pla>r  ? 
My  Housemaid. 

Who  guards  within  her  iealous  care, 
Mendmfi:  or  marking,  till  I  swear. 
The  unaerclothes  I  long  to  wear  ? 

My  Housemaid. 

Who  cultivates  a  habit  most 
Perverse,  of  running  to  **  The  Post " 
To  meet  her  brothers  [such  a  host !)  ? 

My  Housemaid. 

Who.  if  she  spends  her  **  Sundays  out " 
At  Chapel,  as  she  does,  no  doubt. 
Must  be  protractedly  devout  ? 

My  Housemaid. 

Who  takes  my  novels  down  (it  must 
Be,  as  she  vows,  of  course,  **  to  dust "), 
And  thumbs  them,  much  to  my  disgust  F 
My  Housemaid. 

Who  **  can't  abide  "  a  play  or  ball. 
But  dearly  loves  a  Funeral, 
Or  Exeter's  reproachless  Hall  ? 

My  Housemaid. 

Who  late  returning  thence,  in  fits 
Of  what  she  terms  **  Histories,"  site, — 
And  this  day  month  my  service  quits  f 
My  Housemaid. 


ftxTiTE  Cleab.— **-4Aa/  mon  amif*^  ex- 
claimed our  friend  Jules,  during  the  recent 
murky  weather  in  Town,  **  you  ask  me  the 
difference  between  our  Paris  and  your 
London.  Tenez^l  will  tell  you.  Pans  is 
alwavs  tres  gait  veritablement  gai;  but 
London  is  Un^ours  faux  gai— you  see  it  is 
always  fo-gay."  And  he  meant  "fog-gy." 
Wellf  he  wasn't  far  wrong,  just  now. 
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THE   TRAVELLING   COMPANIONS. 

No.  XXL 

Scene— T^  Steps  of  the  Hotel  Dandolo^  about  11  A. v.  Pobbttbt 
is  looking  expectantly  down  the  Grand  Canal,  Ctjlcha.bd  is 
leaning  upon  the  balustrade, 

Podburi/,  Yes,  met  Bob  just  now.  They  We  gone  to  the  Europa,  but 
we  Ve  arranged  to  take  a  gondola  together,  and  go  about.  They  're 
to  pick  me  up  here.  Ah,  that  looks  rather  like  them.  {A  gondola 
approaches,  with  Miss  FEEin)EB6AST  and  Bob  ;  Podbxtbt  goes  down 
the  steps  to  meet  them.)  How  are  you,  Miss  PB£in)ER0A8T  F  Here 
I  am^  you  see. 

Miss  Prendergast  (ignoring  C.^s  salute).  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Pod- 
BFRT  ?    Surely  you  don't  propose  to  go  out  in  a  gondola  in  that  hat ! 

Podb.  {taking  off  a  brown  *  pot-hat,**  and  inspecting  it).  It— it's 
quite  decent.    It  was  new  when  I  came  awav  I 

Bob  {w?M  is  surly  this  morning).  Hang  it  all,  'Patia  !  Do  you  want 
him  to  come  out  in  a  chimney-pot  P  Jump  in,  old  fellow ;  neyer  mind 
your  tile  P 

Podb.  {apologeticaSy),  I  had  a  straw  once— but  I  sat  on  it.    I  'm 
awfully  sorry,  Miss  ^enbeb- 
OAST.    Look  here,  shall  I  go 
and  see  if  I  can  buy  one  P 

Miss  P.  Not  now— it  doesn't 
signify,  for  once.  But  around 
hat  and  a  gondola  are  really 
too  incongruous ! 

Podb.  Are  they  P  A  lot  of 
the  Venetians  seem  to  wear 
'em.  (ITtf  steps  in.)  Now 
what  are  we  going  to  do— just 
potter  about  r 

Miss  P,  One  hardly  comes 
to  Venice  to  pott^-.'  I  thought 
we'd  go  and  study  the  Car- 
paccios  at  the  Church  of  the 
Schiavoni  first  —  they  won't 
take  us  more  than  an  hour  or 
BO ;  then  cross  to  San  Oiorgio 
Maggiore,  and  see  the  Tinto- 
rets,  come  back  and  get  a 
general  idea  of  the  exterior  of 
St.  Mark's,  and  spend  the 
afternoon  at  the  Acoademia. 

Podb.  [with  a  slight  absence 
of  heartiness).  Capital !  And 
—er— lunch  at  the  Academy, 
I  suppose  P 

Miss  P,  There  doesnothap- 
pen  to  be  a  restaurant  there — 
we  shall  see  what  time  we  have. 
I  must  say  I  regard  every 
minute  of  daylight  spent  on 
food  here  as  a  sinful  waste. 

Bob.  Now  just  look  here, 
'Paha,  if  you  are  bossing  this 
show,  you  needn't  go  cutting 
us  on  our  grub  I  What  do 
you  soy,  Jek  P 

Podb,  (desperately  anxious 

to  please).  Oh,  I  don't  know 

that  I  care  about  lunch  myself 

— much.  [Their  voices  die 

away  on  the  water, 

Culeh.  (musing).  She  might  have  bowed  to  me  I  .  .  .  She  has  es- 
caped the  mosquitoes  . .  .  Ah,  well,  I  doubt  if  she  '11  find  those  two 
particularly  sympathetic  comi>anions!  Now  I  should  enjoy  a  day 
si>Bnt  in  that  way.  Why  shouldn't  I,  as  it  is  ?  I  daresay  Maud 
will [Turns  and  sees  Mr.  "fROTTEB. 

Mr.  T.  My  darter  will  be  alon^  presently.  She 's  Cologning  her 
cheeks— they 'ye  swelled  up  again  some.  I  guess  you  want  to 
Cologne  yot/r  cheeks — they 're  dreadful  lumpy.  I've  just  been  on 
the  Pi-azza  again.  Sir.  It 's  curious  now  the  want  of  enterprise  in 
these  Vemetians.  Anyone  would  have  expected  they  'd  have  thrown 
a  couple  or  so  of  girder-bridges  across  the  canal  between  this  and  the 
Ki-alto,  and  run  an  elevator  up^  the  Campanile— but  this  ain't  what 
you  might  call  a  business  city,  Sir^  and  that 's  a  fact.  ( To  Miss  T.  as 
she  appears.)   Hello,  Maxtd.  the  ice-water  cool  down  your  face  any  ? 

Miss  T.  Not  much.  My  face  just  made  that  ice- water  boil  over. 
I  don't  believe  I  '11  ever  nave  a  complexion  again — it 's  divided  up 
among  several  dozen  mosquitoes,  who 've  no  use  for  one.  But  it's 
vurry  consoling  to  look  at  you,  Mr.  Culchard,  and  feel  there 's  a 
pair  of  us.  Now  what  way  do  you  propose  we  should  endeavour  to 
torget  our  sufferings  P 

Culch,  Well,  we  might  spend  the  morning  in  St.  Mark's P 


Miss  T,  The  morning  I  Why,  Poppa  and  I  saw  the  entire  show 
inside  of  ten  minutes,  before  breakfast ! 

Culch.  Ah !  (Discouraged,)  What  do  you  say  to  studying  the 
Vine  and  Fig-tree  angles  and  the  capitals  of  the  arcades  in  the 
Ducal  Palace  r    I  will  go  and  fetch  the  Stones  of  Venice, 

Miss  T.  I  guess  you  can  leave  those  old  stones  in  peace.  I  don't 
feel  like  studying  up  anything  this  morning— it's  as  much  as  ever  I 
can  do  not  to  scream  aloud  I 

Culch,  Then  shall  we  just  drift  about  in  a  gondola  all  the  morning, 
and— er— perhaps  do  the  Academy  later? 

Miss  T.  Not  any  canals  in  this  hot  sun  for  me  I  I  'd  be  just  as 
sick  !    That  gondola  will  keep  till  it 's  cooler. 

Culeh.  (losing  patience).  Then  I  must  really  leave  it  to  you  to  make 
a  suggestion ! 

Miss  T.  Well,  I  believe  I  '11  have  a  ffood  look  round  the  curiosilT 
stores.  There 's  ever  such  a  cunning  little  shop  back  of  the  Clock 
Tower  on  the  Pi-azza,  where  I  saw  some  brocades  that  were  just  too 
sweet  I  So  I  '11  take  Poppa  along  bargain-hunting.  Don't  you  come 
if  you  'd  rather  poke  around  your  old  churches  and  things ! 

Culch.  I  don't  feel  disposed  to— er— '*  poke  around  "  alone ;  so,  if 

you  will  allow  me  to  accompany  you, 

Miss  T,  Oh,  I'll  aUow  you 


to  escort   me. 
having    someone 


It's  handy 
around    to 


v;^ 


*'  I  guesB  you  want  to  Cologne  your  cheeks ! 


carry  parcels.  And  Poppa's 
bound  to  drop  the  balanoe 
every  time  I 

Culch.  (to  himself).  That's 
all  I  am  to  her.  A  beast  of 
burden  I  And  a  whole  precious 
morning  squandered  on  this 
confounded  shopping— when  I 
might  have  been — an,  weU ! 
[Ihllows,  under  protest. 

On  the  Grand  Canal,  9  p.m. 
A  brilliant  moonlight  night : 
a  music-barge,  hung  with 
coloured  lanterns,  is  moving 
slowly  up  towardsthe  RiaUo, 
surrounded  and  followed  by 
a  fleet  of  gondolas,  amongst 
which  is  one  containing  the 
Tbottsbs  and  Cttlchabd. 
CuLCHABD  has  Just  discovered 
— with  an  embarrassment 
not  wholly  devoid  of  a  cer- 
tain excUement — tTuU  they 
are  drawing  up  to  a  gondola 
occupied  by  the  Pbender- 

OA8T8  and  FOBBTTBT. 

Mr,  Trotter  (meditatively). 
It's  real  romantic.  That's 
the  third  deceased  kitten  I  've 
seen  to-night.  They  haven't 
only  a  two-foot  tide  in  the 
Adriatic,  and  it  stands  to  rea- 
son all  tne  sewage 

IThe  two  gonaolas  are  Jam- 
med close  alongside. 

Miss  P,  How  absolutely 
magical  those  palaces  look  in 
the  moonlifi[ht !  Bob,  how  eon 
you  yawn  uke  that  P 

Bob,  I  be^   your  pardon, 


'Patia,  really,  but  we  've  had  rather  a  long  day  of  it,  you  know  I 

Mr.  T.  Well,  now,  I  declare  I  sort  of  reco^ised  those  voices! 
(Heartily.)  Why,  how  are  you  getting  along  in  Vends  P  We*Te 
gettin'  along  Just-rate.    Say,  Maud,  here 's  your  friend  alongside  I 

[Miss  P.  preserves  a  stony  silence. 

Miss  T.  (in  an  undertone),  I  don't  see  how  you  can  act  so,  Poppa 
— ^when  you  know  she 's  just  as  mad  with  me ! 

Mr.  T.  There !  Electrocuted  if  I  didn't  clean  forget  you  were 
out !    But,  see  here,  now— whv  cann't  we  let  bygones  be  bygones  P 

Bob.  (impulsively).  Just  wnat  I  think,  Mr.  Tbotter,  and  I  'm 
sure  my  sister  will 

Miss  P.  Bob,  will  you  kindly  not  make  the  situation  more 
awkward  than  it  is  P  If  I  desired  a  reconciliation,  I  think  I  am 
quite  capable  of  saying  so ! 

Miss  T.  (in  confdettce  to  the  Moon).  This  Ark  isn't  proposing 
to  send  out  any  ola  dove,  either— we  've  no  use  for  an  olive-branch. 


(To  Mr.  T.)    'That's     ''Santa     Lucia**   they're    smging   now, 

itfK  T.  They  don't"appear  to  me  to  get  the  twist  on  it  they  did  at 
Bellagio!  , 

Miss  T,  You  mean  that  night  Chaxlet  took  us  out  on  the  Lake  P 
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Poor  Chakley  I  he  *d  just  lore  to  be  here— he  'g  ever  bo  much 
artistic  feeling ! 

Mr.  T,  Well,  I  don't  see  why  he  couldn't  hare  come  along  if  he  'd 
wanted. 

Miss  T.  {with  a  glance  at  her  neighbour),  I  presume  he'd  reasons 
enough.  He 's  a  vurry  cautious  man.  Likely  he  was  afraid  he  'd 
get  bitten. 

Miss  P.  {after  a  swift  scrutiny  of  Miss  T.'s  features).  Oh,  Bob, 
remind  me  to  get  some  more  of  that  mosquito  stuff.  I  should  so  hate 
to  be  bitten— such  a  dreadful  disfigurement  I      ,.       ^       .  ^    , 

Miss  T,  (to  the  Moon),  I  declare  if  I  don*t,believe  I  can  feel  some 
creature  trying  to  sting  me  now  I  .    , ,     «  ,  ., 

Miss  P.  Some  people  are  hardly  recognisable.  Bob,  and  they  say 
the  marks  never  quite  disappear  I  ,       ^  .     ,  .      . 

Miss  T,  Poppa,  don't  you  wonder  what  Chabley 's  doing  just 
now  ?  I  'd  like  to  know  if  he 's  found  anyone  yet  to  feel  an  interest 
in  the  great  Amurrcan  Novel.  It's  curious  how  interested  people 
do  get  in  that  novel,  considering  it's  none  of  it  written,  and  never 
will  be.  I  gruess  sometimes  he  makes  them  believe  he  means  some- 
thing by  it.    They  don't  understand  it 's  only  Chabley's  way ! 

Miss  P.  The  crush  isn't  quite , -  

so  bad  now.    Mr.  Podbfey,  if 
you  will  kindly  ask  your  friend 
not  to  hold  on  to  our  gondola,  we 
should  probably  be  better  able  to 
turn.  (Cflchabd,  who  had  fondly 
imagined  himself  undetected^  takes  \ 
his  hand  away   as    if  it  were ' 
score?ied.)  Now  we  can  get  away. ' 
(2b  GbndoUer.)    Voltiamo,  se  vi ' 
piace,  prestissimo ! 

[The  gondola  turns  and  departs. 

Miss  T.  Well,  I  do  just  eiyoy 
making  Peendeboast  girl  per- 
fectly wild,  and  that's  a  fact. 
{Reflectively,)  And  it's  queer, 
but  I  like  her  ever  so  much  all 
the  time.  Don't  you  think  that 's 
too  fonny  of  me,  Mr.  Culchabd,  I 
now? 

[Culchabd  feigns  a  poetic 
abstraction. 


.^r^i 


ONLY  FANCY ! 
We  are  suoplied  by  our  special , 
reporter  witn  some  interesting 
and  significant  facts  in  connection 
witii  the  last  Cabinet  Council. 
Lord  Salisbuy  arrived  early, 
walking  over  from  the  Foreign 
Office  under  cover  of  anumbrelLEt. 
The  fact  that  it  was  raining  may 
only  partly  account  for  this  man- 
ceuvre.  Lord  Cboss  arrived  in  a 
four-wheeled  cab  and  wore  his 
spectacles.  Lord  Enutsfobd  ap- 
proached the  Treasury  walking 
on  the  left  hand  side  of  the  road 
going  westward,  whilst  Lord 
Cbanbbook  dchberately  chose 
the  pavement  on  the  other  side  of  j 
the  way.  This  is  regarded  as 
indicating  a  coolness  between  the 

Colonial  Office  and  the  Council  of  Education.     Lord  Halsbuby        Witness,  It  is  not  nuiy  be — ^but  who  I  am ! 
alighted  from  a  bus  at  the  bottom  of  Downing  Street,  accomplishing       Second  Lead.  Well,  tell  us  who  you  are.    ( Persuasively,)   Come, 
the  rest  of  the  journey  on  foot.    He  wore  a  new  suit  of  the  latest   who  are  you  ? 

fashionable  cut  and  a  smile.    Mr.  Stahhope,  approaching  Downing  ,      Witness  (throwing  off  his  disgttise).  Who  am  IP  Why,  Haweshaw 
Street  from  the  steps,  started  violently  when  he  caught  sight  of  a   the  Detective ! 
figure  on  the  steps  of  the  Treasury  fumbling  with  the  door-handle.  >      Counsel  Generally  (to  Judge).  Then,  my  Lord,  under  the  altered 


OVER   TIME    IN    LEAP   YEAR. 


A  TRIAL  IN  NOVEL  FORM. 

Scene — The  Interior  of  Court  during  a  sensational  trial.  Beneh^ 
Bar^  and  Jury  in  a  state  of  wild  excitement  as  to  what  wiu 
happen  next. 

Judge  {mysteriously  handina  note  to  Bar  engaged  in  the  case).    I 
have  received  this  letter,  which  is  deeply  interesting.    It  will  form 
appropriately  what  I  may  call  our  Third  Volume.    I  hand  it  to 
Counsel,  but  they  must  keep  it  entirely  to  themselves. 
First  Leader  {after  perusal  of  document).  Did  you  ever  ? 
Second  Leader  (ditto).  No  I  never ! 

Judge  {freatly  gratified).  I  thought  I  would  surprise  you !  Yea, 
it  came  this  afternoon,  and  I  found  it  too  startling  to  keep  all  to 
myself,  so  I  have  revealed  the  secret,  on  the  condition  you  tell  no 
one  else. 

First  Lead.  You  may  rely  on  the  discretion  of  my  learned  friend, 
my  Lord. 

Second  Lead,  My  Lord,  on  the  discretion  of  my  learned  friend 
you  may  rely. 

Judge,  Thank  you  (dipping  his 

pen  in  the  ink),  and  now  we  will 
go  on  with  the  case. 
[A  Witness  is  called— he  hides  hte 
face  under  a  cloak. 
First  Leader  (in  examination' 
in-chief),  I  think  you  wish  to 
preserve  jour  incogmto  ? 

Wit,  (tn  sepulchral  tones).  I  dow 
But  if  his  Lordship  desires  it,  I 
will  write  my  name  on  a  piece  of 
paper  and  pass  it  up. 

Judge.  Well,  certainly,  I  think 
I  ought  to  know  everything, 
and — —  (Receives  piece  of  paper 
disclosing  the^  information,  and 
starts  back  in  his  chair  aston- 
ished). Dear  me!  Good  gracious! 
Dear  me  I 

First  Lead,  I  think  I  should 
mention  that  I  have  not  the 
faintest  idea  who  this  witness  is, 
and  onl^  call  him,  acting  under 
instructions.  (To  Witness.)  Do 
you  know  anything  about  the 
matter  in  dispute  ? 

Witness  (with  a  sepulchral 
laugh).  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Nothing. 
Your  question  is  indeed  a  food 
joke.  Nothing,  I  repeat,  abso- 
lutely nothiDg ! 

,     First   Lead,  (anfioyed).    Then 
you  can  sit  down. 

Second  Lead,  (sharply).  Pardon 
me — ^not  quite  so  fast !  You  say 
you  know  nothing  about  the 
matter  in  dispute,  and  yet  you 
come  here! 

Witness  (in  a  deeper  voice  than 
ever).  Exactly. 

Second  Lead,  But  why,  my 
dear  Sir— Why?  What  is  the 
point   of  it  ?     Who    may   you 


He  thought  it  was  **  Vetus,"  but'  recognising  the  Home 
Secretary,  advanced  without  further  hesitation.  Lord 
Geobgb  Ha-UILTOn  walked  arm-in-arm  as  far  as  the  door 
with  Sir  M.  Hicks-Beach.  Here  they  were  observed  to 
hastily  relieve  themselves  from  contiguity  and  enter  in 
single  file.  As  they  had  up  to  that  moment  been  engaged 
in  earnest  conversation,  this  little  incident  caused  a 
sensation  among  the  crowd  looking  on.  The  new  Chief 
Secretary  was  easily  recognised  as  he  descended  from  his 
hansom  with  a  sprig  of  shamrock  in  his  coat  and  another 
of  shillelagh  in  his  right  hand.  Whilst  waiting  for  change 
out  of  eighteenpence  he  softly  whistled  God  Save 
Ireland.*^  Mr.  Kitchte  did  not  appear,  pleading  in- 
fluenza. Our  reporter  informs  us  that  there  is  more 
behind,  and  that  before  the  Session  is  far  advanced  a 
ohange  may  be  looked  for  at  the  Local  Government  Board. 


Only  Fancy ! 


circumstances  of  tne  case,  we  can  appear  no  longer  before 
you.  ( With  deep  and  touching  emotion,)  We  retire  from 
the  case ! 

Judge  (not  very  appropriately).  Then  If  Box  and  Cox 
are  satisfied,  all  I  can  say  is  that  I  am.  I  mav  add  that  I 
consider  that  the  case  has  been  conducted  nobly,  and  that 
I  knew  how  it  would  end  from  the  very  first.  I  am 
thoroughly  satisfied. 

Jury,  And  so  are  we,  my  Lord— never  so  interested  in 
our  lives! 

Newspaper  Editor  (departing).  Ah,  if  we  only  had  a 
trial  like  tnis  every  day,  we  should  require  but  one  line  on 
the  Contents  Bill !  ( Curtain,)  1 1  i  ■  i^ 

=1===^==  ^^  I  v^ 

The  Safest  New  Yeae  Resolve.— To  make  none. 


^  KOTICS.-.Bejeot6d  Commnnioationa  or  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Xattar,  Drawings,  or  Pictures  of^  any  description,  wUl 
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ON   A   NEW   YEARLING. 

(Sec<ynd  Week.) 

Mt  fire  was  low ;  my  bills  were  high ; 

My  sip  of  punch  was  in  its  ladle ; 
The  clarion  chimes  were  in  the  sk^ ; 

The  nascent  year  was  in  its  cradle. 


rt 


S^k^ 


Second  Week.     Little  1892  grows  rapidly,  aad 
begins  to  look  about  him. 

In  sober  prose  to  tell  my  tale, 

*Twa8  r(ew  Year's  E*en,  when,  blind  to 
danger, 
All  older-iashioned  nurses  hail 

With  joy  **  another  little  stranger." 

The  glass  was  in  mv  hand— but.  wait, 

Methought,  awhile !    'Tis  early  toasting 
With  pseans  too  precipitate 

A  baby  scarce  an  outline  boasting : 
One  week  at  least  of  life  must  flit 

For  me  to  match  it  with  its  brothers— 
I  'U  wager,  like  most  infants,  it 

Is  wholly  different  from  others. 

He  frolics,  latest  of  the  lot, 

A  family  prolific  reckoned ; 
He  occupies  nis  tiny  cot. 

The  eighteen-hundred.-ninety-second ! 
The  pretty  darling,  gently  nursed 

Oi  course,  he  lies,  and  fondly  petted  ! 
The  eighteen-hundred-ninety-first 

Is  not,  I  fancy,  much  regretted. 

You  call  him  **  fine  "—he 's  i^reat  in  size, 

And  **  promising  " — there  issue  from  his 
Tough  larynx  quite  stentorian  cries ; 

Such  notes  are  haply  notes  of  promise. 
Look  out  for  squalls,  /tell  you ;  soft 

And  dove-like  atoms  more  engage  us ; 
Y onr  ftn-de-siicle  child  is  oft 

Loud,  brazen,  grasping,  and  rampageous. 

You  bid  me  next  his  eyes  adore ; 

So  **  deep  and  wideawake,"  they  beckon ; 
We  've  sunered  lately  on  the  score 

Of  **  deep  and  wideawake,"  I  reckon. 
You  term  me  an  *'  unfeeling  brute," 

A  **  monster  Herod-like,"  and  so  on— 
You  may  be  right ;  I  '11  not  dispute ; 

I  'U  cease  a  brat's  good  name  to  blow  on. 

Who  '11  read  the  bantling's  dawning  days  ?— 

Precocious  shall  he  prove,  and  harass 
The  world  with  inconvenient  ways 

And  lisped  conundrums  that  embarrass  ? 
(Such  as  Impressionists  delight 

To  offer  each  aesthetic  gaper, 
And  faddists  hyper-Ibsenite 

Rejoice  to  perpetrate  on  paper  ?) 

Or;  one  of  those  youn^j^  scamps  jperhaps 
Who  love  to  rig  their  bogus  bogies, 

And  set  their  artnil  booby-traps 
For  over-unauspidous  fogies  ? 

Or  haply,  only  commonplace — 
A  plodding  scrt  of  good  apprentice, 

VOL.  en. 


Who  does  his  master's  will  with  grace. 
And  hurries  meekly  where  he  sent  is  ? 

I  And,   when  he   grows   apace,  what 

blend 
I     Of  genius,  chivalry  and  daring. 
What  virtues  miffht  our  little  fnend 
I     Disd^ay  to  brignten  souls  despairing  ? 
What  quiet  charities  unknown^ 

What  modest,  openhanded  kindness. 
What  tolerance  in  touch  and  tone 
For  braggart  human  nature's  blind- 
ness? 

Or  what— the  worser  part  to  view— 

Of  wanton  waste  and  reckless  gam- 
bling, 
What  darker  paths  shall^he  pursue 

With  sacrilegious  step  and  shambling  f 
What  coarse  defiance^  haply,  hurl 

At  lights  beyond  his  cominrehension— 
An  attitudinising  churl 

Who   struts  with  ludicrous  preten- 
sion. 

I  know  not— onljr  this  I  know, 
They're    getting    overstrained,    my 
ditties. 
This  kind  of  poem  ought  to  flow 
Less  like  a  solemn     Nunc  Dimittis.^* 
'Twas  jaunty  when  I  struck  my  lyre, 

And  jaunty  seems  this  yearling  baby ; 
But,  as  both  year  and  song  expire 
They  're  sadder,  each,  and  wiser,  maybe. 


POPULAR  SONGS  RE-SUNG. 

•*  Hi'tiddley-hi'ti :  or,  I'm  AU  Bight''  is 
heard,  "all  over  the  place,"  as  light  ueepers 
and  studious  dwellers  in  quiet  streets  are  too 
well  aware.  Why  should  it  not  be  enlisted 
in  the  service  of  Apollo  and  Momus  as  well  as 
of  the  Back  Slum  Bacchus  ?    As  thus  :— 

No.  V.-I-TWADDLEY-HIGH-DRY- 

HIGH-TONED-I !  OR,  I  'M  ALL  RIGHT  I 

Air—**  Hi'Tiddley-Hi'Ti!  " 

I  *M  a  voung  writer  grimly  pay. 
My  volumes  sell,  and  sometimes  pay. 
First  log-rollers  raised  a  rumour  A  a  rising 
Star  of  Humour. 
Who  had  faced  the  Sphinx  called  Life, 
With  amusing  misery  rife. 
So  with  sin,  and  woe,  and  strife,  I  thought 
I 'd  have  a  lark. 
With  pessimistic  pick  I  pottered  round 
Pottered  round, 
A  new  **  funny  "  trick  I  quickly  found, 

Smart  and  sound. 
Life's  cares  in  hedonistic  chuckles  drowned. 
You  be  bound ! 
The  cynic  lay 
I  found  would  pay. 
In  a  young  Man  of  Mark  I 

Chortis, 

All  of  you  come  along  with  me  I 
I  'm  for  a  rare  new  fine  new  spree ! 
Everybody  is  delighted  when  the  Philistines 
are  slighted. 
All  of  you  come  my  books  to  try  I 
I-twaddley-I-ti  I-I-I, 
Ego  for  ever  I    Buy!  Buy!  Buy! 

And  J'm  all  right! 

Down  with  the  West  I  go ;  my  pen 
Is  bound  to  **  fetch  "  the  Upper  Ten, 
With  the  aid  of  some  ** log-rolling,'*  my 
"distinction "  much  extolling. 
Smart  little  scribes  from  near  and  far 
Say,  with  a  sniff,  "  0  here's  a  Star!  " 
DiCKXKS  on  fine  souls  doth  jar,  Thacxebay  is 
toodiy. 
But  Am  pessimistic  air,  rich  and  rare. 
Subtle,  fiair. 


Makes  Philistia  to  stare,  in  a  scare, 

And  to  blare ; 
Whilst  true  Critics  dibonnaire,  who  are  rare. 
With  ^flaire, 
For  true  humour. 
Swell  of  rumour 
The  gregarious  cry. 

Chortu, 
All  of  you  eome  along  with  me ! 
You '11  have  a  rare  new  fair  new  spree! 
Paradox  with  "sniff"  united.  Poor  Humanity 
snubbed  and  slighted. 
Humour's  new  cuvie,  extra-dry. 
I-twaddley— high-dry-high-toned  I ! 
Come  and  worship  the  pessimist  "I" 

For  ^Aa^ 'sail  right! 

After  I  've  taken  the  toffish  Town, 
A  second  edition,  at  Half-a-crown, 
Seeks  the  suffrages— (and  monev,  for  on  Swell- 
dom you  'U  ^0  stoney'') — 
Of  the  much  dended  Mob. 
Yes,  the  Proletariat  "  Bob  " 
(With  the  Guinea  of  the  Nob)  must  aid  the 
Sons  of  Light. 
Gath  and  Askelon,  you  see,  can  give  Me, 
L.  S.  D.         [three 
All  true  Egoists  love  those  pregnant  letters 
Mystic  Three  I 
Flout  Philistia  with  great  glee,  fair  and  free. 
But  agree 
To  take  its  "tin," 
Though  with  a  grin 
Of  pessimistic  spite. 


Chorus, 
All  of  you  come  along  with  me ! 
'  Arbv,  who  loves  a  fair  old  spree ! 
Mugwumx>"  with  fine  morgue  delig[hted. 
Cynic  at  *  *  yeamestnes8"sore  frighted ! 
All  of  you  come  my  "  tap"  to  try ! 
I-twadmey-high-ary-high-toned  I ! 
Come  along,  boys,  Buy !  Buy  I  Buy ! 

And/'mallright! 
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THE   HOME   AND  THE    OPEN   SPACE. 

Bumble  (loq,).   **  WoTf  grumble  at  being  ewicted,  and  for  the  public  good?    Now,  I  calls  that  inoratitoodI    Wy,  wk*rb 

A-GOING  TO  MAKE  THIS  INTO  A  PEOPLES  PlBASURE-QROUSD^   WE  ARE  III" 


JIM'S  JOTTINGS. 

No.  1.— DOWN  OUB  COURT. 

{In  which  Jim  Juniper ^  better  known  a$  **  Oinger  JiYiimy^''*  discourses  of 
Homes  and  Open  Spaces,  dx.,  and  mUs  a  practical  problem  to  the 
new  **  Public  health  and  Housing  Committee  of  the  London  County 
CouncU.") 

Mr  name  is  Ginger  Jimmt,  and  I  live,  when  I  *m  to  hum. 

In  Rats  Rents,  the  kind  o'  nay'brood  wot  the  Swells  now  calls  a  Slum. 


1 1  'm  a  bit  thick  in  the  dear,  like,  and  don't  quite  know  wot  thej 

mean, 
But  I  g:uess  it  isn't  mansions,  and  I  'm  sure  it  isn't  clean. 

They  are  always  on  the  job  now  about  Slums,  and  they  do  say 
They  are  ^ing  to  dear  our  Court  out  on  the  suddent  some  fine  day. 
Whether  it 's  roads,  or  railways,  or  hotels,  blowed  if  /  know ; 
Only  'ope  they'll  give  us  notice,  and  some  place  where  we  can  go. 

'One  is  'ome,  if  but  a  dungheap ;  if  you  're  pitchforked  out  of  that, 
And  turned  loose  in  chilly  London  on  the  scoop,  like  a  stray  cat, 
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With  yer  bits  o'  sticks  permiskus  in  a  barrer, 

or  a  truck, 
I  can  tell  yer  vou  feels  lost  like,  and  fair  down 

upon  yer  luck. 

Heyiotion  ?  When  you  're  stoney-broke,  your 

dubs  all  hup  the  spout, 
And  you  Ve  nix  to  raise  the  rent  on,  I  suppose 

you  mutt  turn  hout : 
'Cos  without  them  **  rights  o'  proputty"  no 

country  oouldn*t  jog ; 
But  that  brings  a  coye  small  comfort  when 

'e  's  'ouseless,  in  a  fog  I 

I  'aye  knocked  about  a  middlin'  little  bit,  you 

bet  I  'aye. 
And  I  ain't  what  Barber  Biddlecokbx  would 

call  ''a  heasy  shaye" ; 
But  these  Sanitary  codgers  giye  me  beans, 

and  no  mistake. 
I  am  fly  to  most  all  capers,  but  don't  tumble 

to  their  fake.  i 

Seems  to  me  all  sentimental  jor  and  odd  i 

chuck-out,  it  do. 
They  may  call  their  big  Committees,  and  may 

chat  till  all  is  blue. 
But  to  shift  me  till  they  giyes  me  somethink 

sweeter  is  all  rot ;  fin  the  pot. 

Better  leaye  my  garret  winder,  ana  the  flower 

That  gerenum  there  looks  proper ;  which  I 

bought  it  of  a  bloke 
What  does  the  ''All  a-blowin'I"  with  a 

barrer  and  a  moke  |  [ JpUy  sure 

And  though  tuppences  is  tuppences,  I  ain't  so 
As  to  spend  two-d.  upon  it  were  to  play  the 

blooming  curof 

NocKT  Sfbiooins  did  chi-ike  me.    Reglar 

nubbly  one  is  Nock, 
With  about  as  much  soft  f eelink  as  a  blessed 

butcher's  block. 
He  'd  a  madeaspiffing  Club  Swell  if  he  'd  ony 

'ad  the  chink. 
With  them  lips  like  a  ham  sandwidge,  and 

them  eyes  as  neyer  blink. 

And  I  ain't  no  softy,  neither,  bet  your 

buttons.    That  don't  pay. 
For  you're  'bliged  to  keep  yer  eyes  peeled 

and  to  twig  the  time  o'  day ; . 
But  I  'ye  got  a  mash  on  flowers ;  they  are 

better  than  four  'arf , 
Them  red  blazers  in  my  winder ;  so  let  NociT 

'aye  his  larf ! 


TAKING   HIM   RATHER   TOO    LITERALLY. 

Sir  Biggan  Burleigh  {id?u>  doeerCt  eee  why  he  shouldn't  have  a  turn  in  his  oton  house,  to  very 
young  Lady),  '*Mi88  Violkt,— Romn)  or  SquabeI" 

Miss  Violet  (her  first  hall,  very  hasT^).  "  Well— really— Sir  Burleigh— it  you  insist— 
I  should  say  " — {heeitating) — **  decidedly  Bouitd  I " 


And  a  sprinkle  of  young  lime-trees  of  yer  Thames  I^bankment  class. 


Some  bloke  spots  the  plaoe  as  likely,  and  praps  buys  it  on  the  cheap, 
(Spekylators  keeps  their  lids  hup  though  the  parish  nobs  may  sleep,) 
Pooty  soon  the  pot 's  a-bilin'  about  Hopen  Spaces.    Yus  I 
And  the  chap  as  bought  the  bit  o'  ground  s  fust  to  raise  the  fuss. 

Recreation  for  the  People,  Hopen  Playgrounds  for  the  Young  I 
That's  the  patter  of  the  idatformers;  and  don't  they  jest  giye 

tongue! 
Well,  it 's  opened  with  a  flourish,  and  there 's  eyeryone  content ; 
Pertiklerly  the  landlords  round  as  nobbles  better  rent. 

But  /don't  object  to  gardings,  not  a  mossd— t'other  <mite ; 

As  I 'ye  said,  a  bit  of  green  stuff  and  a  flower  is  my  delight ; 

I  wish  London  wos  more  hopen,  and  more  greener,  and  more  gay ; 

Only  people  down  our  Court  has  got  to  live  as  well  as  plaf/. 

If  they  clears  out  the  arf  acre  where  we  huddles  orful  close. 

We  must  all  turn  out,  that 's  certain ;  where  we  'U  turn  to,  goodness 

knows ; 
And  it  won't  be  worry  roashus,  the  new  "  Park  "  won't,  arter  all. 
With  the  grayeyard  raifinks  one  side,  and  on  t'other  a  blank  wall. 

Wot  we  want  is  decent  'ouses,  at  a  rent  as  doesn't  take 
'Arf  a  ooye's  poor  screw  to  pay  it.    That 's  the  presc 


fake  I 


present  landlord's 


If  they  only  knowed  'ow  'ard  it  is  to  meet  **  Saint  Monday  "  square, 
When  yer  Wth  is  werry  middlin',  and  the  jobs  is  worry  rare  I 

P'raps  them  Docks,  and  Earls,  and  Marquiges,  and  Kernels,  wot 

they  states 
Has  just  clubbed  theirselyes  together  to  keep  down  the  bloomin'  Rates, 


And  to  smash  the  Eounty  Eouncil,  as  they  'ye  bunnicked  the  Skool 

Boaurd, 
Jest  a  few  of  their  hodd  moments  to  our  naybrood  might  afford. 

They  must  'aye  a  feelink  'art  towards  the  poor,  and  no  mistake, 
Or  tney  wouldn't  take  sech  trouble  for  the  poor  Ratepayers'  sake, 
NocKY  Spriooiks  sez  it  'minds  'im  of  a  Leaj^e  of  Loyin^  Cats 
To  purtect  from  traps  and  pizen  the  poor  mice  and  staryin'  rats. 

Jest  like  Nocky's  narsty  way  that  is  I  But  if  them  Docks  would  try 
To  assist  the  Eounty  Eouncil  in  their  new  Committee — ^wy,  [mock. 
They  might  'elp  our  Health  and  Housing  in  a  style  as  none  could 
Giye  the  proua  **  Pergressiyes"  what-for,  and  fair  put  the  shut  on 
Nock. 

Arter  all  yer  Public  Cbrding  's  little  better  than  a  chouse, 
While  the  landlord  rents  yer  heart  out  for  a  wretched  Priyit  'Ouse. 
And  yer  Hopen  Spaoe's  pootiness  ain't  much  good  to  ot<r  sort, 
Who  are  shut  up  in  the  dismal  dens  called  'Omes,  gents,  down  our 
Court. 

Oh,  Philanterpists,  and  Sanitrys,  and  Docks,  I  do  not  mean 
To  be  rucking  upon  Charity,  or  rounding  on  wot 's  clean ; 
But  if  Yer  wants  to  'elp  us  as  has  liyed  so  long  in  muck. 
The  onli/  thing  wot 's  wanted  ain't  to  giye  us  the  clean— chuck ! 


'Arry  Examined. 


Q.  What  is  meant  by  **  Higher  Education  "  ? 
Arry,  Getting  a  Tutor  at  so  much  a  week, 
should 'ire  education — if  I  wanted  it. 


That 's  the  way  J 


A  DEFnnnox.— * 
JoHirsoy,  Junior. 


A   pun  on  a  word  i%  a  new  sensed  —  Dr, 

nigitiypH  hy  V  -f  OOQ  1 1 
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THE   TRAVELLING   COMPANIONS. 

No.  xxn. 

Scene— TA«  Campo  S.8.  Otovannie  Paolo.  Afiemoon.  Culchabd  ' 


Bob,  Very  likely— but  I  cofiWn*<.    I  nerer  intofere  in  my  sister's 

affairs,  and,  to  tell  you  the  honest  truth,  I  don't  feel  particularly 

inclined  to  make  a  beginning  on  your  account.  [StroUa  away, 

Ctdch.  {to  himself).  What  a  surly  boor  it  is !    But  I  don't  care — 

.   ,      .     *      .  -    -,        ,   ,  ,   ^ ,,    wi,      '  e,.  .  I  'U  do  him  a  good  turn,  in  spite  of  himself  I    (Miss  T.  reiums.)   Do 

M  leamng  against  the  pedestal  of  the  CoUeom  Statue.  you  know,  I  'ye  just  been  haying  a  chat  with  poor  young  Prdtdeb- 

Podbury  (ujho  has  just  come  out  of  8.   Oiovanm^  recognising  oast.    He  seems  quite  out  up  at  being  forced  to  side  wiUi  his  sirter. 

Culchabd).    Hullo !    alone^  eh  ?     Thought  you  were  with   Miss  I  undertook  to — er— intercede  for  him.    Now  is  it  ouite  fair,  or  like 

Tbottkr  ?  your— er— usual  good-nature,  to  yisit  his  sister's  offences— whateycr 

Culchard,  So  I  am.    That  is,  she  is  going  oyer  a  metal-worker's  they  are— on  him  ?    I— I  only  put  it  to  you. 
show-room  close  by,  and  I— er— preferred  the  open  air.    But  didn't       Miss  T.  Well,  to  think  now  I     I  guess  you  're  about  the  most 
you  say  you  were  going  out  with  the— er— pREia>EE0AST8  again  ?       ;  unselfish  Saint  on  two  legs!    Now  some  folks  would  haye  felt  jealous. 
Podi.  So  I  am.    She 's  in  the  Church  wiUi  Bob,  so  I  said  I  |d       Culch,  Possibly— but  1  cannot  accuse  myself  of  such  a  failing  as 
come  out  and  keep  an  eye  on  the  gondola.    Nothing  much  to  see  in  that. 

tliersj  you  know  I  I     Miss  T.  I  'd  just  like  to  hear  you  aooose  yourself  of  any  failing ! 

Culeh.  (with  a  weary  irony).  Only  the  mausoleums  of  the  Doges —  !  I  don't  see  howeyer  you  manage  to  act  so  magnanimous  and  liye.    I 

Russin's  '*  Street  of  tne  Tomos  "—and  a  few  trifles  of  that  sort !       j  told  you  I  wanted  to  study  your  character,  and  I  belieye  it  isn't 

Podb.  That 's  all.    And  I  'm  feeling  a  bit  done,  you  know.    Been  going  to  take  me  yurry  much  longer  to  make  up  my  mind  about  voti. 


doing  the  Correr  Museum  all 
the  momin^ip,  and  not  lunched 
yet !  So  Miss  Trottee  *8  look- 
ing at  ornamental  metal- work  ? 
Rather  fun  that,  eh  ? 

Culeh.  For  those  who  eiyoy 
it.  She  has  only  been  in  there 
an  hour,  so  she  is  not  likely  to 
come  back  just  yet.  What  do 
you  say  to  coming  into  S.S.  Qio- 
yanni  e  Paolo  again,  with  me  f 
Those  tombs  form  a  really  re- 
markable illustration,  as  Kus- 
KiN  points  out,  of  the  gradual 
deca^  of 

Miss  Trotter  {suddenly  flutters 
up,  followed  by  an  attendant 
carrying  a  studded  halberd,  an 
antique  gondola^hook^  and  two 
cow^  water-buckets  —  all  of 
which  are  consigned  to  the  dis- 
gusted   CULCHAED).    Just    hold 

these  a  spell  till  J  come  back. 
Thanks  eyer  so  much  . .  .  Well, 
Mr.  PodbuetI  Aren't  you 
going  to  admire  my  purchases  ? 
They  're  real  antique  —  or  if 
they  aren^t,  they  'll  wear  all 
the  better .  .  .  Tnere,  I  believe 
I'll  just  haye  to  run  back  a 
minute — don't  you  put  those 
things  in  the  eondola  yet,  Mr. 
CcTLCHAED,  or  tnev  *11  get  stolen. 
[She  flutters  off . 

Culch.  {helplessly,  as  he  holds 
the  halberd,  ^x,).  I  suppose  I 
shall  have  to  stay  here  now. 
You  're  not  goin£[  r 

Po€lb.  {consulting  his  watch). 
Must.  Promised  old  Bob  I*d 
relieve  guard  in  ten  minutes. 
Ta-tal 

[He  goes:  presently  Bob  Pben- 
DEBGAST  lounges  out  of  the 
church. 

Culch.  If  I  could  only  make 
a  friend  of  him!  {To  Bob.) 
Ah,PEEin)EE0A8Tl  lovclvafter- 
Qoon,  isn't  it  ?  Delicious  breeze! 


'*  I  guess  you  're  ak>ut  the  most  unBelfish  Saint  on  two  legs ! " 


^o*.  i'^f^^h  Can't  say.    Not  had  much  of  it,  at  present. 

Culeh.  You  find  these  old  churches  rather  oppressive,  I  daresay. 
*'';rY"i7®^  '^^^^  *  cigarette  ?  [Tenders  case. 

-go*-  Thanks;  got  a  pipe.    {He  lights  it,)   'WTiere 's  Miss  Teottee  ? 

Culch.  She  will  be  here  presently.  By  the  way,  my  dear 
Peehdeeoast,  this — er — misunderstanding  between  your  sister  and 
ber  is  very  unfortunate. 

Bob.  I  know  that  well  enough.  It 's  none  of  my  doing  I  And 
you  We  no  reason  to  complain,  at  all  events  1 

Culch.  Quite  so.  Only,  you  see,  we  used  to  be  good  friends  at 
Uonstance,  and— er— untu  recently 

Bob.  Used  weP  Of  course,  if  you  say  so,  it's  all  right.  But 
j^nat  are  you  dnviiu^  at  exactly  ? 

Culch.  All  I  am  ariving  at  is  this :  Couldn't  we  two— er— agree  to 
?ffect  a  reconciliation  between  the  two  ladies  ?  So  much  pleasanter 
for— er— all  parties ! 

^-  I^aresay.  But  how  are  you  going[  to  set  about  it?  Jcan't  begin. 

Cmch.  Couldn  t  you  induce  your  sister  to  lay  aside  her — er — 
prejudice  against  me  f    Then  I  could  eadly 


You  don't  suppose  I  *11  have 
any  time  for  Mr.  PEEin)£E0A9r 
after  getting  such  a  glimpse 
into  your  nature  ?  There,  help 
me  into  the  gondola,  and  don't 
talk  any  more  about  it  Tell 
him  to  go  to  Salviati's  right 
away. 

Culch.  (d^ectedly^  to  him- 
seff).  I  'ye  bungled  it  I  I  might 
have  known  I  should  only  make 
matters  worse  I 

On  'the  Piazzetta ;  it  is  moon- 
light ^  the  Campanile  and  dome 
of  San  Oiorgw  Maggiore  are 
sUhouettod  sharp  and  black 
against  the  steel-blue  sky 
across  a  sea  of  silver  rippUs. 
PoBBUET  and  Culchaeo  are 
pacing  slowly  arm-in-arm 
between  the  two  columns. 

Culeh.  And  so  you  went  on 
to  S.  Giovanni  in  firagora,  eh  ? 
then  over  the  Arsenal,  and 
rowed  across  the  lagoons  to  see 
the  Armenian  convent  ?  A  de- 
liffhtful  day,  my  dear  Pobbxtet  ! 
I  no^  you— er— appreciate  the 
inestimable  privileges  of  —  of 
seeing  Venice  so  thoroughly  ? 

Poab.  Oh,  of  course  it's  very 
jolly.  Find  I  get  a  trifle  mixed 
afterwards,  though.  And.  be- 
tween ourselves.  I  wouldn't 
mind— now  and  then,  you  know 
—just  dawdling  about  among 
the  shops  and  people,  as  you 
and  the  Teottbbs  do  I 

Culch.  That  has  its  charms, 
no  doubt.  But  don't  you  find 
Miss  Peenbeeoast  a  mine  of 
information  on  Italian  Art  and 
History? 

Podb.  Don't  I  just— rather 
too  deep  for  me,  y'  know  I  I 
say,  isn^t  Miss  Teottee  immense 
sport  in  the  shops  and  that  I 

Culch.  She  is— er— vivacious, 
You  seem  rather  dull  to-night,  my 


certainly.    (Pobbuet  sighs.) 
dear  fellow  r 

Podb.  Not  dull— a  trifle  out  of  sorts,  that's  alL  Fact  is,  I  don't 
think  Venice  agrees  with  me.  All  this  messing  about  down  beastly 
back-courts  and  canals  and  in  stuffy  churches — ^it  can't  be  healthy, 
you  know  I  And  they've  no  drainage.  I  only  hope  I  haven't 
caught  something,  as  it  is.  I  've  that  kind  of  sinking  feeling,  and 
a  general  lowneaa— She  says  I  lunch  too  heavily- but  I  swear  it's 
more  than  that ! 

Culch.  Nonsense,  you  re  well  enoug:h.  And  why  you  should  feel 
low,  with  all  youraavantsges- in  Venice  as  you  are,  and  in  constant 
intercourse  with  a  mind  adorned  with  every  feminine  gift  I 

Podb.  Hul-lo !  why,  I  thought  you  called  her  a  pedantic  prig  ? 

Culch.  If  I  used  such  a  term  at  all,  it  was  in  no  disparaging  sense. 
Every  earnest  nature  presents  an— er— prigrish  siais  at  times.  I 
know  that  even  I  myself  have  occasionally,  ana  by  people  who  didn't 
know  me^f  course,  been  charged  with  priggishness. 

Podb.  Have  you,  though  ?  But  of  course  there 's  nothingof  that 
about  her.    Only— well,  it  don't  signify. igjtj zed  by  V^     \He  sighs. 
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Cukh.  Ah,  PoBBXJBT,  take  the  good  the  gods  proyide  you  and  be 
content  I    Yon  might  he  worse  off,  beUere  me ! 

Podb,  {discontentedly).  It 's  all  very  well  for  you  to  talk— with 
Miss  TsoTTEB  all  to  yourself.  I  suppose  you  're  regularly  engaged 
by  this  time,  eh  ? 

Cukh,  Not  quite.   There 's  still  a And  your  probation,  that's 

practically  at  an  end  ? 

Podb,  I  don't  know.  Can't  make  her  out  She  wouldn't  sit  on 
me  the  way  she  does  unless  she  Uked  me,  I  suppose.  But  I  say,  it 
must  be  awf— rather  jolly  for  you  with  Miss  Teottee  ?  She 's  got  so 
much  gOf  eh  ? 

Culch,  You  used  to  say  she  wasn't  what  you  call  cultiyated. 

PoOf,  I  know  I  did.  That's  just  what  I  like  about  her!  At 
least — well,  we  both  ought  to  think  ourselyes  uncommonly  lucky 
beggars,  I  'm  sure  I  IHe  sighs  more  heavily  than  ever. 

Culch,  You  especially,  my  dear  Podbubt.  In  fact,  I  doubt  if 
you  're  half  grated  enough  I 

Podb,  ^snappishly).  Yes,  I  am,  I  teU  you.  J'm  not  grumbling, 
am  I  ?  1  know  as  well  as  you  do  she 's  miles  too  good  for  me. 
Hayen't  I  said  so  ?  Then  what  the  deyil  do  you  keep  on  nagging  at 
me  for,  eh  ? 

Cukh,  I  am  glad  you  see  it  in  that  light.  Aren't  you  a  little 
irritable  to-night  ? 

Podh,  No,  I'm  not.  It's  those  filthy  canals.  And  the  way  you 
talk— as  if  a  girl  like  Miss  Tbottkr  wasn't ! 

Cukh,  I  really  can't  allow  you  to  lecture  me.  I  am  not  insensible 
to  my  good-fortune— if  others  are.    Now  we  *11  drop  the  subject. 

PoM,  I  'm  willing  enough  to  drop  it.  And  I  shall  turn  in  now^ 
it 's  late.    You  coming  ? 

Cukh,  Not  yet.  Gfood-night.  (To  himself ^  as  Podbtjbt  departs.) 
You  insensate  dolt ! 

Podh,  Good-night!  (To  himself  as  he  swings  off,)  Confounded 
patronising  prig ' 

HUMPTY-DUMPTY    UP  AGAIN! 

That  hardy  annual  known  as  The  Drury  Lane  Pantomime  is  in 
full  yigour  this  year,  its  flowers  of  a  more  brilliant  colour  than  eyer, 
and  its  leayes,  as  eyideneed  by  the  book  of  words,  are  fresh  and 
yigorous.  In  no  other  sense,  howeyer,  does  the  Drury  Lane  Pantomime 

bear  any  resemblance 
to**  a  plant."  There 
is  no  '*  take  in  "  about 
it,  except  that  eyen 
big  Old  Drury.is  not 
capable  of  holding  all 
who  would  be  nresent ; 
and  so  it  happens 
nightly  I  belieye,  that 
many  are  turned  away 
from  the  doors  bit- 
terly disappointed. 
Such  certainly  was 
the  case  when  the 
present  deponent  was 
installed,  —  without 
any  unnecessary  cere- 
mony,-on  a  certain 
giyen  night  last  week. 
^*Thebook"i8bythe 
Eyery-knightly  Dbu- 
r-      m:  1^1  iss^       Wttrt'^jB^H^        BiOL/LNUS     and     his 

V  "s^  '  \^Kk       ^M    iS^  faithful         Esquire, 

\^SC^ — ^ — ^^^»     w  J  Ir   I        Harkt      Nicholls, 

who,  much  to  eyery- 
body's  re^t,  does 
not  on  this  occasion 
appear  as  one  of  the 

Little  Tich  and  the  Fine  Fairy.  exponente  of  his  own 

^  work.  There  are  Miss 

FAsmE  Lbslib— too  much  **  ie  "  in  this  name  now,  and  one  may  ask 
**for  why"?— 14is8  MABiE(not**MABT"— oh  dear  no!)  Lloyd,  Miss 
Pattib— not  Pattt  of  course— Hbtwood.  Mr.  John  and  Miss  Emxa 
(dear  me  I  not  Ekmjm!)  D'Aubak,  and  Mr.  Hbbbbbt  Campbbll 
as. a  grotesque  monarch.  Mr.  Bait  Lbno  as  Queen  cf  Hearts,  Mr. 
Fbsd  Waxton,  wonderful  in  a  frame  as  the  liying  image  ot  the 
Xnave  of  Hearts,  and  a  crowd  of  oleyer  people.  But  among  the  entire 
dramatis  persona,  first  and  foremost,  both  the  least  and  the  greatest, 
is  the  impersonator  of  Humpty-Dumpty  himself,  the  YMow  Dwarf 
alias  Little  Tich,  who  shares  with  the  gorgeous  sneotaole  and  the 
exquisite  combination  of  colours  in  Scene  Eiffht,  7%e  Weddmg,  the 
first  honours  of  the  Great  Drury  Lane  AnnnaT.  It  is  emphatically  a 
Pantomime  for  children  to  see  and  to  ei^'oy.  The  action  is  so  rapid, 
song  succeeds  dance,  and  dance  succeeds  song,  and  permutations  ana 
combinations  of  odour  are  so  brilliant  and  so  frequent,  that  anyone 


who  wants  full  change  for  his  money  and  a  bonus  into  the  bargain, 
win  find  it  in  the  retom  he  will  get  for  his  outlay  on  yisiting  the 
Drury  Lane  Annual.  And  now  about  the  Harlequinade.  The 
**  Opening,"  as  it  used  to  be  called,  which,  terminating  with  the 
Grand  Transformation  Scene,  ought  to  be.  theoretically  at  least,  only 
the  introduction  to  the  real  business  at  the  eyening,  that  is,  the 
**  Pantomime  business,"  concludes  at  10*45,  and  allows  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  for  what  is  called  **  the  Double  Harlequinade  " 
—which  consists  of  one  old-fashioned  English  Pantomime-scene, 
followed  by  a  comparatiyely  modem— for  'tis  not  absolutely  **new 
and  original"— French  Pantomime-scene,  and  this  arrangement 
seexns  like,  so  to  si)eak,  pitting  English  Joey  against  French  Pierrot. 
This  friendly  riyalry  has  had  the  effect  of  waking  up  tiie  traditional 
Grimaldian  spirit  of  Pantomime,  and  Mr.  Habby  Patkb's  scene, 
besides  coming  earlier  than  usual,  is,  in  itself,  full  of  fun  of  the 


©  .^ffi  .iX  1 


"  *  Fin  de  siiele  *  Clown  !  Why,  I  're  aeen  that  sort  o'  thing  done  yean 
ago,  when  I  was  a  boy ! " 

good  old  school-boyish  kind ;  and  if  the  Public,  as  Jury,  is  to  award 
a  palm  to  either  competitor,  then  it  must  giye  a  lumd— which  is 
much  the  same  thing  as  **  awarding  a  palm  "—to  ite  old  friend. 
Habbt  Patkb,  who.  with  Txtllt  Lbwis  as  Pantaloon,  has  pidled 
himself  together,  and  giyen  us  a  good  quarter  of  an  hour  of  genuine 
Old  English  Pantemime,  compared  with  which  the  other,  though 
ite  fooling  is  excellent  in  ite  own  waj,  is  only  comic  bailet  d^  action 
after  the  s^le  of  Fun  in  a  Fog,  I  think  that  was  the  titie,  but  am 
not  sure,  of  thegambols  with  which  the  Mabtlnkiti  trouj>e  used  te 
entertain  us.  The  new  and  improyed  style  of  ballet -dancing  intro- 
duced by  the  now  celebrated  pas  de  quatre  at  the  Gaiety,  is  charming, 
as  here  and  now  represented  by  Miss  Mabel  Loye  ana  her  graceful 
companions. 

To  sum  up;  as  the  inspired  poet  of  the  immortal  ode  on  Guy 
Fawkes'  Day  saw  no  reason  why  that  particular  treason  should  eyer 
be  forgot,  so  I,  but  uninspired,  and  only  mortal,  am  unable  to  ascer- 
tein  the  existence  of  any  objection  to  the  opinion  that  this  Panto- 
mime possesses  steying  power  sufficient  to  carry  iteelf  on  for  an 
extra  lon^  run  of  seyeral  months  oyer  Easter,  and,  maybe,  up  to 
Whitsuntide.  There  is  but  one  Dbubiolakvs,  and  the  Pantomime 
is  his  Profit  I  The  two  authors  haye  achieyed  what  **  all  the  King's 
horses  and  all  the  King's  men"  (not  of  Cambridge,  of  course)  could 
not  effect ! — ^they  haye  set  Humpty-Dumpty  on  his  legs  again  I  And 
so  congratulations  to  '*all  concerned" !  And,  without  prejudice  to 
Sir  Dbubiolaihts,  I  beg  to  sign  myself,        The  Otheb  Kkight. 


The  Lay  of  the  Analjrtio  Kovelist. 

l^*  It  is  not  the  patent,  obvious  results  of  the  inner  working  of  mind  on 
which  the  modem  norelist  dwells,  it  is  on  that  inner  working  itself." — Daily 
Chronicle.] 

That  odd  barrel-organ,  the  human  mind, 

I  loye  to  explore ;  'tis  the  analyst's  lune ; 
But  if  I  can  <mly  contriye  to  find 
How  the  pipes  will  grunt,  and  the  handle  will  grind, 
I  don't  care  a  ^g  for  the  tune  ! 


•*  Hit  One  op  Youb  Own  Size,"— About  the  ups  or  downs  of  the 
Alexandra  Palace,  Mr.  Shaw  LsFxyBE  shouldn't  haye  a  row  with 
a  LiTTLEB,  specially  when  the  Littleb,  who  if  he,  with  his  friends, 
take  oyer  the  lease  oi  the  Alexandra  themselyes,  will  then  be  a 
Lessor,  is  pretty  sure  to  get  the  best  of  the  discussion.         j 

Bt  *a  Thovohtful  Philosop^bI^au^  remedy  against  London 
fogs  must  inyolye  a  grato  change. 
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A  GREAT   DRAWBACK. 


Dougal  (with  all  Am  native  contempt  for  the  Londoner), 
Davie,  "'Deed  an'  he's  a  terra  Quid  Shot." 


*Aye,  Mok,  an*  he's  ko  a  Bad  Shot?" 
DougaL  **  Heoh  !  it  's  an  awfu'  peetie  he  's  a  Londoner  ! ' 


THE  HEW  MOVITOE;  OE,  JOSEPHS  JOBATIOV. 

["  It  if  remionable  to  asfume  that  Mr.  Chamberlain  will  at  once  perceire 
how  hii  position  hat  been  altered  by  becoming  the  head  of  a  party  including 
many  thades  of  opinion,  instead  of  being,  as  he  has  been,  the  spokesman  of  a 
small  set  of  politicians,  earnest,  no  doubt,  and  'active,  but  not  qmte  in 
symMithy  with  all  those  who  shared  their  fortunes." — The  Timet, 

**  The  arrangements  consequent  on  Lord  Haktikoton's  succession  to  the 
Peerage  have  yery  much  narrowed  the  freedom  preriously  enjoyed  by  the 
Meml^r  for  West  Birmingham,  and.  in  a  corresponding  degree,  enlarged  the 
sphere  of  his  responsibilities  ....  The  Statesman  who  has  to  act  as  guide 
and  moderator  at  St.  Stephen's  will  be  careful,  no  doubt,  not  to  compromise 
his  authoritj  by  any  indiscreet  or  extraragant  insistance  on  remote  and 
contentious  issues.*'^  The  Standard,^ 

Scene  —  St.  SUphen^s  School.  Preeent.  Doctor  T.,  Prtncipal, 
Mrs.  S.,  Matron^  and  Master  Jox,  Pupil^  latoly  promoted  to 
Monitor$hip  in  the  Lower  School. 

Doctor  T,  Ahem !  And  so,  Joseph,  we  haye  to  oongratulate  you 
upon  your— a— -a— promotion  I 

Master  Joe  (cooli!/).  You  are  very  good.  Sir,  I 'm  sure.  {JFhistles, 

Doctor  T,  Not  at  all,  Joseph,  not  at  all.  That  is  to  say— ahem  I 
— you  doubtless  deserve  it. 

Mrs,  S,  Doubtless  deserve  it,  Joseph  I  I  always  said  you  would 
turn  out  a  better  boy  than,  at  one  time  I— that  is  to  say,  many- 
expected.  It  is  a  great  consolation  to  me,  Joseph,  after  all  the 
oare 

Master  Joe  (aside).  And  the  numerous  jobations  I 

Mrs,  S,  That  I— that  we  have  bestowea  upon  you,  to  find— ahem  I 
— our  best  hopes  so  amply  fulfilled. 

Dr.  T,  ISiljUled,  Joseph  ;  whether  amply  or  not  it  remains  for 
you  to  prove. 

Master  Joe  (carelessly).  All  right,  Sir,  J'U  prove  it  fast  enou|<h. 

Dr.  T,  I  trust  so,  Joseph,  I  trust  so,  thouffh  **  fast  enough"  is 
hardly  the  phrase  /should  have  adopted,  or— ahem  I— recommended, 
—in  the  circumstances  I 

**  Is  there  a  word  wants  nobleness  and  grace, 
DeToid  of  weight,  nor  worthy  of  high  place  ?  " 

Tou  know  what  our  excellent  Horace  bids  you  do  in  such  a  case. 


Master  Joe  (aside).  Bothersome  old  Blimher  ! 

Mrs.  S.  Yes,  Joseph,  slanginess,  carelessness  and  extravagance 
of  speech  will  not  befit  your  present  position,  you  know. 

master  Joe,  (<uide),  rrosf  old  Fipchin  I 

Dr.  T.  You  could  not,  Joseph,  put  before  you  a  better  model  than 
the  boy  whose  post  you  assume,  in  consequence  of  his  going  to  the 
Upper  School ;  young  Haktt.  I  mean,  a  boy  who  was  ever  a  pattern 
of  propriety,  and  one  absolutely  to  be  depended  upon  to  maintain  the 
prestige  of  the  school,  and— ahem !— the  authority  of  the  Masters,  in 
every  contingency. 

Mrs,  S,  In  every  oontingenc]r,  Joseph.  How  unlike  that  talented, 
but  untrastworthv,  senior  of  his,  and  of  yours,  Will  Gladsionb  ;  a 
lad  whose  leadership  you  once  acknowledged,  but  whose  gemioious 
infiuence,  ' 


fluence,  I  am  happy  to  find,  yo 
Master  JoeUenowtngly).  Kath( 


ou  have  lately  quite  cast  oft. 
^  ^  her !    Where  there 's  a  Will  there 's 

a  way ;  and  Will  thought  it  must  always  be  Am  way.    But  '*  not 
forJoE!" 

Dr.  T.  Again.  Joseph,  is  not  that— ahem  !-^uotatton  from  the 
popular  minstrelsy  of  our  time  a  leetU  reminiscent  of  ruder,  and 
more  Radical  days  f 

Master  Joe.  Perhaps  so,  Sir,  perhaps  so.  Let  me  then  say  that 
'*  J3go  primam  toUo,  nominor  quoniam  Leo  "  is  a  very  pretty  maxim 
for  iiOQS— and  jackals.  The  former  role  I  may  not  yet  nave  risen  to, 
but  I  'm  hang[ed  if  I  'U  stoop  to  the  latter. 

Dr.  T.  Quite  so,  quite  so  I  At  any  rate,  not  in  such  a  question- 
able Leonuia  Soctetas,  B^member,  also,  Joseph,  what  an  awful 
example  you  have  in  young  0BAin>0LFH,  with  whom,  at  one  time, 
you  seemed  a  little  intimate.  You  have  only  to  reflect  upon  Aw 
fiasco^  '*to  have  the  counsels  of  prudence  borne  in  imperatively 
upon  your  mind,  and  the  lesson  will  not  be  the  less  impressively 
taught  if  it  is  remembered  that  Qrandolph  will  be  en  the  spot  to 
take  note  of  and  profit  by  any  mistakes  that  may  be  committed  by 
his  more  deserving  and  suooessful  rival.*' 

Master  Joe  (aside).  Lessons  all  round,  eh  ?  Seems  to  me  all  this 
grandmotherly  advice  is  wondrous  like  a  **  wigrging  "  in  disguise. 
Perhaps  they  ^11  find  I'm  better  at  teaching  than  learning. 

Mrs.  S.  Vavendo  tutus^  Joseph,  safe  by  caution.  The  motto  of 
your  predecessor.    You  cannot  do  better  than  take  it  as  your  own. 

Master  Joe  (innocently).  Think  not,  Ma'am  ?    I  fancy  every  man 
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ought  to  have  his  own  motto.  Now  Jwaa  thinking  of 
CedenulUs/ 

Doctor  T.  Tutr-tut— tut,  Joseph  I  Inappropriate,— 
in  yonr  present  position.  You  will  have  to  yield  to  many, 
—to  those  in  authority  over  you,  in  fact.  "Leaders 
(and  Monitors)  have  to  subordinate  their  personal  tastes. 
and  even  their  individual  convictions,  to  an  enlarged 
conception  of  the  general  advantage." 

Mrs,  S,  Yes,  Joe,  don't,  whatever  you  do,  com- 
promise your  authority  by  any  indiscreet  or  extravagant 
insistance 

Master  Joe  {quic^,  though  with  hecoming  gravity). 
Quite  so.  Ma'am !  Very  true.  Sir  I  My  **  conceptions," 
I  may  say,  have  **  enla»ed  "  consideraoly  of  late,  since 
I  have  found  (as  Mrs.  S.  well  says)  **how  much  of  my 
antipathy"  (to  the  powers  that  be)  **was  sheer  preju- 
dice." And,  as  to  "the  general  advantage,"  I  am 
sanguine  that  1  shall  find  it  consonant— if  not  identical 
—with  my  own. 

Doctor  T,  {dubiously).  Humph!  Suppose  you  say 
yours  with  it,  Joseph  Y 

Master  Joe  (airily).  As  you  please.  Sir.  Things 
which  are  equal  to  the  same  thing  are  equal  to  one 
another,  you  know. 

Mrs.  S.  [aside).  Smart  boy,  very  I  I  fancy  I  should 
have  more  confidence  in  him  if  he  were  a  little  less  so. 

Doctor  T,  (gravely).  You  see,  Joseph,  there  are  some 
things  in  your  earlier  school  career  which  your  well- 
wishers  would  fain— forget.  You  were  rather  what  is 
called,  I  think,  **  a  young  Radical "  once,  not  to  say  "  a 
bit  of  a  pickle."  You  seemed  not  altogether  out  of  sym- 
pathy with  such  revolutionary  proceedings  as  **  revolts  " 
and  ^*  barring-outs,"  and  even  talked  once,  if  I  remember 
rightly,  of  putting  the  Principals  "to  ransom"— doc- 
trines better  worthy  of  a  Calabrian  brigand  than  of  a 
pubUc  school-boy.  But  let  bygones  ie  oy^ones.  Now 
that  you  are  in  a  position  of  responsibility  and— re- 
spectability, you  will,  of  course,  abandon  all  such 
revolutionary  rubbish,  and  think  not  of  yourself,  but 
others ;  consider  less  the  wild  wishes  of  your  inferiors 
than  the  wise  commands  of  your  betters. 

Master  Joe  (solemnly).  Oh,  of  course,  Sir  I  And  now,  if 
Tou,  Dr,  Po/ont— ahem ! — Dr.  T.,  and  Mrs,  Pip — I  mean 
Mrs.  8.,  hare  quite  finished  your  wig— I  should  say  wise 
eounaellings,  Ithink  I  '11— go  out  and  play !       [Does  so. 


Dtvamitical  Argxtmekts.  —  The  Apostles  of  "the 
Ooepel  of  Dynamite"  would,  if  they  oould,  speedily 
convert  a  whole  town— into  a  ruin. 


A   STARTLING   PROPOSITION. 

Individual  (suddenly  and  with  startling  vigour)- 
AoH  ?  Floy  with  me  brckoss  ther  Sea, 
Ercross  ther  dork  Lerooon  !  ! " 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

With  a  raice  of  Tristram  Shandy,  a  dash  of  Ferdinand  Count 
Fathom,  and  none  the  worse  for  the  quaint  flavouring  thus  given  to 
the  style  and  manner  of  the  romance.  The  Blue  Pavilions  hy  *'  Q." 
ifl  about  as  good  a  tale  of  rapid  dramatic  and  exciting  adventure 
as  the  Baron  remembers  to  have  read, — ^f  or  some  tune  at  least.  There 
is  in  it  Httle  enough  of  love,  though  that  little  is  well  and  prettily 
told,  but  there  is  no  lack  of  fighting  at  long  odds  and  at  short 
intervals,  of  hairbreadth  escapes,  and  of  such  chances  by  land  and 
■ea  as  keep  the  reader,  all  agog,  hurrying  on  from  point  to  point, 
anxious  to  see  what  is  to  happen  next,  and  how  the  expected  is  to 
eventuate  unexpectedly.  The  story  is  for  the  most  part  told  in  a 
humorous  devil-may-care-beHeve>it-or-not-as-you-like  sort  of  way 
which  compels  attention,  occasionally  raises  a  smile,  and  always 
excites  curiosity.  As  a  one-barrel  novel,  this  ought  to  score  a  gold 
right  in  the  centre. 

The  writer  of  a  little  leader  in  the  Daily  News  of  ksit  Wedm^sday 
■eems  to  have  been  rather  hard-up  for  a  subject  when  he  f eU  foul  of 
the  Messrs.  MACiOLLAif's  cheap  re-issue  of  A  JcBi^Mmk,  compiled 
many  years  ago  by  Mr,  Punch's  Mark  Lemon,  "Uncle  MakkJ* 
who  Drought  the  ancient  Joe  Miller  up  to  that  particular  date.  It 
was  the  last  of  the  jest-books,  and  they  are  now  qxiite  out  of  fikAhicu. 
A  quarter  of  a  century  henoe,  no  doubt,  the  fortimnte  pofiaoa»(>r  of 
one  of  these  little  books  will  come  out  with  many  a.  new  jest,  iiml  be 
esteemed  quite  an  original  wit. 

It  would  have  been  well  for  the  writer  of  the  above-mentioned 
leaderette  had  he  referred  to  the  ninth  of  Elia's  Popular  Fallacies, 
and  been  thereby  reminded  how  *'  a  pun  is  apistol  let  off  at  the  ear ; 
and  not  a  feather  to  tickle  the  intellect.''  The  Baron  is  prepared  to 
admit  that  the  lesson  to  be  learned  from  this  delightful  Essay  of 
Chables  Lamb's  is,  that  a  pun  once  let  off,  has  fizzled  off,  and 
cannot  be  repeated  with  its  first  effect.  19^ow  the  honest  historian 
of  thiSf'or  of  any  pun,  must  reproduce  in  his  narrative  all  the  circum- 
stances of  time,  pUoe,  and  individuality  that  gave  it  its  point ;  but 


the  effect  of  the  pun,  the  Baron  ventures  to  think^  it  is  impossible  to 
convey  in  print  to  the  reader,  read  he  never  so  wisdy,  nor  however 
vividly  graphic  may  be  the  descrij)tion.  Yet  if  this  same  reader 
possesses  the  art  of  reading  aloud,  with  some  aj^roach  to  the  dramatic 
Oickensian  manner,  then,  given  ah  ai^preciative  audience,  it  is  pro- 
bable that  the  pun  itself  would  not  lose  much  in  recital.  At  oest.  how- 
ever, the  crispness  of  the  original  salt  is  impaired,  though  the  flavour 
is  not  lost  by  Keeping,  and  the  enjoyment  of  it  must  depend  on  the  new 
seasoning  provided  by  the  reciter.  Of  course,  its  piquancy  may  have 
been  staled  by  too  frequent  use— but  **  this  is  another  story."  After 
all,  is  a  jest-book  meant  to  be  taken  seriously  ?  A  question  which 
"  nous  donne  a  penser,''  quoth  *      The  Baron  De  Book-Woems. 


FOGGED  I 

Blest  if  I  know  where  I  am  in  this  murkiness  made  to  benight  us. 
Blest  if  I  know  what  it  means,  this  infernal  Impressionist  etching ; 

Surely  some  Whistlee  renowned  in  the  gibbering  realms  of  Cocytus 
Drew  it— and  draws  us  along  through  its  avenues  ghostlily  stretching. 

Lights  fiicker  out  in  the  gloom,  like  diminutive  goblins  that  beckon ; 

Onward  we  stagger  and  gasp  in  the  mp  of  this  emanence  deadly : 
How  I  would  curse  if  I  could,  but  not  Rabelais  even  I  reckon 

Language  oould  find,  oravoiceif  he  wishedforthesulphurous  medley. 

Blest  if  I  know  who  you  are,  wicked  giant,  colossal  above  me, 
Pluto  perchance  or,  that  fell  spirit-ferryman,  Charon  uprising  I 

Blest  if  I  know  if  survives  in  this  demon-land  anything  of  me. 
Blest ! — ^It  's  a  lamp-post,  by  George-^a  reality  somewhat  surprising  I 

London,  how  long  shall  thy  sons  rue  this  Angel  of  Death  with  his 

grim  bow,  [throttled  ? 

Suffer  this  nightmare   to  last  by  its   ]^stilence  mangled  and 

Would  maffic  Science  could  scare  the  black  vista  to  luridest  Limbo, 

Would  that  fresh  breezes  were  tinned  and  the  sunshine  of  Italy 

botUed!! 
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THEFT  r,  THKIFT. 

[**The  Economic  Han,  whose  sole  motiTe  wti  lelfiihneas, 
wti  created  by  Adam  Smith."— Dai^  i\r#«M.] 

A  CEirruBT  'a  ffone,  and  still  wiseaores  plan 

A  future  for  tne  Eoonomio  Man ; 

But  one  fatality  strikes  us  as  oomical, — 

That— up  to  now — ^he  is  not  eeonomical! 

The  soulless  thinff  whose  motor  sde  is  Self, 

Squanders,  as  well  as  snatches,  sordid  pelf. 

Perhaps  if  he  oould  use  as  well  as  steal,  i 

The  oommon  wealth  might  prove  the  common  weaL    | 


MR.  PUNCH'S  NEW-TEAR  HONOURS,  GIFTS, 

GOOD  WISHES,  AND  GREETINGa 

{Conferred  by  Atm,  without  **  Qfflcial  Kotifieaiion,") 

To  Her  Moet  Oracioue  Mqfesty.— -The  Queendom  of 
his  heart.  ! 

To  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  and  the  Prineeee  May, —  . 
A  Bridal  Quick  March.  I 

To  Prince  George  of  Wales.— A  Clean  Bill  of  Health.  ' 

To  Prince  CAriJ^win.— **  Eyes  right  I "  j 

To  Mr,  Gladstone,— Freedom  from  the  City,  its  fogs, 
and  politics. 

To  the  Ditke  of  Devonshire.— A  Peerage,  and  the 
right  successor  in  Rossendale. 

To  Mr,  Chamberlain,— ^B  Cartoon  for  the  week. 

To  Mr,  Balfour.— An  Irish  "  Order." 

To  Lord  Randolph  Churchill. — **  Something  new  out 
o/ Africa." 

To  the  Peerage,— Qenenl  Sir  Fbederick  Robebts. 
(The  greatest  "  honour  "  of  the  lot,  by  Jove  I ") 

To  Henry  Irving.—'*  A  Health  to  the  King  "  (Haekt 
IHB  Eighth),  and  any  number  of  Nights'  (run). 

To  Johnny  jToo/^.— Rapid  recovery,  and  "  another  kind  ; 
love"  from  Toole-le- Monde]!  ' 

To  Mr.  Punches  Young  Men, — Privy  Councillorships 
(to  the  Public)  all  rouud. 

To  Everybody,— A  Happy  New  Volume  I 


A  QinssnoK  of  Pbecedbncb,  but  not  a  Pbgcedent.— 
It  is  a  gracious  act  on  the  part  of  a  Cabman,  when,  at  a  I 
dinner-party',  he  gives  the  pot  to  an  Omnibus-driver,  at 
the  same  time  oourteouslv  explaining  this  waiver  of 
rights  by  saying  that  *'  at  the  present  moment  he  is  not 
standing  on  nis  rank." 

"The  Cokplements  of  the  Seasox."  —  Christmas 
Boxes. 


SUPERIOR   EDUCATION. 

Page.  Boy  {to  Jeamss),  "  Wheee  shall  I  PUT  thish  'eb  Dish  of  Ammonds?" 
Jeatnee  {tDiih dignity).  "I'm  surpbised,  Harthur,  that  at  youb  Hagb  you 
'aven't  learnt  *ow  to  pernounce  the  r  in  Harmonds  ! " 


ONLY   FANCY! 

Lr  continuation  of  his  interesting  notes  of  incidents  connected 
with  the  gathering  of  Ministers  for  the  last  Cabinet  Council,  Our 
Special  Reporter  states  that  the  only  contreten^  arose  in  connection 
with  the  arrival^  of  Mr.  QoscHEir.     On 
alighting  from  his  coupS  the  Chanckllob 
of  the  ExcHEQUES  handed  the  driver  a 
dirtycrumpled  piece  of  paper. 
'*HiI  wot 's  this  P"  shouted  the  Cabman. 
**A  one-pound  note,"  said  the  Chak- 
CELLOB  of  the  ExcHEdUEEjblandly ;  **  give 
me  the  change." 

**  Oh,  no  you  don't,"  said  the  Cabman ; 
*'  you  toy  that  on  in  the  City,  young  feller. 
This  is  too  far  West." 

Mr.  GoscHEir,  evidently  annoyed,  care- 
fully selected  a  worn-out  shilling,  and 
tossing  it  to  the  man,  stalked  haughtilv  into  the  Treasury.  A  moment 
later  he  hurriedly  opened  the  door  and  looked  out  for  ^e  Cabman,  but 
he  had  gone.  It  was  understood.  Our  Reporter  says,  that  the  Eight 
Hon.  Gentleman  had  thought  of  a  repartee. 

The  Morning  Papers  announce,  with  tantalising  brevity,  that  *  *  Lord 
Str4THE]>en  and  Campbell  has  (sic)  returned  to  Bruton  Street  from 
Berlin."  We  are  in  a  position  to  add  that  Uie  occasion  of  the  noble 
Lords'  journey  to  Berlin  was  of  international  interest.  It  is  no 
secret  at  the  Foreign  Office  that  their  Lordships  have  for  some 
time  been  uneasy  at  the  turn  events  are  taking  in  the  East. 
The^  have  endeavoured  to  disguise  from  each  other  their  perturbed 
feelmgs.  But  Stratheden  felt  that  Campbell's  eye  was  upon  him, 
whilst  Campbell  at  last  abandoned  the  futile  effort  of  dissembling 


his  uneasiness  under  the  cold  steel-grey  glance  of  Stbathedev. 
Thev  finally  agreed  that  the  best  thin^  they  could  do  was  to  set 
forth  for  Berlin,  making  secret  ditours  in  order  to  call  at  other  of 
the  nrincipal  capitals,  and  confer  with  the  Foreign  Ministers.  The 
result,  we  are  pleased  to  learn,  has  been  most  beneficial^  and  has,  so 
to  speak,  contributed  a  hodful  of  mortar  to  the  foundation  on  which 
rests  the  peace  of  Europe. 

Mrs.  Kamsbotham  is  disposed  to  regard  Homeb  as  over-rated. 
The  only  book  of  his  she  ever  read,  she  says,  is  Bombastical  Furioso, 
and  certainly  that  did  not  assuage  her  appetite  for  any  more. 

Mr.  Stsa.1)  has  been  taking  into  his  confidence  a  universe  thrilled 
with  interest,  with  respect  to  certain  presentiments  which  from  time 
to  time  have  struck  his  mind.  One  he  oates  in  October,  1883,  at  which 
time  he  was  sub-editor  of  an  evening  journal  which  Mr.  Johv  Moblst 
then  edited.  He  had,  he  records,  a  presentiment  that  at  an  early 
approaching  date,  Mr.  Moblet  would  have  quitted  the  establish- 
ment—dead  Mr.  Stead  genially  anticipated — and  that  he  would 
reign  in  Stead.  In  view  of  the  public  interest  involved  in  these  con- 
fessions, we  have  interviewed  a  certain  Right  Hon.  Gentleman  as  to 
his  susceptibility  to  presentiments. 

**  Well,"  he  replied,  **  they  are  not  usual  with  me ;  but  I  remember 
that  for  some  time  before  the  date  mentioned,  I  felt  that  either 
Mr.  Stead  or  I  must  leave  the  paper." 


One  of  the  earliest  volumes  issued  in  connection  with  the  newljr- 
devised  Automatic  Library  in  use  on  some  lines  of  Railway,  is 
entitled  Beyond  Escape,  We  understand  that  subsequent  volumes 
will  be  Dashed  to  Pieces,  The  Broken  Bridge,  The  Sprained  Axle, 
The  Wheelbox  on  Fire,  The  Gorgon  Guard,  The  Cruel  Cowcatcher  ; 
or.  Cut  in  Twain,  The  Colour-Blind  Signalman,  and  Shunted  and 
Shattered. 
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CROSSED-EXAMINATION. 

OLD  STYLE.— Nervous  Witaiess  about  to  leave  the  6ox,  whenihii 
progress  is  arrested  by  Counsel  on  the  other  side. 

Counsel  {sharply).  Now^Sir,  do  you  know  the  value  of  an  oath  F 
Witness  {taken  aback).  Why,  yes— of  course. 
Coun.    {pointing   at   him).    Gome,  no   prevarication!     Do  you 

understand  the  value,  or  do  you 
not? 

Wit.  (confused).  If  you  will 

allow  me  to  explain r 

Coun,  Come,  Sir,  you  surelv 
can  answer  Yes  or  No— now  which 
is  it? 

Wit.  But  you  will  not  let  me 

explain 

Coun.  Don't  be  inqwrtinent. 
Sir  I  Explanation  is  un- 
needed.  Mind,  you  have  been 
sworn,  so  if  you  don*t  know  the 
value  of  an  oath,  it  will  be  the 
worse  for  you. 

Wit.  But  you  won't  let  me 
speak. 
Coun.  Won't  let  you  speak! 
Why,  I  can't  get  a  word  out  of  you.    Now,  Sir^in  plain  English— 
are  you  a  liar  or  not  P 

Wit.  (appealing  to  Judge).  Surely,  my  Lord,  he  has  no  right  to 
speak  to  me  Hke  this  P 

Judge.  Be  good  enough  to  answer  the  Counsel's  questions.  I  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it. 

Coun.  Now.  Sir— once  more ;  are  you  a  har,  or  are  you  not  P 

Wit.  I  don^t  think  that 's  the  way  to  speak  to  me 

Coun,  Don't  bully  me.  Sir  I  Tou  are  here  to  tell  us  the  truth,  or 
as  mudi  of  it  as  you  can. 

Wit.  But  surely  you  ought  to 

Coun.  Don't  tell  me  what  I  ought  to  do.  Sir.  Again;  are  you  a 
liar,  or  are  you  not  ? 

Wit.  Please  tell  me  how  I  am  to  reply  to  such  a  question  P 
Coun.  You  are  not  there  to  ask  me  questions,  Sir,  but  to  answer 
my  questions  to  you. 

Wit.  Well.  I  decline  to  reply.  ,  .  ,       . 

Judge  {to  Witness).  Now  you  had  better  be  careful.  If  you  do 
not  answer  the  questions  put  to  you,  it  will  be  within  my  right  to 
send  you  to  gaol  for  contempt  of  Court. 

Com.  Now  you  hear  what  his  Lordship  says,  and  now,  once  more, 
areyou  a  liar,  or  are  you  not  P 
Wit,  (confused).  I  don't  know. 

Coun.  {to  Jury),  He  doesn't  know !    I  need  ask  nothing  further ! 

[Sits  down. 
Foreman  {to  Judge).  May  we  not  ask,  my  Lord,  how  you  consider 
this  case  is  being  conductea  P 

Judge.  With  pleasure.  Gentlemen !  I  will  repeat  what  I  re- 
marked to  the  Master  quite  recently.  I  think  the  only  word  that 
will  describe  the  matter  is  **  noble.'*^    Distinctly  noWe ! 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  despair  o/ Witness. 

NEW  STYIjK.— Arrogant  Witness  about  to  leave  the  box ^  when 
his  progress  is  arrested  by  Counsel  on  the  other  side. 

Coun,  I  presume.  Sir,  that 

Wit.  {sharply).  You  have  no  right  to  presume.  Ask  me  what  you 
want,  and  have  done  with  it. 

Coun.  (amiably).  I  think  we  shall  get  on  better— more  quickly— if 
you  kindly  attend  to  my  questions. 

Wit.  Think  soP  Well,  it's  a  matter  of  opinion.  But,  as  I  have 
an  engagement  in  another  place,  be  good  enough  to  ask  what  you 
are  instnicted  to  ask,  and  settle  the  matter  off-hand. 


Coun,  If  you  will  allow  me  to  speak 
XP^i^.  Speak!— I  like  that!    W 


Why  I  can't  get  a  rational  word  out 
Surely,  my  Lord,  he  has  no  right  to 


of  you ! 

Coun.  {appealina  to  Judge) 
speak  to  me  like  this  P 

Judge.  Be  good  enough  to  attend  to  the  Witness.  I  have  nothing 
to  do  with  it. 

Wit.  (impatiently).  Now,  Sir,  am  I  to  wait  all  day  P 

Coun.  (mildly).  I  really  venture  to  suggest  that  is  not  quite  the 
tone  to  adopt. 

Wit.  Don*t  buUy  me,  Sir !  I  am  here  to  answer  any  questions 
you  like  to  put,  always  supposing  that  you  have  any  worth 
answering. 

Coun.  But  come— surely  you  ought  to 

Wit.  1  am  not  here  to  learn  my  duty  from  you,  Sir.  You  don't 
know  your  subject,  Sir.    How  long  have  you  been  called  P 

Coun.  J  decline  to  reply. 

Judge  (to  Counsel).  Now  you  had  really  better  be  careful.    I  wish 


to  treat  the  Bar  with  every  respect,  but  if  you  waste  any  more  time 
I  shall  feel  strongly  inclined  to  bring  your  conduct  before  your 
Benchers. 

Wit.  You  hear  what  his  Lordship  says.  What  are  you  going  to 
do  next  P 

Coun.  (confused}.  I  don't  know. 

Wit,  (to  Jury).  He  doesn't  know  I    I  needn't  stay  here  any  longer. 


r Stands''  dt^ion. 
a,  no^ 


Judge  [to  Jury).  May  I  ask  you,  Gentlemen,  how  you  consider 
this  case  is  being  conducted  P 

Foreman  of  the  Jury,  With  pleasure,  my  Lord.    We  were  all 
usinfr  the  same  word  which  exactly  describes  the  situation.     We 
consider  the  deportment  of  the  Witness  *  *  noble. ' '    Distinctly  noble. 
[Scene  closes  in  upon  despair  of  CounseL 


ROBERT  IN  A  FOG! 

Well,  if  we  ain't  a  been  and  had  a  werry  pretty  dose  of  reel 
London  ¥oa  lately,  I,  for  one,  ahood  like  to  kno  when  we  did  have 
one.  As  •for  its  cnrful  effecks  upon  tempers^  speshally  female  ones. 
Well,  it's  about  enuff  to  drive  a  pore  Waiter,  let  alone  a  hard- 
workin,  middel-aged  Husband,  stark  staring  mad! 

However,  thank  goodness,  I 've  got  one  weny  grand  xception,  and 
he  reglar  cheers  me  up  with  his  constant  good  numer. 

I  need  ardly  say  as  it's  my  old  Amerrycan  friend,  who  has  cum 
back  to  the  Grand  Hotel  again,  jest  for  to  see  what  a  reel  London 
Winter  is  like,  and  he  bears  it  all,  fog  and  alL 
splendidly.  He  was  jest  in  time  to  see  Lord 
Mare's  Sho  from  one  of  our  best  front 
winders,  and  if  he  didn't  sit  there  and  larf 
away  as  the  pore  soddened  and  soaked  persea- 
sion  parsed  by,  speshally  at  the  Lord  Majlb's 
six  gennelmen  with  their  padded  carves  and 
pink  silk  stockins,  I  never  seed  a  geimelman 
larf.  **Why  on  earth,  Mr.  Robsrt,"  he  saya 
to  me,  **  why  don't  they  have  it  in  the  bewti- 
f ool  Summer,  for  it 's  reelly  a  very  splendid  per- 
formunoeP"  To  which  I  replied,  raUier 
smartly,  beooz  I  was  nateraUy  rayther  croes, 
'*Becoz  it  has  allers  bin  held  on  the  same  honnerd  day  since  the 
rain  of  Lord  Mare  Allwive,  who  rained  sewen  hunderd  years  ago." 
**  And  has  probably  rained  ewer  since,"  he  larfingly  replied,  as  he 
went  out. 

He  thinks  London  a  fine  plaoe  for  Theaters,  and  went  sumware 
amost  ewery  nite  afore  the  Fog  begun ;  but  that  rayther  tried  him, 
mshally  in  the  middle  of  the  day ;  so  he  harsked  me  to  tell  him, 
nrom  my  long  xperienoe,  what  was  the  best  posserbel  Lunch  with 
which  to  fite  agenst  it.  So  I  pulled  myself  togeUier,  and  told  him 
one  of  my  goodstories :— *•  One  of  our  werry  best  City  Judges,  who 
is  passed  and  gone,  used  to  have  a  fat  Buck  sent  to  him  wnnce 
a  year  by  the  QuEEir,  from  Windsor  Fovest.  He  didn't  care  werry 
much  for  Wenson  hinelf ^  so  he  goes  to  Brino  and  Rtxer,  wich  is 
potical  sort  o'  name,  but  it  is  the  Turtel  Firm,  and  he  xchanges  his 
Fat  Buck  for  Turtel  Lunches  all  through  the  cold,  cold  Winter,  and 
they  kep  him  helthy  and  strong  for  years." 

*^Then  brins^  me  one  of  his  Lordship's  Lunches  at  2  o'clock  sharxi, 
to-day,"  said  ne,  *'  and  I  '11  try  it.'*^  So  I  took  him  a  sorumpahos 
bason  of  thick  Turtel.  and  a  pint  Bottel  of  Clicko's  rich  Bhampane, 
and  he  finisht  the  lot,  and  said.  **  Bring  me  xactly  the  same 
splendid  lunch  ewery  day  the  fog  lastes."  And  I  did ;  and  he  told 
me  as  how  it  enabela  him  to  face  it  bravely. 

Well,  now  for  my  foggy  story.  On  that  orf ul  Toosday  as  ewer 
was,  I  was  a  going  to  cross  Cheapside  near  the  Post  Office,  when  a 
stout  elderly  Lady  arsked  me  to  see  her  over,  and,  just  as  we  got  to 
the  Statty,  in  the  middel  of  the  road,  down  she  telL  and  dragged 
me  down  with  her.  A  most  kind  Perliceman  rushed  to  our  aaist- 
ance,  and  saved  us  both.    I  then,  luckily,  got  her  a  Cab,  and  took 

her  home  to Square,  and.  after  paying  the  Cabby  jest  what  he 

chose  to  arsk,  she  arsked.  with  a  sweet  smUe,  if  I  shood  be  offended 
if  she  gave  me  jest  a  trifiil  for  praps  saving  her  life,  as  she  said. 
I  told  her,  as  I  was  only  a  pore  Waiter,  1  was  used  to  tips  and 
strays ;  so  she  gave  me  a  reel  gold  severing,  and  a  good  arty  squeeie 
of  the  hand,  and  paid  the  Cabby  to  take  me  home,  and  nnisht  by 
saying.  "  If  you  ever  want  a  trirul.  Sir,  you  knowwiiere  to  get  it." 
And  all  I  has  to  add  is,  that  I  thinks  as  my  better  arf  mite  have  been 
jest  a  leetel  more  grayshus.  as  I  told  her,  with  amost  tears  in  my  eyes, 
of  the  graitf  ool  conduck  of  the  Lady  of Square.         Bobkbt. 

Chbisthas  is  GsRMAinr.  —  '*The  beauties  of  Leadenhall  and 
Farringdon,"  said  the  D.  T.,  *'do  not  figure  in  '  der  Hallen  an  der 
Spree/''  But  in  England,  during  Christmas  time  generally,  we  were 
*nSallen  on  der  Spree."    Rather! 

**The  Drama  of  To-dat."— A  Morning  Performance. 


^  HOTICS.— A^ected  Communications  or  Ckmtributdoas,  whether  MB.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  PUtnrea  of  any  deseripdoa,  wiU 
in  no  case  be  returned,  not  even  when  aceomnanied  bv  a  Stamnel  and  Addressed  Envelone.  Oover.  or  Wranner.    To  tkia  rale 


January  16,  1892.] 
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LES  FfiAHCAIS  PEIlfTS  PAB  EIJX-MEMES  (ET  ILLXTSTEES  PAB  NOTTS). 

,"0  JULIBTTB  ! "  s'lx^EIA  OsCAR,  BN  S'aSSEYANT  A  COTE  D'ELLB  8UR  LA  PIERRE  TUMULAIRE, 
"  EpOUSE  DE  HON  MEILLEUR  AmI  1  Js  JURE  QUE  JS  T* ADORE  !  Je  JURE  ICI,  8UR  LA 
TOMBE  DE  MA  8AINTE  MiRE,    QUI   Bf:NIT  NOB  AMOURS  DE  LA  HAUT  I  " 


CABITAL! 

Sib, — The  projposal  to  extend  the  Cab 
Radius  to  fiye  miles  from  Charing  Cross  is 
rood  in  its  wav,  but  it  does  not  go  far  enougrh. 
Mj  idea  is  tnat  the  cheap  oab-fare  should 
include  anjr  place  in  the  Home  Counties. 
Cabmen  should  also  be  prevented  hy  law  from 
refusing  to  take  a  person,  say,  from  Piccadilly 
to  8t.  Albans,  on  the  plea  that  their  horse 
'*  could  not  do  the  distance."  All  assertions 
of  that  kind  diould  be  punished  as  peijury. 
Cabmen  are  notoriously  untruthful.  Why 
should  not  Cab  Proprietors,  too,  be  obliged  to 
keep  rela:^  of  horses  at  conyenient  spots  on 
all  the  main  roads  out  of  Town  in  case  a  horse 
really  proves  unequal  to  goin^  fifteen  miles 
or  so  into  the  country,  in  addition  to  a  hard 
day's  work  in  London  r— Yours  unselfishly, 

St.  Albans,  Northwabd  Ho  I 

Sib, — Why  tri2/ people  libel  the  Suburbs, 
and  keep  on  describing  them  as  dull  ?  I  am 
sure  that  a  place  which,  like  the  one  I  write 
from,  contains  a  Lawn  Tennis  Club  (entrance 
into  which  we  keep  rery  select),  a  Circulating 
Library,  where  all  the  new  books  of  two  yearr 
back  are  obtainable  without  much  delay,  a 
couple  of  handsome  and  ascetic  young  Curates, 
ana  a  public  Park,  capable  of  holding  twenty- 
six  perambulators  and  as  many  nursemaids 
at  one  and  the  same  time,  can  only  fitly  be 
described  as  an  Elysium.  Still,  we  should 
be  grateful  for  better  facilities  for  gettiujg 
away  from  its  delifhts  now  and  then,  uid  this 
proposal  to  extend  the  Cab  Radius,  has  the 
warmest  support  of  Yours, 

Easily  Satisfied. 

Sib,— By  all  means  let  us  have  cheaper  Cabs 
in  Greater  London !  The  County  Council  should 
subsidise  a  lot  of  Cabs,  to  ply  exdusiyely  be- 
tween London  and  the  outskirts.  Or  why  not 
a  QoyemmentCab  Purchase  Bill,  like  the  Irish 
Land  Purchase  one?  We  want  a  special 
Minister  for  Public  Locomotion— perhaps  Lord 
RAin>0LPH  CmrECHiLL  would  accept  the  post  ? 

Yours,  spiritedly,  Hampstead  HEATHior. 


"HARD  TO  BEER!'' 

{jidvance-sheet/roiti  apro^'ected  AfUi-Baeehanalian  Troffi-faroe,  to  be  called 
*'By  Order  of  ths  Kaiser") 

ScEiTE— -4  Market  Place  in  Berlin,     Gbrman  Students  carousing. 
Emissary  of  the  Emperor  seated  at  table  apart  watohing  them. 
Apprehensive  Waiters  nervously  supplying  the  wants  of  their 
Customers, 
First  German  Student.  Another  flagon  of  beer.  Kellner ! 
Waiter,  Here,  Mein  Herr  I    {.Brings  glass  and,  as  he  places  it  on 
the  table,  whispers  aside.)  Oh,  beware,  my  good  Lord— this  is  your 
second  glass. 

First  Qer,  Stu,  (with  a  laugh).  I  know  what  I  am  about !    And 
now,  my  friends,  I  give  you  a  toast— The  Liberty  of  the  Fatherland ! 
Chorus  of  Students.  The  Liberty  of  the  Fatherland!  [They  all  drink. 
Em.  of  the  Emp.  (apart).  Ha! 

[ffe  makes  an  entry  in  his  note-book. 
First  Oer.lStu,  And  now  fill  another  glass.    Fill,  my  comrades— 
I  pray  you.  fill !    Kellner !  glasses  round— for  myself  and  friends. 

Kellner  {as  beforesupplyina  their  wants  and  warning  them).  Oh, 
my  gracious  Lord,  be  careful  I  Your  third  glass— mind  now,  your 
tmrd  glass ;  you  know  the  risk  you  are  running !  But  one  false 
drop  andyou  are  lost ! 

First  Oer.  Stu.  {as  before).  Well,  my  good  friend,  be  sure  you 
supply  us  with  no  drop  that  is  not  good  I  Ha,  ha^  ha !  Eh,  Karl! 
eh,  CoKBAB  I  eh,  Havs  !    Did  you  hear  my  merry  jest  ? 

[They  all  laugh. 
Em,  of  the  Emp,  {as  before).  Ha  I  (making  an  entry  in  his  note- 
book).    And  they  laugh  at  a  witless  joke  I    Good!    Very  good! 

First  Ger.  Stu.  {ioyously).  And  now,  my  comrades,  yet  another 
toast— The  Prosperity  of  the  People ! 

Chorus  of  Ger.  Stu.  (raising  their  glasses).  The  People ! 

[They  all  dnnk. 
Em.  of  the  Emp.  (apart)  Ha ! 

[He  makes  an  entry  in  his  note^book. 
First  Ger.  Stu,  And  now,  a  final  flagon !    Kellner  I 


Kellner  (as  before^  Oh,  high-bom  customer,  beware!  This  is 
your  fourth  glass !    You  know  the  law ! 

First  Ger.  Stu.  (as  before).  That  indeed  I  do  I  And  I  also  know 
that  my  daily  allowance  is — or  rather  was — twelve  quarts  per  diem  ! 
And  now,  comrades,  our  last  toast— The  Freedom  of  the  Press ! 

Chorus  of  Ger.  Stu.  {raising  their  glasses).  The  Freedom  of  the 
Press !  [They  all  drink. 

Em.  of  the  Emp.  (apart).  This  is  too  much  I  (He  rises,  and 
approacnes  the\Students,)  Your  pardon.  Gentlemen !  But  do  you 
really  believe  in  the  toasts  you  have  just  drunk  P 

Chorus  of  Stu,  Why,  certainly ! 

Em,  oftne  Emp,  What,  in  the  Liberty  of  the  Fatherland  P 

Chorus  of  Stu,  To  be  sure— why  not  ? 

Em,  of  the  Emp.  And  the  Prosperity  of  the  People— mind  you, 
only  the  People  P 

Chorus  of  Stu,  Exactly— don't  you  P 

Em,  of  the  Emp,  And  further.  You  wish  well  to  the  Freedom  of 
the  Press  P 

Chorus  of  Stu.  That  was  our  toast  I    What  next  P 

Em.  of  the  Emp.  (producing  staff  of  authority).  That,  in  the 
name  of  His  Miges^,  I  arrest  you ! 

Chorus  of  Stu,  (astounded).  Arrest  us !    Why  ? 

Em,  of  the  Emp,  Because,  if  you  believe  in  the  Liberty  of  the 
Fatherland ,  ask  for  the  Prosperity  of  the  People,  and  admire  the 
Freedom  of  the  Press,  you  must  be  drunk ! — very  orunk  I  In  virtue 
of  the  new  law  (which  punishes  the  crime  of  intoxication),  away 
with  them ! 

[The  Students  are  loaded  wUh  chains,  and  imprisoned,  for  an 
indefinite  period,  in  the  lowest  dungeon  beneath  the  costless 
moat.    Curtain, 


Our  Humobovs  Composeb.— What  Sir  Abthub  Sullivan  said  or 
sung  before  deciding  on  taking  a  Villa  at  Turbie,  on  the  Riviera, — 
**  Turbie,  or  not  Turbie,  that  is  the  question."  He  is  now  hard  at 
work  writing  a  new  Opera  (founded,  we  believe,  on  Cox  and  Box). 
and  *'I  am  here,"  he  says,  in  his  quaint  way,  **  because  I  don't 
want  to  be  dis-turbie'd." 
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THE    "RETURNED    EMPTY." 


Returned  Prodigal  singty  to  the  tune  of  ''^ Randy  Pandt/,  O!  ".— 


WxLL,  here  I'm  badk  from  Mashonaland ! 

Mine 's  hardly  a  ptoud  podtion. 
My  ideas  in  going  were  yagoely  ^rand, 

And— look  at  my  present  oondition  I 


I  may  oool  my  heels  on  this  paddng-oase ; 

'Tis  a  little  mite  like  me.  Sir !  fface, 

Say  my  '*  candid  friends,"  as  they  watch  my 

'^O.  I.C.  U.R,M.T.,  Sir!" 


I  'm  the  prodigal  GRAi^DT-PAirDY,  oh  I 
Returned  to  my  native  landy.  oh  I 
With  a  big  moustache,  and  bututtle  cash, 
Though  the  latter  would  come  in  handy,  oh ! 
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"A  VOLUNTARY   CONTRIBUTION." 

PhiliiiiM  Wife,  "Your  Paper  isn't  at  all  Amusinq  just  now.     But  therb,  I  mxtst  oonfms  it  »  not  easy  tj  be  either 
Funny  or  Witty  every  Week." 

J(mmalUi  {much  uxnried),  "No,  MY  deab,  much  easier  to  be  always  Dull  and  Prosaio  every  Evening." 

[He  loas  about  to  add  a  personal  iUtutration,  but  at,  fortunaUly,  he  didn't,  the  sullied  dropped. 


like  the  nuraeiy  J&ok-a-dandy,  oh ! 
I  may  "  love  plum-cake  and  candy,"  oh ! 
But  tarts  and  toffies,  or  sweets  of  office, 
Seem  not— -at  present— for  Grandy,  oh ! 

Well,  I  chucked  them  up, — was  it  notis  or 
pique  f 
Is  the  prooif  al  worst  of  ninnies  ? 
The  fatted  calf,  and  the  hetter  half 

Of  his  father*s  love — and  guineas, — 
Maf/  fall  to  his  share  as  he  homeward  hies. 
When  the  husks  have  lost  their  flavour. 
itfy  calf  P    Well,  it  does  not  greet  my  eyes. 
And  I  don^t  yet  sniff  its  savour. 
I  *m  a  prodigal  Grandy-Pandy,  oh ! 
Retired  from  Mashona-landy,  oh  I 
I'm  left  like  a  laggard.     Grim   RmER 
Haggard  [oh!) 

(Whose  fiction  is  **blood-and-brandy," 
Says  Africa  always  comes  handy,  oh  I 
For    **  something    new."      It    sounds 
grandy,  oh ! 
But  a  telling  new  plot  I  'm  afraid  hfjot 
The  fortune  of  Grandy-Pandy,  oh! 

Did  they  miss  me  much  ?    Well,  I  fancy  not ; 

(Though  a  few  did  come  to  greet  me ; ) 
The  general  verdict  *s  **  A  very  queer  lot  I " 

Nor  is  Sol  in  a  hurry  to  meet  me. 
Se  does  not  spy  me  afar  off.    No ! 

He  would  rather  I  kept  my  distance ; 
And  if  to  the  front  I  again  snouldgo, 

'Twon't  be  with  his  assistance. 
He  deems  me  a  troublesome  Grandy,  oh^ 
In  political  harness  not  handy,  oh ! 


I  am  out  of  a  job,  while  Balfour  is  a  nob, 
That  lank  and  effeminate  dandy,  oh  I 
Well,  a  prodigal  son  maj/  be  *  *  sandy,"  oh ! 
I  am  on  for  a  soda-and-brandy,  oh ! 

And  a  **  tub  "  at  my  Club,  where  I  'm  sure 
of  a  snub 
From  the  foes  of  returning  Grandy,  oh ! 


THE  CROSS-EXAMINER'S  VADE  MECUM. 

Question,  Have  you  a  right  to  ask  any 
question  in  Court  P 

Answer,  Certainly,  and  the  questioning  is 
left  to  mydiscretion. 

Ques.  What  do  you  understand  by  discre- 
tion 'f 

Ans,  An  unknown  quality  defined  occa- 
sionally by  the  Press  and  the  Public. 

Ques,  Is  the  definition  invariably  the 
same  Y 

Ans,  No,  for  it  depends  upon  the  exi- 
gencies of  the  Press  and  the  frivolity  and 
fickleness  of  the  PubHo. 

Ques,  Were  you  to  refrain  from  ques- 
tioning a  Witness  anent  his  antecedents, 
and  subsequentlj  those  antecedents  be- 
coming known,  his  evidence  were  to  lose  the 
credence  of  the  papers,  what  would  be  said 
of  you? 

Ans,  That  I  had  neglected  my  duty. 

Ques,  Were  you  to  question  a  Witness 
on  his  nast,  ana,  by  an  interruption  of  the 
trial,  that  Witness's  evidence  were  oonse- 

Suently  to  become  superfluous,  what  would 
tien  be  said  of  you  P 


Ans,  That  I  had  exceeded  my  duty. 

Ques,  Is  it  an  easy  matter  to  reconcile  the 
interests  of  your  clients  with  the  require- 
ments of  Public  Opinion. 

Ans,  It  is  a  most  difficult  arran^rement, 
the  more  especially  as  Public  Opmion  is 
usually  composed  of  the  joint  ideas  of  nundreds 
of  people  who  know  as  much  about  law  as 
does  a  oed-post. 

Ques,  In  the  eyes  of  Public  Opinion,  whose 
commendation  is  the  most  questionable  ? 

Ans,  The  commendation  of  a  Judge,  because 
it  stands  to  reason  (according  to  popular  ideas) 
that  a  man  who  knows  his  subject  thoroughly 
must  be  unable  to  come  to  any  definite  de- 
cision as  to  its  merits. 

Ques,  And  in  the  eyes  of  the  same  authority, 
whose  commendation  is  the  most  valuable  P 

Ans,  In  the  eyes  of  Public  Opinion  the 
most  valuable  commendation  would  come 
from  a  man  who  is  absolutely  ignorant  of 
everything  connected  with  a  Counsel's  prac- 
tice, but  who  can  amply  supply  this  possible 
deficiency  by  writing  a  letter  to  the  papers 
and  sigmng  himself  "  Fair  Plat." 

Ques,  Is  there  any  remedy  for  setting  right 
any  misconception  that  mav  have  occuired  as 
to  the  rights  and  wrongs  of  cross-examiners  P 

Ans,  Yes,  the  Public  might  learn  what  the 
business  of  a  cross-examiner  really  is. 

Ques,  1  see,  and  having  done  this,  can  you 
recommend  anything  further  P 

Ans,  Having  learned  a  cross-examiner's 
business,  the  PuUie  might  tiien  have  time  to 
attend— to  its  own  I 
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THE   TRAVELLING   COMPANIONS. 

No.  xxm. 

SoBKE—  The  Lower  Hall  of  the  Seuola  di  San  Roeco,  Venice. 
British  TourisU  discovered  studying  the  Tintorets  on  the  walls 
and  ceiling  by  the  aid  of  Ruskik,  Habe,  and  Bjedekeb,  from 
which  they  read  aloud^  instructively,  to  one  another.  Miss 
Preitdesoast  has  brought  **  The  Stones  of  Venice "  for  the 
benefit  of  her  brother  and  PoDBUBT.  Lofig  self-represston  has 
reduced  Podburt  to  that  unpleasantly  hyderical  condition 
known  as  ^^  a  fit  of  the  giggles,  which,  however,  has  hitherto 
escaped  detection. 

Miss  P.  (standing  opposite  **  The  Flight  into  Egypt"  reaMfig), 
"  One  of  the  principal  figures  here  is  the  Donkey."  Where  is  Mr. 
PoDBUBT  P  [To  P.,  who  reappears,  humbly  proffering  a  tin  focus- 
sing-case.)  Thanks,  hut  you  need  not  have  troubled!  "The 
Donkey  . . .  um— um — never  seen — ^um — ^um— any  of  the  nobler 
animah  so  sublime  as  this  quiet  head  of  the  domestic  ass" — {here 
Bob  digs  Podbubt  in  the  rtbs,  behind  Miss  P.*s  back)—**  chiefly 
owing  to  the  fprand  motion  in  the  nostril, 
and  writhing  m  the  ears."  (A  spasmodic 
choke  /rom  jPodbubt.)  May  I  ask  what 
you  find  so  amusing  ? 

Podb.  (crimson),  I— I  beg  your  i)ardon— 
I  douH  know  what  I  was  laughing  at 
exactly.  (Aside  to  Bob.)  WiU  you  shut 
up,  confound  you ! 

A  Stout  Lady,  close  by  (reading  from 
Habb).  **The  whole  symmetry  of  it  depen- 
ding on  a  narrow  line  of  ught."  (Du- 
biously, to  her  Daughter,)  I  aon*t  quite — 
oh  yes,  I  do  now— that 's  it—where  my 
sunshade  is — '*the  edge  of  a  carpenters 
square,  which  oonnects  those  unused  tools  " 
.  .  .  h*m — can  you  make  out  the  '*  unused 
tools,"  Ethel?  /can't . .  .  But  he  says— 
**The  Ruined  House  is  the  Jewish  Dis- 
pensation." Now  I  should  never  have 
found  that  out  for  myself.  (They  pass  to 
another  canvas,)  "  Tintobet  denies  him- 
self all  aid  from  the  features ...  No  time 
allowed  for  watching  the  expression"  .  .  . 
(That  reminds  me — ^what  is  the  time  by 
your  bracelet,  darling  P|  '*  No  blood,  no 
stabbine,  or  cutting  .  .  .  out  an  awful  sub- 
stitute for  these  in  the  chiaroscuro."  (Ah, 
yes,  indeed  I  Do  you  see  it.  love  ?— in  the 
right-hand  comer  r)  '*  So  that  our  eyes  " 
— (comfortablyi) — **s6em  to  become  blood- 
shot, and  strained  with  strange  horror,  and 
deadly  vision."  (Not  one  o^lock,  reoZ/y  f 
— and  we've  to  meet  Papa  outside  Florian's, 
for  lunch  at  one-thir^!  Dear  me,  we 
mustn't  stay  too  long  over  this  room.) 

A  Solemn  Gentleman  (with  a  troublesome 
oough,  who  is  also  provided  with  Habk, 
reading  aloud  to  his  wife),  .  .  '*  Further  en- 
hanced by— rook— rooK — rook  I— a  largely- 
made — rook — ook! — farm-servant,  leaning 
on  a— ork — ork— ork — ork— or— ook  I— bas- 
ket.   Shall  I— ork !— go  on  ? 

His  Wife,  Yes.  dear,  do,  please  I  It 
makes  one  notice  things  so  much  more ! 

[The  Solemn  Gentleman  goes  on. 

Miss  P*  (os  they  reach  the  staircase). 
Titian,  Mr.  Fodbubt  !    Ruskin  particularly  mentions  it.    Do  note 
the  mean  and  petty  folds  of  the  drapery,  and  compare  them  with 
those  in  the  Tintobets  in  there. 

Podb,  (obediently).  Yes,  I  will,— a— did  you  mean  now—and  will  it 
take  me  long,  because [Miss  Pbendeboast  sweeps  on  scornfully. 


"A  Solemn  Gentlemau,  with  a  troublesome  cough, 
reading  aloud  to  his  Wife." 


Now  juit  look  at  this 


The  Solemn  O.  Now  what  J  want  to  see,  my  dear,  is  the  ork— ork 
—angel  that  Rxtskin  tMnks  TnrroBETro  painted  the  day  after  he 
saw  a  rook — ^kic— kic — ^kio— kingfisher. 

[Bob  nudges  Podbtjbt,  who  resists  temptation  heroically. 

Miss  P,  (reading).  .  .  .  **  the  fig-tree  which,  by  a  curious  caprice, 

has  golden  ribs  to  all  its  leaves."— Do  you  see  the  ribs,  Mr.  Podbubt. 

Podb.  (feebly),  Y— yes.    I  believe  I  do.    Think  they  grew  that 

sort  of  fitr-tree  formerly,  or  is  it — a — allegorical  t 

Miss  P.  (receiving  this  query  in  crushing  silence).  The  ceiling 
requires  careful  study.  Look  at  that  oblong  panel  in  the  centre— 
with  the  fieryserpents,  which  Rusimr  finely  compares  to  **  winged 
lampreys."  lou^re  not  looking  in  the  right  way  to  see  them, 
Mr.  Podbubt! 

Podb.  (faintly).  I— I  did  see  them— a//  of  them,  on  my  honour  I 
did  I    But  it  gives  me  such  a  crick  in  my  neck  I 

Miss  P.  Surely  TnrroBET  is  worth  a  crick  in  the  neck.  Did  you 
observe  "the  intense  delight  in  biting  expressed  in  their  eyes  ? " 

Bob.  (frivolously).  J  did,  'Patia— exactly  the  same  look  1  observed 
last  night,  in  a  mosquito's  eye. 

[Podbubt  has  to  use  his  handkerchief  violently. 
The  Stout  Lady.  Now,  Ethel,  we  can 
just  spend  ten  minutes  on  the  oeiling— and 
then  we  must  go.  That's  evidently  Jonah 
in  the  small  oval.  I Jief erring  to  plan.) 
Yes,  I  thought  so.— it  is  Jonah.  Rusxnr 
considers  "the  whale's  tongue  much  too 
large,  unless  it  is  a  kind  of  cnmson  cushion 
for  Jonah  to  kneel  uiwn."  Well,  why  not  t 
Ethel.  A  cushion,  Mother  ?  what,  inside 
the  whale ! 

The  Stout  Lady.  That  we  are  not  told, 
my  love—**  The  submissiveness  of  Jonah  is 
well  given  " — So  true— but  Papa  can't  bear 
being  kept  waiting  for  his  lunch — we  really 
ourfit  to  go  now.  [They  go. 

The  Solemn  O.  (reading),  "  There  comes 
up  out  of  the  mist  a  dark  hand."  Have 
^otigot  the  dark  hand  yet,  my  dear? 

His  Wife.  No,  dear^  only  the  mist.  At 
least,  there  's  something  that  may  be  a 
branch ;  or  a  bird  of  some  sort. 

The  S.  O.  Ha,  it 's  full  of  suggestion- 
full  of  suggestion  I 

[He  passes  on,  coughing. 
Miss  P,  (to  Podbubt,  who  is  still  quiver- 
ing).  Now  notice  the  end  one — **  the  Fall  of 
Manna"— not  Ma^  end;  that's  **the  fall 
of  Man."  Ruskin  joints  out  (reading) — 
**A  very  sweet  incident.  Four  or  hve 
sheep,  instead  of  pasturing,  turn  their 
heads  to  catch  the  manna  as  it  comes 
down"  (here  ^oii  catches  Podbubt's  eye) 
**  or  seem  to  be  licking  it  o£E  each  other's 
fleeces."  (Podbubt  is  suddenly  convulsed  by 
inexplicable  and  untimely  mirth.)  Really, 
Mr.  Podbubt,  this  is  too  disgraceful !  [She 
shuts  the  book  sharply  and  walks  away. 

Outside  ;  by  the  landing-steps. 

Miss  P.  Bob,  go  on  and  get  the  gondola 
ready.  I  wish  to  speak  to  Mr.  Podbubt. 
(To  Podbubt,  after  Bob  has  withdrawn.) 
Mr.  Podbubt,  I  cannot  tell  you  how  dis- 
gusted and  disappointed  I  feel  at  your 
senseless  irreverence. 


Podb,  (following,  with  a  desperate  effort  to  be  intelligent).  They  tried  and  found  wanting.    I  have  no  alternative  but  to  release  you 
don't  seem  to  have  any  Fiammingoes  here.  I  finally  from  your  vows— I 


Podb.  ( penitently),  I— I  'm  really  most  awfully  sorry — ^but  it  came 
over  me  suddenly,  and  I  simply  couldn't  help  myself  I 

Miss  P.  That  is  what  makes  it  so  very  hopeless— after  all  the 

pains  I  have  taken  with  you  I    I  have  been  beginning  to  fear  for 

some  time  that  you  are  incorrigible — and  to-day  is  i^Dally  the  kut 

straw  I    So  it  is  kinder  to  let  you  know  at  once  that  you  have  been 

I  have  no  alternative  but  to  release  you 

!  cannot  allow  you  to  remain  my  suitor  any 

Miss  P.  (freezingly,  over  her  shoulder).  Any  what,  Mr.  Podbubt  ?  !  longer. 
Flamingoes?  Podb,  (humbly).  I  was  always  afraid  I  shouldn't  last  theoourse, 

Podb.  (confidently,  having  noted  down  the  name  at  tlie  Accademia  ■  don't  you  know.  I  did  my  best— but  it  wasn't  in  me,  I  suppose.  It 
on  his  shirt^cuff).  No,  **  Ignoto  Fiammingo,"  don't  you  know.  I '  was  awfully  good  of  you  to  yit  up  with  me  so  long.  And,  I  say, 
like  that  chap's  style — what  I  call  thoroughly  Venetian.  you  won't  mind  our  being  friends  still,  will  you  now? 

[Well-informed  persons  tn  front  overhear  and  smile,  \     Miss  P.  Of  course  not.    I  shall  always  wish  you  well,  Mr.  PoD- 
wyed).  That  is  rather   strtuoge- because  **  Ignoto  i  bubt— only  I  won't  trouble  you  to  accompany  me  to  any  more 

galleries! 

Podb.  A— thanks.    I— I  mean,  I  know  I  should  only  be  in  your 

way  and  all  that.    And— I  'd  better  say  good-bye.  Miss  Pbbndbb- 

OAST.    You  won't  want  me  in  the  gondola  just  now,  I  'm  sure.   I  can 

easily  get  another.  igitized  by  V. 

Miss  P.  Well— good-bye  then,  Mr.  Podbttbt.  I  will  explain  to  Bob. 


Miss  P.  (annoyed).  That  is 'rather   steange— because  **  Ignoto 

Fiammingo"  happens  to  be  merely  the  Italian  for  **an  unknown 

Fleming,^'  Mr.  Podbubt.  [Collapse  o/ Podbubt. 

Bob.  Uuide  to  Podbubt).  You  great  owl,  you  came  a  cropper  that 

time!    [He  and  Podbttbt  indulge  in  a  subdued  bear-ftqht  up  the 

stairs,  after  which  they  enter  the  Upper  Hail  in  a  state 

of  preternatural  solemnity. 
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Hard-riding  Individual  (to  Friend^  vrhose  Horse  lias  refused  with  dire  results),  '*  Hkllo  1    Chablbt,  old  Man,  how  are  Tuhnipa 

LOOKING  DOWN  IN  THAT  NBIttHBOURHOOD  ? " 


[She  steps  into  the  gondola :  Bob  raises  his  eyebrows  in  mtUe  interro- 

gatwn  at  Pqdbubt,  who  shakes  his  heady  and  allows  the  gondola 

to  go  without  him, 

Podb.  (to  himself^  as  the  gondola  disappears).   So  that '«  over ! 

Haseed  if  I  don't  think  I  'm  sorry,  after  all.    It  will  be  beastly 

lonely  without  anybody  to  bully  me,  and  she  could  be  awfully  nice 

when  i^e  chose.  .  .  .  Still  it  w  a  relief  to  have  got  rid  of  old  Tin- 

ToiiET,  and  not  to  have  to  bother  about  Bellini  and  Cista  and 

that  lot  .  .  .  How  that  beggar  Ctlchaed  will  crow  when  he  hears 

of  it!     Shan't  tell  him  anything— if  I  can  help  it.  .  .  .  But  the 

worst  of  getting  the  sack  is— people  are  almost  boutid  to  spot  you.  .  . 

I  think  1  '11  be  off  to-morrow.    I've  had  enough  of  Venice! 


ONLY  FANCY  ! 

In  the  admirabljr-compiled  columns  of  *'This  Morning's  News," 
given  in  the  DaHj/  News^  we  read  with  interest  a  paragraph 
occasionally  ajypearing,  furnishing  information  as  to  prices  current 
in  the  Provision  Market.  We  have  made  arrangements  to  supply 
our  readers  with  something  of  the  same  character,  which  cannot  tail 
to  be  valued  in  the  household. 

From  numerous  sources  of  information,  we  learn  that  prime 
English  beef  is  underdone,  which  causes  rather  a  run  on  mutton. 
Bevenons,  &c.,  is  the  watchword  in  many  households.  Poultry  flies 
rather  high  for  the  time  of  year,  and  grouse  is  also  up.  Grice — why 
not  ?  plural  of  mouse,  mice — grice,  we  say,  are  growing  more  absent, 
and  therefore  dearer.  Black  game  is  not  so  darkly  hued  as  it  is 
painted,  and  a  few  transactions  in  wild  duck  are  reported.  Lard  is 
hardening,  as  usual  in  frosty  weather.  Hares  are  not  so  mad  as  in 
March,  still,  on  the  approach  of  a  passer-by,  they  go 
off  rapidly.  Rabbits,  especially  Welsh  ones,  are  now 
excellent.  As  Christmas  recedes,  geese  have  stopped 
laying  golden  eggs.  Turkey  (in  Europe,  at  least)  is 
in  high  feather.  Brill  is  now  in  brilliant  condition ; 
soles  are  right  down  to  the  ground,  whilst  eels  begin 
to  show  themselves  in  pairs.  Halibut  is  cheap,  but 
A  Pair  of  Eels,  gackbut  is  scarce,  and  psaltery  requires  such  prolonged 
soaking  before  it  is  fit  for  the  table,  that  purchasers  fight  shy  of 
anything  but  small  parcels.  As  for  plaice,  a  large  dealer  tells  us  he 
has  been  driven  to  the  condusion  that  there  is  *'  no  plaice  like  home." 


We  hear  of  a  curious  incident  in  connection  with  the  revival  of 
Henry  the  Eighth  at  the  Lyceum.  On  Saturday  night,  a  gentleman 
who  had  witnessed  the  play  from  the  Stalls  and  carefully  sat  it  out. 
demanded  his  money  back  as  he  went  out.  He  did  so  on  the  ground 
that  he  had  alwa;7s  understood  that  Henry  the  Eighth  was  by 
Shasspeabe.  and  found  it  credibly  asserted  that  that  gentleman  had 
no  part  in  the  authorship  of  the  piece.  Mr.  Bbam  Stokeb,  M.A., 
was  called  to  the  assistance  of  the  box-keeper,  and  ably  discussed 
the  point.  Whilst  declining  to  commit  himself  to  the  admission  that 
Shaespea&e  had  no  hand  m  the  work,  he  quoted  authority  which 
assigned  the  authorship  to  Fletchbk  and  Massengeb  ;  in  which  case, 
he  ingeniously  argued,  the  authorship  being  dual,  the  price  of  the 
Stalls  ought  to  be  doubled.  Conversation  taking  this  turn,  the 
gentleman,  whose  name  did  not  transpire,  withdrew. 

Miss  Jane  Cobdxn,  ex- Alderman  of  the  London  County  Council, 
who  has  long  pluckily  championed  Woman's  Rights,  has  now,  according 
to  an  announcement  in  the  papers,  determinea  to  assert  her  own,  and 
get  married.     C^est  magnijique,  mais  ce  n'est  pas — Aldermanic. 

A  telegram  from  Berlin  states  that  Dr.  Pfeipfeb,  a  son-in-law  of 
Professor  Koch,  has  succeeded  in  discovering  the  cause  of  influenza 
and  its  infection  in  a  bacillus^  which,  when  seen  under  the  micro- 
scope, appears  in  the  shape  oi  a  most  minute  rod.  The  best  thing 
that  can  i>B  done  with  this  rod  is  to  put  it  in  pickle,  and  keep  it  there. 

It  is  satisfactory  to  know  that,  at  the  approaching  revival  of 
Htdtandoj  the  Brtgand,  the  handkerchiefs  used  by  the  Brigands  in 
their  famous  scene  of  contrition  at  the  end  of  the  Third  Act.  are 
entirely  of  British  manufacture.  We  understand  that  they  are  from 
the  looms  of  Messrs.  Puff  and  Reclame. 


In  the  First  Act  of  the  same  piece,  it  will  be  remembered  that  the 
bridal  party  is  captured  whole  by  Httbando,  disguised  as  a  mendi- 
cant, in  the  recesses  of  one  of  the  forests  of  the  Abrnzzi.  The  real 
pine-trees,  which  are  to  figure  in  the  foreground  of  this  striking 
scene,  have  been  grown,  with  immense  labour  and  expense,  in  the 
well-known  nurseries  of  Messrs.  Wssdeh  and  Potteb,  at 
Ditchington.  The  mendicant's  rags,  it  should  be  added,  are  from 
one  of  our  most  celebrated  slop-shops  in  the  Ratcliff  Highway. 
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TRIUMPH   OF   ART  OVER    NATURE. 

SerioUi  Artist,    **l  THIKK  TOU  KNBW  THE  MODKL  FOR  THIS  FlGURB— POOR  BbQOAR,  DbAF 

AND  Dumb." 

LiglU'hitartML  FrUnd,  **  I  know,— xrwD  TO  8iT  at  Corner  of  Strxxt.    Draf  and  Dumb  : 
By  Jove,  you  've  made  a  Speakinq  Likeness  of  him  I    Wonderful  1 ! " 


''THERE'S  THE  RUB!'' 

{All  Old  Story  with  a  New  Application,) 
Champion  JBHi^Poster,  loquitur : — 

"Bill-stickers  beware!"    Ah!  that's  all 
very  well,  [mg. 

A  wondroasly  wise,  if  conTentbnal,  warn- 
But  I'm  the  legitimate  **  Poster  "—a  swell 

In  the  paste-pot  profession,  all  '*  notices" 
scorning. 
A  brash  surreptitious^  and  Bills  unofficial, 

No  doubt,  are  a  nuisance  to  people  of  taste, 
To  Order  offensive,  to  Law  prejudicial, 

But  who  can  object  to  my  pot  and  my  paste  ? 

'Tis  time  that  this  Poster  were  up!    Slap- 

dap-ilosh  /  Qetters ! 

I  think  it  a  telling  one.    Brave,  Big,  Blue 

Some   rivals  about,  but  their  programmes 

won't  wash ;  [betters. 

Those  Newcastle  noodles  must  own  us  their 


is  an  Art,  and  no 


I'm   Champion   Bill-Poster!     Even   Brum 

JOET, 

Who  flouted  me  once  will  acknowledge  that 
fact. 
Mv  Bills  are  so  goey,  and  fetching,  and  show  v, 
My  paste  so  adhesive,  my  brush  so  exact  I 

8lap'$lop'%Udder'9lo9h!     There's   *'stiok- 
phast^"  if  you  like.  ^ 
Bill-sticking  like  this  i 
error. 
Bold  letters,  brave   colour!     A  poster  to 
strike,^ 
Admiration   with  some,  and  with  some, 
perhaps,  terror. 
I  wish  I  quite  knew  that  the  former  prepon- 
denite, — 
That  is,  tufHeienify.    Mutterings  I  hear,— 
But  there,  'tis  a  Bill  to  admire,  and  to  won- 
der at. 
Why,  after  five  seasons'  lucoess,  should  I 
fear? 


Hist!    YThat  is  that?    Thought  I  hewd  a 
low  grunt. 

Hope  not,  I  'm  sure,  for  I  'm  sick  of  stye- 
voices  [brunt; 
Arthur  of  those,  has  no  doubt,  borne  the 

Now  in  a  semi-relief  he  r^oices 
Pigs  are  fit  only  for  styes  and  noae-ringing. 

Never  let  Irish  ones  run  looee  and  root. 
Rather  wish  Arthur  were  less  sweet  on  flinging 

Pearls  before  pigs ;  as  well  feed  'em  on  fruit. 

Hrumph  !    There,  I  thought  so !    Hrumph  ! 
nrumph  !     What  a  pent ! 
Sure  that  big  brute  has  his  eye  on  my  ladder. 
Has  Arthur  loosed  himP     He  thinks  he 
knows  best« 
But  a  nasty  spill  not^.'— nothing  well  oould 
be  sadder 
Brutes  always  rub  their  brood  backs  and  stiff 
bristles  [lor! 

Against— anything  that  oomes  handy.    Oh 
How  the  brute  shoulders,  and  snorts,  gmnts 
and  whistles  I 
Off  to  the  gutter,  you  big  Irish  boar  I 

Not  he !    He  nears  me !    It  u  Arthur's  pet. 

Light  ladder  this ;  would  oapsiEe  in  a  Jiffy. 

His  bristles  he  'd  sorape  and  his  tasks  he 

would  idiet 

Against  it    I  wish  he  were  drowned  in  the 

liffeyl 

Whieht!  Getaway!  He 's so heary and  big. 

There !  round  the  ladder  he 's puyingthe 

fooler.  \f\g  I 

Ah!  there 's  the  rub.    Patrick  scomfiah  that 

If  he  doesn't  mean  deviltry  I  'm  a— Home 

Ruler  1  [Left  fld^etting. 

UNASKED. 

Ukaskxd,  the  Tax-Collector  wild 
Presents  to  smirking  Mary  his 

Demand— on  what  the  Roman  styled 
**  Kalendie  Januariie.'* 

Unasked,  a  Christmas-bex  to  gain. 
Sweeps,  lamplighters,  and  postmen  come ; 

Unasked— too  often  to  remain — 
The  wife's  mammas  of  most  men  come. 

Unasked,  it  looms— that  ophideide 
From  Germany,  with  melodies 

Whereat  the  cow  of  storv  died ; 
Whereat  a  modem  fellow  dies. 

Unasked,  partakes  my  Christmas  cheer, 
(Whom  oft,  my  front-door  bell  at,  I 've 

Sunnised.  the  better  much  for  beer)— 
My  Cook's  fraternal  relative. 

Unasked,  my  bills  appear  in  shoals^ 
**  With  eomphmente"  from  creditors ; 

Unasked,  in  verse  I  send  my  soul's 
Throbs— with  a  stamp— to  Editors. 

Unasked,  that  editorial  pack 
Return  my  **  throbs  "  in  heavy,  new, 

Criro  envelopes,  unstamped,  alack ! 
while  I  defray  Uie  Revenue. 

Mrs.  Ram's  nephew  was  reading  aloud  the 
prospectus  of  the  Clerical,  Medical,  and 
General  Life  Assurance  Society.  She  was 
much  impressed  by  the  idea  of  Clerical 
Assurance,  and  expressed  herself  greatly 
pleased  at  the  Yen.  Archdeacon  Farrar 
being  one  of  the  Directors.  **But  what 
puzzles  me,"  observed  the  excellent  lady, 
^'is  a  parajrraph  headed  'Disposal  of  the 
Surplice.'  I  know  that,  vears  affo,  there 
was  a  'surplice  difficulty.^  But  I  thought 
that  had  been  disposed  of.  Or,"  she  added, 
brightening  up,  as  if  struck  by  a  happy 
solution  of  the  difficulty,  "does  it  mean 
that  the  Clerioal  Assurance  Society  means 
to  take  in  washing  F  Most  useful  if  they  do, 
and  so  paying."  ,|_ 

DBFiKinoir  OP  "Chaff."— The  husk  of  Wit 
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PLAYING   OLD   HARRY   AT  THE    LYCEUM. 

'*  I  ovoB  did  manage  to  make  a  oast  oorreotly,"  writes  Akdbxw 
Luro.  in  his  ohanning  book  anent  the  sport  and  pastime  of  fishing, 
and  if  ever  Hekbt  Ibyino  made  a  cast  to  catch  the  pablio,  it  is  now, 
when  he  uses  as  his  bait  Shaxspsa.kb's  Henrv  the  Eighth,  got  up  in 
a  style  which  em|>hatically^  **  beats  the  record,"  so  utterly  '*  regard- 
less of  expense  "  is  it,  with  well-tried,  responsible  actors,  in  what 

may  be  called  minor  jmrts, 
though  the  majority  of  the 
dramatis  perstrntB  art*  on  n 
fair  dramatic  equality,  and 
with  Our  Ellew  Terily,  ms 
Queen  Katharine,  and 
himself  as  the  great  Lord 
Cardinal. 

The  first  difficulty  that 
Hknbt  iBynrG  had  to  face 
—literally   to   face  —  waa 
that  by  no  sort  of  art  codd 
he  make  up  hisf  ea- 
turestobeanexact  c   /^ 
portrait  of   CAH-ifViQ 
DINAL      WOL8BT.  i  ^  *Awii 
Personally,  I  pre- 
fer Mr.  iRyiNo's     _^ 
picture  of  WoLSEY  Wi^ 
to  the  extant  ]^r-  v  v  j^ 
traits,    which  /H    ,j 
concur  in  repre-  ^)'^ 
senting  him  as  a  '^ 
heavy,    jowly- 
"^  j.-^    ^  faced   man.  wno 
^-r.sfS  might  be  taken  as 
^  ^^^^^^*^  *  model  for  one  of 

--    -.       4.-    r  J  eccentric -looking 

The  Magnetic  Lady.  ecclesiastics       in 

the  Conte$  Drolatiquee,  rather  than  as  the  living  present- 
ment of  the  great  Chancellor,  Statesman,  and  Churchman 
who  ruled  a  cruel,  craftv,  sensual  tyrant,  and  successfully 
guided  the  policy  of  England  at  home  and  abroad.  Henst  Ibviko's 
Cardinal  is  a  mnd  figure,  courtly^  though  somewhat  too  cringing 
withal,  evident^  despising  the  various  means  he  uses  to  further 
the  end  he  has  in  view,  and  looking  upon  the  Lords,  Courtiers  and 
all  around  him  as  merely  puppets,  whose  strings  he  holds  to  work 
them  as  he  will. 

Then,  aftCT  seeing  him  as  Sole  Adviser  of  the  Crown,  after  seeing 
him  as  Highest  Judge  in  the  Ecclesiastical  Divorce  Court  in  such 
splendid  state  as  our  Judge  Jeune  may  eye  with  envy,  after  seeing 


djiag  master,  for  dying  he  is,  as  he  staggers  feebly  from  the 
Palace  at  Bridewell.  It  is  difficult  to  call  to  mind  any  situation  in 
any  play  more  ffenuinely  affecting  in  its  simplicity  than  this.  The 
audience  is  hela  spell-bound, — ^yet,  for  my  part,  I  should  have  wel- 
comed a  greater  variety  in  tone  and  action. 

Miss  Ellen  Tebby's  Queen  Katharine  is  a  **  very  woman."  Tou 
can  see  how  she  has  caught  the  King,  and  how  she  still  holds  him. 
She  loves  him,  actually  loves  him,  to  th  "last  *  to  respect  him  is  im- 
possible^ but  ^  she  respects 
fitrsL'lf  I  aud  it  is  juat  tMii 
!o\e  for  Mm,  for  what  hti 
was,  uot  what  he  is,  and  her 
respeet  for  heraelf,  whic^h 
Mii*3  KiXKUv  Tkrrtt  mnrks 
30  foroibly.  Kaihanne  ix  a. 
foreigner,  therefore  is  her 
bearing,  though  stately, 
less  stolid  than  thai:  of  tne 
trpical  EajfliiU  Tiugedy 
(iueea*     The  note   of  her 


.5^U~ 


«'  60  to,"  Norfolk  and  Suffolk  I 


him  in  his  own  Palace,  most  courteous  as  Grand  Master  and  liberal 
Provider  of  Right  Royal  Revels,  he  is  exhibited  to  us  in  the  deserted 
Hall,  a  spectacle  for  gods  and  men  (that  is,  shown  to  the  Gallerv  and 
the  rest  of  the  audience),  the  single  figure  of  the  Chreat  Cardinal, 
faUen  from  his  high  estate ;  and  to  him,  in  place  of  all  his  princelj 
retinue,  comes  his  one  faithful  servant,  Cxomwxll,  suHxnting  his 


fe 


The  Cardinal's  Train  de  Luxe, 

scene,  so  striking  by  its  simplicity,  is  its  perfect  tranquillity. 
10  's  Orihth  f  Why  the  veteran  Howe  Jah,  Howe,  When  and 
Where  did  1  first  see  you.  Sir  P  Wasn't  it  m  the  days  when  good 
old  Mortonian  farces  were  thtr 
attraction  at  the  Hajmiarkety)  is 
*'  the  safe  man,''  and  exeellently 
well  did  he  deliver  his  t^pitaph  011 
WoUey,  But  all  ar«  pood,  not 
forgetting  our  old  fnead  the 
sterling,  that  is  the  AmtHUH 
SrriELiNO  actor  as  Of  a  tuner  ^  and 
the  youthful  Gillie  FAitainiAR, 
unrecognisable  as  Lord  Sand^^ 
looking  as  ancient  a»  if  he  were 
The  Sands  of  Time. 

This  revival  is  bound  to  have  a 
long  —  it  may  be  an  nnprece- 
dentedlv  long — run.  AU  of  us 
dearly  love  a  show.  Moreover, 
'tis  educational ;  and  the  Suhool 
Board  should  issue  an  F^xumi- 
nation- paper  on 
the   history  of 

HSVBT        THE 

Eighth  and  his 
times  as  exem- 
plified by  Mr. 
iRvrwo  &  Co.  at 
the  Lyceum. 

Jack-ik-the- 

Box.  Ellen  Terry  as  Kate. 

P.S.— The  cost  of  production  of  Renrp  the  Eighth  at  the  Lyoeum 
was  £2.50,000  3«.  ^\d,  Mr.  Irtiko's  nightly  expenses  are 
£10,999  2«.  b\d.  I  thought  it  had  been  more,  but  the  above  infor- 
mation comes  to  me  from  a  person  whose  veracity  I  should  not 
like  to  question,  except  with  the  boundless  sea  between  us. 

Cox.  FOR  THE  C.  0.  S.— When  Shajcspears  said,  **The  quality 
of  mercy  is  not  strained,"  did  he  mean  that  it  was  not  strained 
through  a  Charity  Organisation  Society  ? 


**Reai>ino  between  the  Lines"  is  a  dam 
there 's  a  Train  eoming.  igitizec 


cproiu  ocoupit  ion— when 


Si 
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^^....^^.^..^    ^  « -^  whist— but  of  this  hereafter.    My  Caddie,  or  arm-bearer,  has  his 

CONFESSIONS    OF    A    DUFFER.  !  own  Tiews  about  the  causes  of  my  incompetence. 

T  — ftftT  P  '*^®  *^  ^^  standinic  rioht.    Ye  hand  yer  hands  wrang.    Ye  tak* 

1.— uui-r.  I  yer  ee  off  the  ba*.    Ye  're  ower  quick  up.    Ye  're  ower  slow  doun. 

The  Fairies  who  came  to  mj  Christening  provided  me  with  a  large  j  Ye  dinna  swing.  Ye  fa'  back.  Ye  baud  ower  ticht  wi'  yer  richt 
collection  of  toys,  implements,  and  other  articles.  There  was  a  hand.  Ye  dinna  let  your  arms  srang  easy.  Ye  whiles  tap.  and 
heart,  a  tender  one,  a  pen  of  ^ld,~a  set  of  Golf-dubs,  a  bat,  wickets, !  whiles  slice,  and  whiles  heel,  or  ye  nit  her  aff  the  tae.  Ye  're  hook- 
and  a  Imll,  oars  and  a  boat,  boxing  gloves,  foils,  guns,  rifles,  books,  j  ing  her.  Ye  're  no  thinking  o'  what  ye  're  doing.  Ye  '11  neyer  be 
eyenrthing,  except  ready  money,  that  heart  could  desire.  Unluckily  i  a  Gowfer.    Lord  I  ony  man  can  laim  Greek,  but   Gowf  needs 

one  Fairy,  who  was  old,  deaf,  plain,  and  who  had  not  been  iuTited,   a  heid." 
ill— ■■I..1    *«T4>  ;•  .11  ^^^m^ -m^n  ».»  ^l:ij  i^t.  .^  .^^  ^  4.t.^^  -.^^^i^       — 


obserred!,  **  It  is  all  yery  welL  my  child,  but  not  one  of  these  artides 

shall  you  be  able  to  use  satisfactorily."    This  awful  curse  has  hung         „    

heavT  on  my  doom.     With  a  restless  desire  to  shine  and  excel,  at  j  oriTer  in  hand. 
Lords,  on  the  river,  on  the  Moors,  in  the  forests,  in  Society,  on   '' 
the  Links,  bitter  personal  experience  and  the  remarks  of  candid 
friends,  tell  me  that  the  doom  has  come  upon  me.    I  am  **  an  all- 


Here  are  fifteen  ways  of  gdng  wrong,  and  there  is  only  one  way  of 
gdng rightl  Fifteen  things  to  think  of,  every  time  you  take  a 
^-^ —  -•-  1— J     And^  remember,  that  is  not  nearly  alL    These 


M-.^/v 


also  at  tops,  and  my  personal  efforts  in  tiiese  kinds  were  constantly 
in  liquidation.  But  what  are 
marbles  and  tops!  The  first 
regular  game  I  was  entered  at 
was  Goli.  Five  is  not  too 
early  to  be^in,  and  I  began 
at  five  by  being  knocked  down 
with  a  dub  whidi  another 
small  boy  was  brandishing* 
This  nanirally  gave  me  an 
extreme  zeal  for  the  sport  of 
Mast  Stuaxi,  the  Great  Mar- 
quis of  Moimiofls,  Chaxleb 
EnwABD  (who  introduced  Gdf 
into  Italy},  Dukgak  Fobbxs 
of  Cullooen,  Mr.  Hobacs 
HuTCHiirsoK,  and  other  emin- 
ent historical  characters. 

Almost  evervbody  now 
knows  that  Golf  is  not 
Hockey.  Nobody  rum  after 
the  bell  except  younf  ladies 
at  W— m— nf  The  omeot  is 
to  put  a  very  small  bail  into 
a  very  tiny  and  remotdy 
distant  hole,  with  engines 
singularly  ill  adapted  for  the 
purpose.  There  are  many 
en^es.  First  there  is  the 
Dnyer,  a  long  dub,  where- 
with the  ball  is  supposed  to  be 
propelled  from  the  tee,  a  little 
patch  of  sand.  The  Tee  and 
the  Caddie  have  nothing  to  do 
with  each  other ;  nobody  but 
a  flippant  Cockney  sees  any 
fun  in  plays  upon  words 
whidi,  in  themsdves.  are  only 
too  serious.  Then  there  is  a 
weapon  called  a  Brassey.  It 
is  like  unto  a  dub^but  is  shod 
with  brass,  and  is  used  for 
hitting  a  ball  in  **a bad  He" 
among  long  grass  or  heather. 


ly 
fifteen  fatal  errors  apply  to  lonsr  driving.    You  may  (or  at  least  I 


may,  and  do)  make  penty  of  other  blunders  with  the  other  weapons. 
Say  the  ball  lies  in  sand—*'  a  bunker,"  technically.  If  you  hit  it 
whack  on  the  top,  it  disappears  in  a  foot-mark.  If  you  *'  tak'  plenty 
o'  sand."  why,  you  get  plenty  of  sand  in  your  mouth,  your  eyes, 
down  the  back  of  vour  neck,  and  the  ball  is  no  forwarder.  If  you 
strike  her  quite  clean,  she  goes  like  a  bullet  against  the  face  of 

the  bunker,  soars  in  the  air, 
falls  on  your  head,  and  you 
Wthehdel  Oh,  Golf  is  full 
of  bitterness  I 

Suppose  we  play  a  round. 
Xho  ball  is  neaUy  "tee'd  "  on 
a  patch  of  sand.  I  appiroaoh, 
1  Eshuffle  with  my  feet  for  a 
secure  footing,  I  waggle  my 
dub  in  an  airy  manner.  Then 
I  take  it  up  and  whack  it 
down«  A  variety  of  things 
mnff  ooour.  I  mav  smite  the 
top  of  the  ball,  when  it  runs 
on  for  twenty  yards  and  lies 
in  a  rut  on  the  road.  I  may 
hit  her  on  the  bed  of  the  dub, 
^bon  she  s^ins,  with  much 
''cut"  on,  into  the  sea.  I 
may  hit  her  with  the  toe  of 
the  dub,  when  she  soars  to 
Aquare  leg,  and  perhaps  breaks 
a  window.  I  used  to  tary  run- 
ning in  at  the  boll,  as  if  it 
were  a  half- volley  at  Cricket, 
but  that  way  lies  madness. 
However,  suppose  that,  in  a 
lucid  interval  (as  will  happen), 
I  liit  her  clean.  She  soars 
flwtty,  and  falls  within  forty  Tflrds  of  a  meandering  bum.  The 
hole,  the  haven  where  ono  would  be,  ia  beyond  the  bum. 

^I  (teue  a  oleek  or  an  ixon»  it  turuB  in  my  hand,  cuts  up  the  turf, 
and  the  ball  rolh  half  a  do^en  feet.  My  opponent  has  crossed  the 
bum*  I  try  flRain ;  a  fearful  miftdireoud  shot;  the  ball  soars  over 
the  bum  J  and  lands  in  a  road  behind  tb^;'  hole.  There  is  no  hitting 
out  of  this  road,  or.  if  one  dofs  hit  a  desperate  blow,  the  ball  lands 
in  an  eocontiic  Aand-hole,  called  the  Scholar's  Bunker.  We  start  for 
the  neatt  bole*  Mhnejev  !  Now  we  are  ia  the  gorse,  now  among  the 
Station  Ma^^ter^A  potatoes,  now  in  the  railway^  where  all  hone  mav  be 
abandoned,  uow  m  bunkcra  many,  now  missing  the  ball  altogether, 
when  you  feel  as  if  jour  amiB  had  tlown  off.  As  for  **  putting  "  the 
short  fttrokes  on  the  green*  near  the  hole,  if  I  hit  sharp,  the  ball  runs 


_       ^  „  ^^^^  ^^*  ^^^^  yards  and  yards  bej-ond,  or  if  I  hit  mild,  it  stops  witli 

A  small  tomahawk,  styled  a deekf  is  employed  when  yondoi  *t  know  an  air  of  plaintive  reaifnationi  after  dribbling  for  a  foot  or  two. 
what  else  to  day  with.  The  same  remark  appliea  to  an  Irou,  which  And  the  worst  of  it  is  that,  sometimes,  you  will  play  as  well  as 
IS  very  good  for  missing  the  ball  with,  also  for  bittbg  to  square  lee  ;  another  for  half-a-dozen  hole*.  Thea  one  thinks  one  has  The 
yhcn  you  meant  to  go  straight.  A  ^'  Maehy  "  is  a  smaller  *'  iron.  1  Secret!  But  it  falls  from  us^  \miishe^.  we  are  topping  and  slicing, 
'nie  skilful  use  these  when  ttie  bail  lies  in  eand,  in  Kotse,  or  when  !  and  heeling,  and  missing  ajin^in  as  sorrily  as  ever. 
Uiey  wish  to  make  the  ball  aoar  fer  a  short  distance  and  then  fall  The  beauty  of  Golf  is  that  there  are  so  many  ways  of  going  wronff, 
dead.  A  Putter  is  a  short  tlxickish  olub  used  for  jofrg^ing  the  ball '  and  lo  many  thinirs  to  think  of.  A  ]>erBon  of  very  moderately 
into  the  hole  with.    There  are  plenty  of  other  kinds  of  clubs,  alao  active  mind  has  his  ideas  diverted  by  1  he  landscape,  the  sea,  the 


spoons,  but  the$e  are  enough  to  break  the  heart  of  any  Duffer. 

I  am  an  old  player,  of  forty  years'  standing,  but,  like  Parolk^ 
I  was  '  made  lor  eveijr  man  to  breathe  himwlf  on.''  When  my 
form  is  Wjpied  near  the  finks,  the  players  shirk  off  as  if  I  were  a 
lei»r.    Thej  are  afraid  I  may  i^ant  to  make  a  mateh  with  them, 


blossom  on  the  fi:orse,  the  lorks  sinking  ov<$rhead,  not  to  mention  the 
whole  system  of  th*?  universe*  He  forg-ets  to  keep  his  eye  on  the  ball, 
in  devoting  his  ent^rgy  to  holding  tight  with  his  left,  and  being  slow 
up.  Or  he  rememt>ers  to  keep  his  eye  on  the  ball,  and  forgets  the 
f>uier  essentials.    Then  an  awful  moment  comes  when  he  loees  his 


and  there  is  no  falsehood  from  which  the3^  will  shrink,  in  their  temper.    Thereby  all  is  lo^t,  honour  (not  to  mention  **  the  honour,") 


desire  to  escape  me.  Even  I  Jidiea^— but  this  is  a  delicate  theme. 
Beginners  breathe  themselves  on  me^  and  give  me  odds  after  two  or 
three  engagements. 

Tet  I  don't  know  why  I  am  so  bad.  True,  I  am  short-sighted, 
never  see  the  nag  at  the  hole,  play  in  the  wrong  direction,  and 
talk  a  good  deal  on  topics  of  aoademio  interest  during  the  round. 
The  Odfer*s  mind  should  be  a  blank,  and  genera^  is  **  blank 
enough,"  like  Sir  Tot't  shidd.  My  mind  is,  perhaps,  too  active^ 
that  may  be  what  is  the  matter  with  me.    It  is  the  same  thing  at 


and' everything.  pFoplu  in  front,  old  peo]^le,  are  so  provoidng. 
T\mj  potter  tardily  alon^,  ^is  ten  minutes  in  considering  a  putt, 
shout  and  swear  if  jrou  hit  into  them,  and  are  not  pleased  if  you  sit 
down  and  smoke  wmle  you  wait.  The  only  entity  that  I  don't  lose 
my  temper  with  is  mr  partner.  The  worse  he  plays,  the  better  am 
I  plMsed  to  have  a  brother  in  adversity.  The  subjective  Golfer, 
however,  is  certainly  a  bore.  He  is  *'  put  off "  by  every  simple 
eiroumstanoe,  by  his  opponent  wearing  an  unbecoming  cap  and  the 
like.    Afterwards,  he  will  hold forthtor  hours  on  all  ms  sorrowsand 
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all  the  nns  of  others.  The  Duffer  is  more 
modest  and  less  apolof^etio.  He  is  kept 
always  plajringr  (as  I  said)  hy  the  diaholic^ 
oircnmstiuice  uiat  he  has  luoid  intervals, 
though  rarely,  when  he  plays  like  other 
jiple  for  three  or  four  holes.    I  once,  my- 


self did  the  long  hole  in hut  never  oaind. 

Nohodv  would  believe  me.  The  most  amiahle 
of  Du&ers  was  he  who,  after  ten  strokes  in  a 
hunker,  cut  his  hall  into  three  parts.  **  I  am 
hxinginff  it  out,"  he  said,  ** in  pennv  numbers." 
The  oom  Duffer,  I  speak  feelingly,  is 
incurable.  Xo  amount  of  odds  will  put  nim 
on  the  level  even  of  Scotch  Professors.  For 
the  learned  have  divided  Golf  into  several 
categories.  There  is  Professional  Golf,  the 
best  Amateur  Golf,  EnthusiasU'  Golf,  Golf, 
Bennners'  Golf,  Ladies'  Golf,  Infant  Golf, 
Parlour  Golf,  the  Golf  of  Scotch  Professors. 
But  the  true  Duffer*s  Golf  is  far,  far  below 
that.  A  Duffer  like  me  is  too  bad  for  hanging. 
He  should  be  condemned  to  play  for  life  at 
Chorley  Wood,  or  to  bush- whack  at  Bungay. 


Pbki  and  East  Theatres. —We  have  no 
mnpathy  whatever  with  the  idea  of  a 
Theatre  Libre  or  trith  a  Free-and-Easv 
Theatre,  but  we  shall  be  very  glad  when  all 
Theatres  are  made  Easy,  Easy*  that  is,  as  to 
sitting  aecommodation.  and  Easy  of  egress 
and  ingress.  But  if  the  space  is  to  be  en- 
larged, will  not  the  prices  have  to  be  enlarged 
toor  'Tis  a  problem  in  the  discussion  of 
which  The  Player*,  which  is  a  new  journal, 
solely  devoted  to  things  Dramatic  and  The- 
atricid,  would  find  congenial  employment. 


VENICE  AT  OLYMPIA. 

[«  The  water  in  the  canals  ii  two  feet  in  depth,  and  is  kept  at  a  temperature  of  sixty  derreef." 

"  'r  th^  Freu  on  »»  Feniee  at  Olympta."] 


0  Jake,  thou  jewel  of  my  heart— 
Thou  object  of  my  hopeless  passion. 

Though  Fate  decrees  that  we  must  part, 
I  *11  leave  thee  in  some  novel  fashion ! 


I  will  not  do  as  others  do 

When  cheated  of  prospective  bridal, 
And  quit  the  Bridge  of  Waterloo 

With  header  swift  and  suicidal. 

I  will  not  seek — as  others  seek — 

Some  public-house  in  mean  and  loto  street. 
And  drink— till  haled  before  the  Beak 

Who  patiently  presides  at  Bow  Street. 


VitUt 

1 1  will  not  throw— as  others  throw— 

My  manlv  form,  without  compunction, 
Before  the  irequent  trains  thatgo  rtion. 

I     At  lightning  speed  through  Clapham  Juno- 

For  though  my  spirit  seeks  escape 
^^     From  fdl  the  carkin^  cares  that  vex  it, 
■^  I  will  not  plunge  thee  into  crape 
By  any  ordinary  exit: 
So  when— in  slang — I  **take  my  hook," 

Detesting  all  that 's  m6an  and  skimpy,  a 
Reserved  and  numbered  seat  I  *11  book, 
And  hie  to  Venice  at  Olympia. 

I  '11  see  the  Show  that  draws  the  town- 
Its  pageantry  delight  affording— 

Asper  the  details  noted  down 
Where  posters  flame  on  every  hoard- 
ing; 

And  then  the  sixpence  I  will  pay. 
Which  in  my  pocket  now  I  'm  f ond- 

,    ling.       , 
And  try  upon  the  water-way 
The  new  experience  of  gondling. 


;  I  know  that  death  will  seem  delight 
I     When  in  the  gondola  I  'm  seated, 
I  For  up  to  sixty  Fahrenheit 
I     The  Grand  Canal  is  nicely  heated ; 
I  So— sick  of  life's  incessant  storm, 
I     Imnatient  of  its  kicks  and  pinches— 
I  *11  plunge  within  the  water  warm, 
I     And  drown— in  four-and-twenty  inches ! 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Atteb  copious  draughts  of  novels  and  romances  which,  the 
morning  after,  leave  tne  literary  palate  as  dry  as  a  lime-kiln,  or 
as  Mrs.  Ram  would  say,  **  as  a  Iamb-kin,''  the  Baron«  thirsting  for 
a  more  satisfying  beverage,  took  up  a  volume^  which  he  may 
fairly  describe  as  a  youthful  quarto,  or  an  imperial  pinto,  oominr 
from  the  CHAPVAif  Aim  Hall  cellars,  that  is,  book-sellers,  entitled 
On  Shibboleths,  ^_ 

and  written  by 
W.   S.  Lilly. 
In     a     recent 
trial    it    came 
out    that    Mr. 
Geobos  Mere- 
dith    is     the 
accredited  and 
professional 
reader     for 
Messrs,  Chap- 
MAir  Ain)  Hall. 
Is   it    possible 
that  this  emi- 
nent    nhiloeo- 
phical  Novelist  is  indebted 
to    a    quiet    pen  l  sal    of 
Shibboleths   for   sotn^    of 
the   quaint  philosophical 
touches  not  to  be  read  o!f 
schoolboy  wise,  with  hiir* 
ried  ellipses,  blurtiDg^  lips, 
and  unintelligent  brain,  ii 

any,  which  make  One  of  Our  Conquerors  and  others,  worth  perusal . 
Be  this  as  it  may,  which  is  a  convenient  shibbolethian  formula,  the 
Baron  read  tiiis  book,  and  enjoyed  it  muchly.  There  is  an  occasional 
dig  into  the  Huxleian  anatomy,  given  with  all  the  politeness  of  a 
Louis- the-Fifteenthian  **  M.A.,"  otherwise  Maitre  a'Armes,  and  a 
passing  reference  to  **The  People's  William  "  and  the  carrying  out 
of  the  People's  will— which  is  quite  another  aifair,— all,  to  quote 
Sir  Peier,  **  vastly  entertaining."  The  chapter  on  the  Shiblx>leth 
**  Fxiucation"  is,  tninks  the  Baron,  about  the  best.  Mr.  Lilly  is  a 
Satirist  who,  as  Georgiitb  Meredithius  Maokus  might  express  it, 
is,  in  his  fervour,  near  a  truth,  grasps  it,  and  is  moved  to  moral  dis- 
tinctness, mental  intention,  with  a  preference  of  strong,  plain  speech, 
and  a  chuck  of  interjectory  quotation  over  the  crack  of  his  whip,  with 
which  tramping  active  he  flicks  his  fellows  sharply.  With  which 
Meredithism  concludes  The  Barok  te  Book- Worms. 


PREUX  CHEVALIEB. 

Sir,— The  amazing  popularityof  the  Costermonger  Songs  seems  to 
me  a  sig[nificant  phenomenon.  While  no  humane  person  T^ould  deny 
to  the  itmerant  vendor  of  comestibles  that  sympathy  which  is  accorded 
to  the  jovs  and  sorrows  of  his  more  refined  fellow-creatures,  it  is 
impossible  to  view  without  alarm  the  hold  which  his  loose  and 
ungrammatical  diction  is  obtaining  in  the  most  cultured  salons  of 
to-day.  Anxious  to  minimise  the  danger,  yet  loth  to  check  a  senti- 
ment of  fraternity  so  creditable  to  our  common  humanity,  I  have 
devised  a  plan  by  which  Mr.  Chevalier's  songs  may  be  rendered.in 
such-wise  that  while  all  their  deep  humanity  is  preserved,  their 
English  is  so  elevated  as  to  be  innocuous  to  the  nicest  sensibility. 
Permit  me  to  give,  just  as  a  sample,  my  treatment  of  that  very 
popular  ballad,  known,  rubesco  referetis,  as  **  Knocked  *em  in  the 
Old  Kent  Hood.**  Not  being  a  singer,  1  have  adopted  Mr.  Clipford 
Harrison's  charming  plan  of  speaking  through  the  music  of  the 
song,  and  this  is  how  /render  the  chorus  :— 

**  *  How  is  it  with  you  ? '  was  the  universal  exclamation  of  the 
residents  in  the  vicinity. 

**  *  With  whom,  William,  have  you  made  an  appointment? ' 

"  *  Have  you.  William,  purchased  all  the  house-property  in  this 
thoroughfare  P ' 

*  *  Were  my  risible  faculties  exercised  ?— you  ask  me.  Nay.  Indeed 
I  was  actually  apprehensive  of  a  fatal  issue. 

**  So  striking  was  the  effect  produced  upon  those  in  the  ancient 
Cantian  highway." 

This,  Sir,  not  only  gives  the  sense,  but  gives  it,  I  venture  to  claim, 
in  a  form  fit  for  tne  apprehension  of  the  most  refined.  Judging, 
too,  by  the  reception  it  met  with  at  our  recent  Pennjr  Readings,  I 
am  convinced  that  Mr.  Chevalier's  peculiar  humour  is  thoroughly 
preserved,  for,  indeed,  many  of  the  audience  laughed  till  I  be^mie 
positively  concerned  for  their  safety. 

Tours  faithfully,  Robert  Bowdler  Spaldino. 


GOOD   NEWS   INDEED! 

That  fiendish  malefactor,  the  Lifluenza  Bacillus,  has  been  caught 
at  last !  The  peculiarity  about  him,  confound  him,  is  said  to  be  his 
'*  immobility.''  Ugh !  the  hard-hearted  infinitesimally  miorosoopio 
monster !  No  tears,  short-breathings,  sighs,  no  groans^  no  sufferings, 
nothing  will  move  him.  There  he  remains,  untouched,  unmobUe.  But 
til  ere  was  one  hopeful  sign  mentioned  in  the  Times  of  last  Saturday — 
the  Bacillus  was  found  *  in  chains,  and  in  strings."  Let  the  chains  be 
the  heaviest  possible  till  he  can  be  tried  by  a  Judge  and  Jury  ]  and 
don't  resort  to  **  strings''  till  the  supply  oi  chains  nas  foiled. 


(^  HOnCE.— Bejeoted  CommnBieatioiis  or  CoatributioBs,  whether  M8.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietures  of  any  deseripUaa,  wiU 
la  no  ease^be  returned,  not  even  when  aeeompanied  hj  a  Btamped  and  Addressed  SnveUi^,  Cover,  or  Wrapper.    To  this  rolt 


Januabt  23,  1892.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


37 


THE  COVENT 
GARDEN  MASQUE. 

MuHKiKO  —  maaking  — 

masquerading; 
Fannmg — fun  -  fanfaro- 

nading; 
Danoin^—dunoing— deft 

dia^nues; 
Singing  —  supping  — 

fltnmge  (sur)  prizes ; 
Galloping  and  gallivant- 
ing 
Gauples  much  in  need  of 

BAKTore ;  Tup 

All  the  customary  make- 
CiABK80N*8      customers 

can  fake  up ; 
All   the    litUe    childish 

raiment, 
Fatties  don  —  for  sylph 

and  fay  meant ; 
Tally-hos  and  Hey-no- 

nonnies: 
Jaokies—Jillie»— Jennies 

— Johnnies 

Barher*s  blockhead— no- 

tiling  dafter — 
Heraloing  ''Before  and 

After'" 
"Auntie's  Bottie  Hot"— 

a  phial 

Onlyf  or  external  trial 

Gems  of  London— gems  of 

Paris- 
Arid  gusts  —  Augustus 

Hajuus— 
Splitting    mirth  —  some 

garbs  that  split,  too— 
Aoning  heads  next  morn- 
ing, ditto ! 


To  BE  Avoided.— An 
Intemperate  tone  by  a 
Temperance  lecturer. 


-— -T' 

.^^^j^r--r-jTz    - 

^ 

;      V^.^.'^-^ 

4^'  i^  '     '    ' 

" — 

t-^ 

-^-^^  "rSr^ 

s^^^ 

^^--^^L 

£enevoUiU  Stranger,  ''Allow  me,  Sie,  to  offee  tou  x  D&ink  1 " 

Ur^orlunate  SporUman  {just  out  of  Brook),  ''Thanks  ;  but  I  'vs  had  A  Deop  too 

MUCH  ALEEADT  I  " 


RESPECTABILITY. 

["  What  ii  Betpecta- 
biUty  ?  '*— Daily  Telegraph, 
Jan.  12.^ 

It  's  having  money  at  the 

Bank. 
It 's  being  a  personage  of 

rank. 
It's  having  spent  three 

years  at  Collej^e 
With  great,  or  Utile,  gain 

of  knowledge. 
It's    going    to   Church 

twice    every    Sun- 
day, 
And  Keeping  in  with  Mrs. 

Geukdt. 
It 's  clothes  well-cut,  and 

shiny  hat, 
And  faultless  boots,  and 

nice  cravat. 
It  may  be  Law,  or  Church, 

or  Ale, 
Or  Trade— on  a  sufficient 

scale. 
It 's  being  "  something  in 

the  City." 
It's   carefully   to  shun 

being  witty. 
It's    letting    tradesmen 

live  on  credit. 
It's  "Oof"— to  earn  it, 

or  to  wed  it. 


Pbofessoe  Jollt,  of 
Berlin,  who,  if  his  name 
express  his  disnosition, 
oiu^ht  to  be  a  follower  of 
Mark  Tapley^  reckons 
that  twenty-five  per  cent, 
of  the  inmates  of  asylums 
have  been  inebriates.  Is 
the  Professor  "  Jolly  well 
right?" 


A  DIALOGUE  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

Scene— i^ooiiM  of  a  Cambridge  Tutor, 
Pebsoks- ^  Tutor  and  an  UnJergraduate, 

Tuinr,  I  understand  you  were  at  Newmarket  yesterday.  Is  that  so  P 
Undergraduate,  It  is.    I  was. 

Tutor,  A  shameless  avowal.  Are  you  aware  that  you  have  broken 

one  of   the  dbcipUnary  regulations  of 

your  College  P     I  fear  I  must  punish 

you  severely.   Have  you  anything  to  say 

why  sentence  should  not  be  passed  upon 

you.        lAssumes  the  black  College  Cap, 

Undergraduate,  Yes,  Sir,  I  have. 

Tutor,  Then  say  it  at  once. 

Undergraduate,  1  went  to  Newmarket 

to  see [Hesitates, 

Tutor,   Proceed.  Sir.     Time  presses. 
— ^  You  went  to  see  what  ? 

Undergraduate,  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
was  particularly  anxious  to  see  the  Head 
of  the  University. 
Tutor,  What  do  you  mean.  Sir  ? 
Undergraduate,  The  chief  Dignitary 
of  Cambridge,  the  Chancellor,  the  Duke 
of  Devokshibs. 
Tutor,  You  are  trifling  with  me. 
Undergraduate.  Not  at  all,  Sir.     The 
Chancellor  was  there  in  state.    I  saw 
him.    My  curiosity  was  satisfied,  and  I 
returned  to  Cambridge. 
Tutor  (after  a  pause), '  Ah,  of  course 
that  alters  the  case.    If  you  can  assure  me  you  did  not  go  for  the 

purpose  of  watching  horse-races 

Undergraduate  {Jbreaking  in).  Certainly,  Sir.    I  do  give  you  the 
assurance. 
Tutor,  That  being  so,  I  dismiss  you  with  a  caution. 

[Exit  Undergraduate.    The  Tutor  is  left  pondering, 

VOL,  or.  ] 


ANOTHER  RURAL   CONFERENCE. 


[A  Churoh  Dignitary,  writing  to  The  Globe,  mi$» 
most  urgently  needed  is  a  better  postal  system  in  th 


Its  that  the  rural  reform 
shires.] 


Itadieal  Reformer  [meeting  Rural  Labourer  tramping  to  London), 
Yours  is  a  typical  case,  my  man.  You  are  a  victim  of  our  insensate 
Land  Laws,  or  exploded  Feudalism.  No  doubt!  you  are  leaving 
the  country  because  you  could  not  find  emplovment  there  P 

Rural  Labourer,  'Tisn't  that  so  much.  Old 
Gaffer  always  had  summat  for  a  man  to  do,  I 
oan  tell  ye. 

Radical  Reformer,  Glad  to  hear  it,  though 
it's  unusual.  Then  I  suppose  it  is  the  intoler- 
able dulness  of  the  country  that  drives  you 
away  from  it. 

Rural  Labourer,  'Tisn't  that  either.  Things 
be  a  bit  dull  in  winter  -  time,  cert'nly.  But 
there— we've  a  Public,  also  a  Free  Keading 
Room,  and 

Radical  Reformer  (disappointed).    Glad  to 
hear  it,  again,  I'm  sure,  though  that  also  is 
unusual.     Your  house,  now— rather,  I  ought  to  call  it, 
perhaps— lets  in  the  rain  badly— reeks  with  damp- 
and  that  a  pigstye,  eh  ? 

Rural  Labourer  (oJfended),  Come  now,  don't  you  call  my  house  a 
pigstye !    Three  gooa  rooms,  and  not  a  bit  o'  damp  or  dirt  about  it. 

Radical  Reformer,  Then  the  wages  are  low,  and  a  tyrannical 
landlord  refuses  allotments,  eh  ? 

Rural  Labourer,  Allotments !  I  could  have  as  many  as  I  wanted 
for  the  asking.  But  there— I  didn't  want  'em,  y'see,  and  I 
didn't  ask. 

Radical  Reformer  (gravelled).  Then  would  you  explain  to  me'what 
is  the  real  reason  of  your  determination  to  quit  the  country  for  Town  ? 

Rural  Labourer  (surprised).  Why,  don't  you  know  P  There  was 
only  one  collection  ana  one  deUveru  of  letters  daily !  I  couldn't 
stand  thal^  of  course.  I  expect  I  shall  find  more  in  Lunnon. 
Good-day ! 


xu,  your  hovel, 
only  one  room. 
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Carbiiial  HTnimiiig. 

Bomir,  JtLT  15,  Um.    Uud^  Ja^**  U,  1892. 

Oiti  mora  gTfwt  Voioe  gone  silent  I    Friends 

or  fo#?B, 
Hone  weU  could  watch  ttat  long  life's  ^ntle 
clo«e 
Without  &  softening  thrill* 
A  valiant  champion  of  the  faith  he  held, 
No  conflict  erer  hi  a  strong  coimige  quelled, 
Or  ihook  hia  tteadi&at  wilL 

Yet,  were  that  all,  some  well  might  turn 

away 
With  onstom's  passinif  eourtline&a,  to-day » 

And  bid  a  cold  tarcweU 
Tothe^reat  pritfit,  shrewd  loarshaller  of  men, 
Subtle  of  Terbal  fence  nith  tongue  or  pen, 

Aseetic  of  the  cell. 

But  there  waa  more;  and  many  a  hundred 

hearts. 
Who  not  in  cleric  conHict  played  their  parts, 

Will  moorn  him  well  and  long, 
Friend  of  the  ixwr,  ajjurt  from  creed  or  clique ^ 
And  ardent  c  nam  pi  on  of  the  atruggling  weak 

Against  the  lelfiah  strong* 
Toiler  for  TeBOperanee,  hastener  on  of  Light, 
La  many  a  fTsy  where  right  *b  at  odda  with 
might, 

Might  'a  foea  will  miaa  their  friend. 
Farewell  I    It  moves  the  common  heart  to 
The  crowniog  of  so  glorious  a  career       [hear 

By  such  a  gracioua  end  I 

Te^  Sajtitabt  CoXGRr;8s  AT  Tenice,— Mn, 

Eam*b  Nephew  was  talking  on  thia  aubjoot, 
when  his  Aunt  was  heard  murmuring  to  lier- 
aolf  "I  fitwjd  in  Venioe  on  the  Bridge  of 
Sigha ;  '*  then  she  looked  npLjind  rept^ating 
the  last  word,  observed,  *^  Weil,  it  never 
struck  me  before,  often  aa  I  've  heard  that 
line  quok*d.  But  what  an  eitraordinary 
thing  to  make  a  bridge  of !  1  suppose  it  waa 
pamted  over  first^  becaiiae  I  know  that  'a  how 


eue 


'  ia  commonly  used.'* 


A   NEW    FORfW   OF   D,    T. 

Tkt  IrU^i  CuraU  {to  the  ^'tw  Vkar),   '*TaAT  POQE  Mak,  Sir,  has  always  GOT  A  SKStK- 

TOK  JUST   m   FaONT  OF   UIK  THAT  FOLLOWS   HIM  ABOUT  WHERBTTFIR  WE  COIM  I  " 


THE  BOXING  IMBEOGLIO. 

Off,  SLATT3T,  Fraitx  Slatdt,  you 'd  fain  be  a  whacker 
Of  BuLLiVAF,  JoHR,  but  you  can't  find  a  backer. 
While  SutxrvAK ,  biggest  of  Yankee  big  fellows, 
Blowi  froth  all  the  time  from  hia  own  patent  bellows. 
Well,  fight  if  70U  muflt ;  1  am  sure  you  '11  fight  fair ; 
Baft  hia  wind  if  you  can,  Feaki,  but  don't  beat  the  air. 

ONLY  FANCY  I 

Mm*  Chapliu  haa,  we  hear,  entered  with  native  enthuaiaam  into 
hb  miMioii  to  the  Agricnltaral  Labourer-  It  waa  [entirely  hia  own 
idea.  "  The  liberals  have  their  Rural  Conferences,''  he  said  at  a 
xeoent  Cabinet  Coandl,  '*  and  we  shoold  do  something  of  the  same 
kind ;  only  we  must  go  one  better.  Of  course  the  ^legates  Uked 
their  trip  to  London  (expenses  paid,  their  free  breakfast,  their  shake 
of  Mr.  GLABflTOKx's  hand,  and  the  opportunity  of  gazing  on  the 
■apple  form  of  Mr.  ScHirADHOBsr.  That's  all  Ter^  well  for  them. 
Bat  think  of  the  hundreds  of  thousands  green  with  jealousy  because 
they  weren't  selected  for  the  trip  P  These  are  all  ripe  to  vote  for 
as  at  the  General  Eleotion  if  only  delicately  handled.  What  you 
want  is  a  man  of  commanding  presence,  unfailing  tact,  a  knowledge 
of  horses,  and  some  ffift  of  ori^ory.  If  no  one  else  occurs  to  you,  I  '11 
ffo."  No  one  else  did  oooor  to  the  mind  of  the  Cabinet.  So  the 
Miniitgr  ol  Agriooltoze  set  forth  on  his  missionary  enterprise. 

We  bave^  been  gratified  1^  the  receipt  of  many  tokens  of  interest 
and  appreoiation  elicited  by  our  paragranh  last  week,  reporting  the 
stale  of  the  hoasehold  markets.  One  takes  the  form  of  a  parcel  of 
Rosiiaa  tongoea.  *' These,"  writes  oar  esteemed  Corre^Nmaent  (we 
omit  onrnplimwitary  prefaoe).  **  shonld  before  ooddng  be  soaked  for 
a  week  in  cold  water,  and  then  boiled  for  a  dav."  We  are  not  dis- 
posed to  spoil  a  ship  for  a  ba'^orth  of  tar,  ana  shall  improre  upon 
theas  generoas  instraotioiis.  Having  qient  a  week  and  a  day  in 
personalfar  direeting  the  preliminary  process,  we  intend  to  grill  the 
tongiftsi  for  thirty-six  boors,  fry  them  for  an  afternoon,  stew  th«m 


for  two  days^  hang  them  out  of  the  window  for  five  houra,  and  then 
bray  them  in  a  mortar.    We  fancy  what  is  left  will  be  worth  eating, 

RmoEf])  has  been  reading,  with  much  interest,  Hened*s  acoount 
of  how  he  fot  the  Influenza,  and  what  lie  did  with  it.  Apparently 
the  firat  thing  to  do  is,  to  **  send  for  a  thermometer,"  {as  others  would 
send  for  a  Doctor),  and  take  it  to  bed  with  you. 

*'  Evidently,"  Hexkd  writes  last  week  m  At*  journal,  **when  a 
peraon  does  not  feel  well,  he  should  try  hia  temperature,  and,  if  it  bo 
abnormaUy  high,  he  should  go  to  bed,  and  stay  there  until  it  comes 
down." — "Oif  course,"  Hymohd  observes,  with  rare  lapse  intt^ 
cyniciam,  **  when  the  bed  comes  down,  he  is  bound  to  go." 

MATRIMONY   UP   TO   DATE. 
[The  Defendant  in  a  recent  breach  of  promise  caae  wrote  to  his  intended, 
"  When  we  are  married  you  will  hare  to  ait  with  me  when  I  am  queer.*'] 

Deas  Ladies,  who  contemplate  marriage, 
And  imagine  you  'U  ride  in  a  carriage, 
With  a  house  of  your  own,  and  your  servants  to  wait  for  you, 
I  'm  afraid  there's  a  totalljr  different  fate  for  you. 
When  the  word  has  been  said,  and  the  honeymoon's  over, 
And  you're  safely  returned,  say,  from  Folkestone  or  Dover, 

If  you  see  your  huo  ailing, 

And  painfully  paling, 
And  yon  wish  to  be  off,  and  not  hnger  about  him, 
But  ei^joy  to  the  full  your  new  freedom  without  him, 

Remember,  remember. 

From  Jan.  to  December, 
You  must  tie  yourselves  down,  and  be  constantly  near 

With  the  pill-box  and  posset. 

And  all  that  may  cosset 
That  bore  of  a  husband,  whenever  he 's  queer. 


CsLA  VA  8av8  Dibs.— In  reply  to  the  Salvationists'  Solicitors,  an 
opinion  was  given,  signed  by  Sir  Chaslbs  Russell,  with  Wrr. 
Why  drag  in  Wit?    When  '" 
the  wit  is  taken  for  granted. 


y    Dir    UHAJLLBB   II.U88ELL,     WlUl    TT IX. 
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THE   TRAVELLING   COMPANIONS. 

Ko.  XXIV. 

ScEira— TO*  Piazza  of  St.  Mark  at  night.  The  roof  and  part  of 
the  facade  gleam  a  greenish  silver  in  the  moonlight.  The  shadow 
of  the  Campanile  fallSf  black  and  broad^  across  the  huge  square^ 
which  is  crowded  with  people  listening  to  the  Military  Bana^  and 
taking  coffee,  ^c,  ouisiae  the  caff  is.  Miss  Tbotteb  and  Culchaed 
are  seated  at  one  of  the  little  tables  in  front  of  the  Quadri, 

Miss  T.  I  'd  like  ever  so  mnoh  to  know  why  it  is  vou  're  so  anxions 
to  see  that  Miss  Pbekdebgast  and  me  mendlf  again?  After 
she 's  been  treating  you  this  long  while  like  you  were  a  toad— -and 
not  a  popular  kina  of  toad  at  that ! 

Cuich.  (wincing).  Of  ooorse  I  am  only  too  painfully  aware  of— of 
a  certain  distance  in  her  manner  towards  me,  but  I  should  not  think 
of  allowizijg  myself  to  be  influenced  by  any — er — merely  personal 
oonsiderationi  of  that  sort. 

Miss  T  That's  real  noble!  And  I  presume,  now,  you  cannt 
imagine  any  reason  why  she 's  been  treading  you  so  flat.  I 

CiUch,  (with  a  shrug).  I  really  haven't  troubled  to  speculate 
Who  can  tell  bow  one 
may,  ouite  unconsciously, 
give  onence — even  to  those 
who  are — er — comparative 
strangers? 

Miss  T.  Just  so.  {A 
pause.)  Well,  Mr.  CuL- 
OHABD,  if  I  wanted  any- 
thing to  confirm  my  opinion 
of  you,  I  guess  you've 
given  it  me  f 

Culoh.  (internally).  It's 
verv  unfortunate  that  she 
will  insist  on  idealising  me 
like  this  I 

Miss  T.  Maybe,  now. 
joxL  can  form  a  pretty  good 
idea  already  what  that 
opinion  is? 

Culch.  (in  modest  de^ 
precation).  Yea  give  me 
some  reason  for  inferring 
that  it  is  far  higher  than  1 
deserve 

Miss^T.  WeU,  I  don't 
know  that  you've  missed 
your  guess  altogether.  Are 
you  through  your  ice- 
cream yet  ? 

Cukih.  Almost.  (He 
finishes  his  we.)  It  is 
really  most  refreshing  I 

Miss  T.  Then,  now 
you  're  refreshed,  I  '11  tell 
you  what  I  think  about 
you.  (CuLCHARD  resigns 
himself  to  enthusiasm.) 
My  opinion  of  you,  Mr. 
CuLCHARD.  is  that,  taking 

you  by  ana  large,  vou  amount  to  what  we  Amurrcans  describe  as  **  a 
pretty  mean  cuss."^ 

Culch,  (Genuinely  surprised).  A  mean  cuss  ?  Me  I  Keally,  this 
unjustiiiable  language  is  mos  t .' 

Miss  T.  Well,  I  don't  just  know  what  jrour  dictionary  term  would 
be  for  a  man  who  goes  and  vows  exclusive  devotion  to  one  young 
lady,  while  he 's  waiting  for  his  answer  from  another,  and  keeps  his 
head  close  shut  to  each  about  it.  Or  a  man  who  backs  out  of  his 
vows  by  tradinflr  off  the  sloppiest  kind  of  flap-doodle  about  not  wish- 
ing to  Dlight  the  hopes  of  nis  dearest  friend.  Or  a  man  who  has 
been  trying  his  hardest  to  get  into  the  good  graces  again  of  the 
young  lady  he  went  back  on  first,  so  he  can  cut  out  that  same 
dearest  friend  of  his,  and  leave  the  girl  he's  haif  engaged  to  right 
out  in  the  cold.  And  puts  it  all  off  on  the  high-toned-est  old  senti- 
ments, too.  But  I  don't  consider  the  expression,  **  a  mean  cuss," 
too  picturesque  for  that  particular  kind  of  hero  myself  I 

Ctdch.  (breathing  hard).  Your  feelings  have  api>arently  under- 
gone a  sudden  change — quite  recently ! 

Miss  T.  WelL  no,  the  change  dates  back  considerable— ever  since 
we  were  at  the  Villa  d'Este.  Onlj,  I  like  Mr.  Podbury  pretty  well, 
and  I  allowed  he  ought  to  have  fair  play,  so'  I  concluded  I  'd  keep  you 
around  so  you  shouldn't  get  a  chance  of  spoiling  your  per^ctly 
splendid  act  of  self-denial— and  I  guess  I  've%<p<  you  around  pretty 
much  all  the  time  I 

Culch.  (bitterly).  In  other  words,  you  have  behaved  like  a  heartless 
coquette ' 


Miss  T.  You  may  put  it  at  that  if  ^[(m  like.    Maybe  it  wouldn't 
have  been  just  the  square  thing  to  do  if  you  'd  been  a  different  sort 


of  man— but  you  wanted  to  be  taught  that  you  couldn't  have  all  the 
fun  of  flirtation  on  your  side,  and  I  wasn't  afraid  the  emotional 
strain  was  going  to  shatter  you  up  to  any  serious  exte 
left  off  amusing  me,  and  I  guess  it 's  time  to  stop.    I  'i 
aware  as  I  can  oe  that  you  've  been  searching  around 


"A  mean  CUM?    Mel    Really ' 


extent.    Now  it 's 

m  as  perfectly 

you've  been  searching  around  for  some  way 

of  getting  out  of  it  this  long  while  back— so  there 's  no  use  of  your 

deziying  you  '11  be  real  enchanted  to  jget  your  liberty  again ! 

Culch.  I  may  return  your  charming  candour  by  admitting  that 
my— er— dismissal  will  be— well,  not  wholly  without  its  conso- 
lations. 

Miss  T,  Then  that '«  all  right  I  And  if  you  '11  be  obliging  enough 
to  hunt  up  my  Popi)a  and  send  him  along,  I  guess  I  can  dispense 
with  your  further  escort,  and  you  can  commence  those  consolations 
right  away. 

Culch.  (alone).  The  little  vixen  I  Saw  I  was  getting  tired  of  it, 
and  took  care  to  strike  first.  Clever— but  a  trifle  crude.  But  I  'm 
free  now.    Unfortunately  my  freedom  comes  too  late.    Podburt's 

Titania  is  much  too  enamoured  of  those  ass's  ears  of  his How  the 

brute  will  chuckle  when  he  hears  of  this  I    But  he  won't  hear  d  it 

from  me.  I'll  go  in  and 
pack  and  be  off  to-morrow 
morning  before  he 's  up! 

Next  Morning.  In  the 
Hall  of  the  Grand  Hotel 
Dandolo. 

The  Oerman  Porter  {a 
stately  person  in  a  gola^ 
laced  uniform  and  a  white 
waistcoat^  escaping  from 
importunate  visitors).  In 
von  momendt,  Matam,  I 
attend  to  you.  You  want 
a  larcher  ro6m,  Sare? 
You  address  le  manager, 
blease.  Your  dronks. 
Laties?  I  haf  zem  brod 
down,  yes. 

A  Lady.  Oh,  Porter, 
we  want  a  gondola  this 
afternoon  to  go  to  the 
Lido,  and  cfo  try  if  you 
can  get  us  Bsppo— that 
nice  gondolier,  you  know, 
we  had  yesterday  I 

The  Porter.  Ach !  I  do 
nod  know  any  nah-ice 
gondolier— zey  are  oal— I 
dell  you,  if  you  lif  viz 
zem  ade  mons  as  me,  yon 
cot  your  treat— yes ! 

Another  Lady,  Porter, 
can  you  tell  me  the  name 
of  the  song  that  man  is 
singing  in  the  barge  there  ? 
Porter.  I  gannot  dell  you 
ze  name — pecause  zey  sing 
always  ze  same  ting  I 
>     A  Helpless  Man  in  knickerbockers  [drifting  m  at  the  door).  Here, 
I  say.    We  engaged  rooms  here  by  tele^m  from  Florence.    What 
am  I  to  give  these  fellows  from  the  station  ?    Comhien,  you  know  I 
I     Porter.  You  gif  zem  two  franc— and  zen  zey  vill  gromble.    You 
haf  engage  roiims  ?  yes.    Zat  vill  pe  oal  rahit— Your  loggage  in  ze 
gondola,  yes P    I  hat  it  taken  op. 

The  H.  M.  No,  it's  left  behind  at  Bologna.    My  friend's  gone 
back  for  it.    And  I  say,  think  it  will  turn  up  all  right  ? 
Porter.  Eef  you  register  it,  and  your  vrient  is  zero,  you  ged  it— yes. 
The  H.  M.  Yes,  but  look  here,  don't  you  know  P    Oughtn't  1  to 
make  a  row— a  fuss— about  it,  or  something,  eh  ? 
Porter  (movina  off  with  subdued  contempt).  Oh,  you  can  make  a 


f OSS,  yes,  if  you  like — you  ged  nossing  I 

Culch.  and  Podh.  (stopping  him  simultaneously),  I  say,  I  want  my 
luggage  brought  down  from  No.  —  in  time  for  the  twelve  o'clock — 


( To  each  other.)    Hallo !  are  you  off  too  ? 

Culch,  (confused).  £r->yes— thought  I  might  as  well  be  getting 
back. 

Podb.  Then  I— I  suppose  it's  all  settled— with  Miss   T.— you 
know— eh  P 

Culch.  Fortunately— yes.     And— er— your  engagement  happaly 
\  concluded? 

I     Podb.    Well,  it 's  concluded,  anyway.    It 's  all  off,  you  know,    I 
I  —I  wasn't  artistic  enough  for  her.  ^  ^^T  ^ 

'      Culch.  She  has  refused  you  ?     My  dear  Podburt,  I  'm  redly 
delighted  to  hear  this— at  least,  that  is 
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Podb,  Oh,  don't  mind  fM,  I  'm  getting  oyer  it.  But  I  must  con- 
gratulate you  on  better  lack. 

Culch,  On  precisely  similar  luck.  Miss  Teotter  and  I— er— 
arriyed  at  the  conclusion  last  night  that  we  were  not  formed  to  make 
each  other's  happiness. 

Pocft.  Did  you,  by  Joye  ?  Porter^  I  say,  never  mind  about  that 
luggage.  Do  vou  happen  to  know  if  Mr.  and  Miss  Tbotteb— the 
American  gentleman  and  his  daughter— are  down  yet  ? 

Porter.  Tboddebs  ?  Led  me  see ;  yes,  zev  ged  zeir  preakf ast  early, 
and  start  two  hours  since  for  Murano  and  Torcello. 

Podb,  Torcello  ?  Why  that 's  where  Bob  and  Miss  Pbendehoast 
talked  of  going  to-day !  Citlchard,  old  fellow,  1  'ye  changed  my 
mind.  Shan't leaye  to-day,  after  all.  1  shall  just  nip  oyer  and  see 
what  sort  of  place  Torcello  is. 

Culch,  Torcello— "the  Mother  of  Venice !  "  it  really  seems  a  ini 
to  ffo  away  without  haying  seen  it.    Do  you  know,  Podburt,  I "'  * 
I  '11  join  you ! 

Podb.  (not  over  c6rdiaUy).  Come  along,  then— only  look  sharp. 
Sure  you  don't  mind  ?    Miss  Teottkk  wilTbe  there,  you  know ! 

Ctdch.  Exactly ;  and  so— I  think  you  said— will  the — er— Pren- 
DSROASTS.  {To  Porter J\  Just  get  us  a  gondola  and  two  rowers, 
will  you,  for  Torcello.    And  tell  them  to  row  as  fast  as  they  can ! 


A  rAIR  PHHiOSOPHER. 


Ah  !  Chloris !  be  as  simple  still 

As  in  the  dear  old  days ; 
Don't  OTate  of  Matter  and  Free 
Will, 

And  Ibsek's  nasty  plays. 
A  girl  should  ne'er,  it  seems  to  me, 

Baye  notions  so  pedantic ; 
'Twere  better  far  once  more  to  be 

Impulsiye  and  romantic. 

There  was  a  time  when  idle  tales 

Could  set  your  heart  aflame ; 
But  now  the  noyel  nought  ayuls, 

Philosophy 's  your  game. 
You  talk  of  ScHOFENHAUSR  with 
zest. 

And  x>essimistic  teaching ; 
Belieye  me  that  1  loyed  you  best 

Before  you  took  to  preaching. 

There's  still  some  loyeHness  in 
life, 

Despite  what  cynics  say; 
It  is  not  all  ignoble  strife. 

That  greets  ub  on  our  way. 


Then  prithee  smooth  that  pretty 
brow, 

8o  exouisitely  knitted ; 
Mankind  in  creneral,  1  trow. 

Can  do  witnout  b^g  pitied. 

We  *il  linger  oyer  fans  and  frills, 

Discuss  dress  bit  by  bit. 
As  in  days  when  the  worst  of  ills 

Were  frocks  that  would  not  fit. 
'Twas  friyolous,  but  1  'm  content 

To  hear  you  talk  at  random ; 
For  life  is  not  all  argument. 

And  **  Quod  est   demonsiran- 
dum.'* 

You  smile,  'twill  cost  you  then  no 

To  be  yourself  once  more. 
To  let  jphilosophy  go  hang, 

With  eyery  Buddhist  bore. 
"  Pro  aris"  like  a  Volunteer, 

A  girl  should  be,  •*  etfocie :  " 
Supposing  then  you  try^  my  dear, 

A  new  metempsychosis. 


A  Complicated  Case.— The  careless  Uttle  boy  who  caught  a  cold 
from  his  oouain,  caught  it  hot  from  his  mother  afterwards. 


VENICE  IN  LONDON. 

(By  a  Afosquito  '*  out  of  it,**) 

Oh,  it's  all  yery  fine,  Mr.  Imre  Karalft, 
Thus  to  blazon  your  **  Venice  in  London  "  around. 

To  portray  the  Piazzetta  for  'Akbt  and  Alpt, 
But  dispense  with  my  tintinnabulary  sound. 
Ask  the  Tourist  if,  reft  of  my  wee  fellow-creatures. 
On  the  face  of  the  waters  (and  watermen)  blown, 
He  can  honestly  recognise  Venice's  features 
In  their  miniature— or,  for  that  matter,  Aif  own. 

Eyer  watchful,  we  guard.  Messrs.  Alpt  and  'Abet, 
With  our  trumpet  ana  spear  for  the  Doges,  their 
mute. 
Opalescent,  profanity-proof  sanctuary. 

And  we  swell  the  lagoon — and  lagoonster,  to  boot. 
Stare  away  at  this  pageant  of  eld— eyer  new  'tis, — 
In  the  glimmering  gondolas  loU,  if  you  like ; 
But  1  '11  warrant  one  eye  would  be  dosed  to][their  beauties. 
Could  I  only  escape  for  a  second  on  strike. 

Could  1  quiyer  concealed  by  yon  mimic  Bialto,  ^ 

Till  I  swooped  with  a  warrior's  music  and  swing, 
Were  I  only  allowed,  as  I  ought,  and  I  shall,  to 

Be  ayenfifed  on  your  barbarous  hordes  with  my  sting. 
I  would  tilt  at  the  fogs  that  mock  Italy's  glory, 

I  would  pounce  on  the  rabble — an  insolent  fry : — 
With  my  forefathers'  motto,  **  Pro  Patrid  mon,^' 

I  'd  annihilate  Alfy  and  'Abet— and  die  I 


OUR    BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 


The  Peal  Japan  is  the  title  modestly  giyen  by  Mr, 
NoBMAN  to  his  book  published  by  Fishee  IJKWiif .    Thii 


Heket 
Co." 


J^OBMAN  to  ms  book  published  by  iilSHEE  UKWiif.    Ttus.  my  "  Uo." 
remarks,  seems  to  imply  that  all  the  rest  (including  the  lady  Bibd's 
not  unknown  work)  is,  as  the  Gentleman  in  trouble,  who  wanted 
to  secure  the  adyocaoy 
ef  Mr.  Jaggers,  saia, 
**  oagmaffger."     This 
tone  of  bumptiousness 
is  occasionally  apparent 
in  passages  oi  the  book, 
and  is   perhaps   suffi- 
ciently   explained    by 
the  circumstance,  men- 
tioned in  the  preface, 
that  a  number  of  the 
papers    originally   ap-  v 
peared  in  the  Pafi  3fa//   . 
Gazette.    Foible  apart,  \ 
HsiTET  the  Norman  has  ^ 
contributed   an   inter- 
esting chapter   to  the 
history  of  a  singularly 

attractiye  people.  There  _  _    _ 

is  nothing  new  in  the  heayier  parts,  which  smell  yilely  of  Blue 
Books,  and  might  as  well  haye  been  written  in  Northumberland 
Street  as  in  Yokohama.  Hekbt  is  best  in  the  glimpses  he  giyes  of 
the  i>eople  liying  their  daily  life — in  the  hands  of  justice,  at  school, 
workii^  at  their  Arts  and  Crafts,  dininsr  and  dancing. 

In  The  PoeVe  Audience  and  Delilah,  Claba  SAyiLE  Clabke 
(whether  Miss  or  Mrs.  the  Baron  is  unaware,  and  must  apologise  for 
stating  the  name  as  it  apoears  tout  court)  has  written  two  interesting 
but  tragic  stories.  The  Baron  does  not  like  being  left  in  doubt  as  to 
the  fate  of  any  hero  or  heroine  in  whom  he  may  haye  been  interested, 
and  therefore  calls  for  **part  second"  to  the  first  story.  Delilah^ 
short  and  dramatic.  The  Baron  shrinks  from  correcting  a  lady^s 
grammar,  but  to  say  **  Mrs.  Randal  Morgan  lay  down  the  law  ''^  is 
not  the  best  Sunday  English  as  she  is  spoke.  From  Fin-de-Sieek 
Stories,  by  Messrs  Lawbekce  and  Cadett,  the  Baron  selects  *'  A 
Wife's  Secret"  (nothing  to  do  with  the  old  play  of  that  name), 
**  Mexico,"  and  **  Honour  is  Satisfied."  Try  these,  and  you 'U  haye 
had  a  fine  specimen  of  an  interestiuR'  passe-temps  collection  says. 

The  Babon  de  Book-Wobms. 

ly  an  article  on  the  Salyationist  disturbances  at  Eastbounvs,  the 
Times  said  that  after  the  scuffle,  **the  Army  reformed  itsdiidieyelled 
battalions,  and  marched  back  to  its  '  citadel '  without  molestation." 
In  another  sense,  the  sooner  a  reformation  of  the  entire  Army  is 
effected  in  the  exercise  of  Christian  charity,  whichmeansconsideration 
for  tlieir  neighbours'  feelings,  the  better  tor  themselyeB  and  for  the 
non-combatants  of  eyery  denomination. 

"  A  Bab  Mess."— Recent  difficulties  about  latitudeol  Counsel  in 
Cross-examination. 
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OF  THE   WORLD  WORLDLY. 

*'  TflERB  00  THE  SpICKB  WILCOXB8,   MaHMA  I     I'M  TOLD  THEY  *B«  DYIHO  TO  KNOW  US.      HADN'T  WE  BETTER  OALL!" 

**  Certainly  kot,  Deab.    If  they're  dying  to  know  us,  they 'bb  hot  wobth  knowing.     The  only  People  wobth  Our 
knowing  are  the  people  ytho  don t  want  to  know  ub  i" 


THE  BRIDAL  WREATH. 

IN    MEMORIAM 

H.R.H.  THE  DUKE  OF  CLARENCE  AND  AVONDALL 

J^oRK,  Jan.  8,  1864.    Died,  Jan.  14,  1892. 

**  I  thought  thy  bridal  to  have  deck'd  .... 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave." — HtmUt, 

But  yesterday  it  seems, 

That,  dreaming  loyal  dreams, 
Punchy  with  the  People,  fi^enially  rejoiced 

In  that  Betrothal  Wreath ;  * 

And  now  relentless  Death 
Silences  all  the  joy  our  hopes  had  yoioed. 

The  Shadow  f^lides  between ; 

The  garland's  vernal  gT<?en 
shrivels  to  ifreyness  in  its  spectral  hand. 

Joy-bells  are  mufHed,  mute, 

Hushed  is  the  bridal  lute, 
And  general  grief  darkens  across  the  land. 

Surely  a  hapless  fate 

For  young  hearts  so  elate, 
So  fired  with  promise  of  approaching  bliss  I 

Oh,  flowers  we  hoped  to  fling  I 

Oh,  songs  we  thought  to  sin^  I 
Prophetic  fancy  had  not  picturea  this. 

Young,  modest,  scarce  jret  tried, 

Later  he  should  have  died, 
This  gentle  youth,  loyed  by  our  widowed 
Queen  I 

So  we  are  apt  to  say, 

Who  only  mark  the  way, 
Not  the  great  goal  by  all  but  Hearen  unseen. 

•  See  Cartoon,  <<  England,  Honu,  and  Betmfy  !  '* 
p.  295,  December  19,  1891. 
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At  least  our  tears  may  fall 

Upon  the  untimely  poll 
Of  so  much  frustrate  promise,  unreprored ; 

At  least  our  hearts  may  bear 

In  her  great  grief  a  share, 
Who  bows  aboye  the  bier  of  him  she  loyed. 

Princess,  whose  brightening  fate 

We  gladly  hymned  of  late. 
Whose  nuptial  happiness  we  hoped  to  hymn 

With  the  first  bursts  of  spring, 

To  you  our  hearts  we  bring 
Warm  with  a  sympathy  death  cannot  dim. 

Death,  cold  and  cruel  Death, 

Ilemoyes  the  Bridal  Wreath 
England  for    England's,  daughter 

Love  cannot  stay  that  hand, 

And  Hymen's  rosy  band 
Is  rent ;  so  will  the  Fates  austere  and  blind. 

Blind  and  austere !    Ah.  no  I 

The  chill  succeeds  the  glow. 
As  winter  hastes  at  summer's  hurrying  heel. 

Flowers,  soft  and  yirgin-white. 

Meant  for  the  Bride's  delight,        Pmeel. 
liiay  deck  the  pall  where  loye  in  tears  must 

Flowers  are  they,  blossoms  still, 

Bom  of  Benignant  Will,  [heed 

Not  of  the  Sphin^an  Fate,  which  hath  no 

For  human  smiles  or  tears ; 

The  long-reyolying  years 
Haye  brought  humanity  &  happier  creed. 

Prince-Sire  of  the  young  dead, 

Mother  whose  comely  head 
Is  bowed  aboye  him  in  so  bitter  nief ; 

Betrothed  •ne,  and  bereayed. 

Queen  who  so  oft  hath  grieyed, — 
Te  all  were  nurtured  in  this  blest  beUef . 


Henoe  is  there  oomf  ort  still, 

In  a  whole  land's  good- will, 
In  hope  that  pallid  spectre  shall  not  slay . 

Ine  unwelcome  hand  of  Death 

Closes  on  that  white  wreath ; 
But  there  is  that  Death  cannot  take  away ! 


At  Mrs.  Ram's.— They  were  talking  of 
Mr.  John  Morley.  '*He's  not  a  practical 
politician,"  said  some  one,  *'  he 's  a  doctrin- 
aire." **  Is  he,  indeed  ?  "  said  our  excellent 
old  Lady,  **then  I  daresay  I  met  him  when 
I  was  in  Scotland."  Observing  their  puzzled 
expression,  she  added,  **Yet  it's  more  than 
likely  1  didn't,  as,  when  in  the  North,  I  was 
80  uncommonly  well  that  I  ncyer  wanted  a 
medical  man.''  Subsequently  it  turned  out 
that  she  had  understood  Mr.  J.  M.  to  be  a 
"  Doctor  in  Af/r.^^ 

Song  for  Lord  Bosebery. 

{AfUr  "  Tom  Tug,'*  in  the  "  Watfrman:^ 

Then  farewell,  my  County  Council, 
Cheek,  and  fads,  and  bosh  farewell, 

Never  more  in  Whitehall  Gardens 
Shall  your  Roseb'by  take  a  spelL 

Change  of  Name  Suggested.— Why  call 
the  place  Monte  Carlo,  why  not  Mont 
'^  Blanc**  Junior?  The  Leyiathan  Winner 
who  l»oke  the  record  and  the  tables,  Mr.  Hill 
Wells,  might  also  alter  his  name  according 
to  his  luck.  A  run  of  HiLL-luck  would  settle 
him:  but  when  "Well's  the  word,"  he 
could  forget  tifp^jf^-doing  of  the  preyious 
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CONFESSIONS   OF   A   DUFFER. 

II.— THE  SOCIAL  DUFFEK. 

If  my  Confessions  are  to  be  harrowinf^,  it  is  in  this  paper  that 
they  will  chiefly  proYoke  the  tear  of  sentiment.    Other  Confessors  : 
have  never  admitted  that  they  are  Social  Duffers,  except  Mr.  Mabk 
Pattison  only,  the  Rector  of  Lincoln  College ;  and  he  seems  to  have  ' 
flattered  himself  that  he  was  only  a  Duffer  as  a  beginner.    My  great , 
protot^pds,  J.  J.  Rousseau,  and  Marib  Bashkibt^ff.  never  own  | 
to  having  been  Social  Duffers.    But  I  cannot  conoeal  the  fact  from  ; 
my  own  introspectiTe  analysis.     It  is  not  only  ^at  I  was  always 
shy.    Others  have  fled,  and  hidden  themselves  in  the  laurels,  or  the  , 
hedgerows,  when  they  met  a  lady  in  the  way —  but  they  grew  out . 
of  this  cowardlv  practice.    Often  have  I,  in  a  frantic  attempt  to 
conoeal  myself  Dehind  a  hedge,  been  betrayed  by  my  fishing-rod, , 
which  stuck  out  over  the  top.    The  giggles  of  the  young  women  who 
observed  me  were  hard  to  bear,  but  i  confess  that  they  were  not  \ 
unnatural.^  I 

Shyness  is  a  fine  qualification  in  a  Social  Duffer,  and  it  is  greatly ' 
improved  by  shortness,  and,  as  one  may  say,  stupidity  of  sight. 
I  never  recognise  any- 
one whom  I  know: 
on  the  other  hand,  I 
frequentlv  recognise 
people  whom  I  never 
saw  before  in  my  life, 
and  salute  them  with 
a  heartiness  which 
they  fail  to  appreciate. 
Once,  at  an  evening 
party,  where  the 
Princess  Berostol 
was  present,  a  lady, 
who  had  treated  me 
with  hositttable  kind- 
ness, I  three  times 
mistook  her ;  once  for 
an  eminent  novelist, 
once  for  a  distin- 
guished philanthro- 
pist, and  once  for  an 
admired  female  per- 
former on  the  Banjo 
I  carried  on  conver- 
sations with  her  in 
each  of  these  three 
imaginary  characters, 
— and  I  ask  you,  is 
this  the  way  to  shine 
in  Society?  You  may 
say,  **  Wear  spec- 
tacles " — but  they  are 
unbecoming.  As  to 
an  eye-glass,  somehow 
it  irritates  people  even 
more  than  mere  blindness  does.  Besides,  it  is  always  dropping  into 
one's  soup. 

People  are  always  accosting  me,  people  who  seem  vaguely  fami- 
liar, and  then  I  have  to  make  believe  very  much  that  I  remember 
them,  and  to  wait  for  casual  hints.  The  more  I  feel  confident  that 
I  know  them,  the  more  it  turns  out  that  I  don't.  It  is  an  awful 
thing  to  stop  a  hansom  in  the  street,  thinking  that  its  occupant  is 
your  oldest  College  friend,  and  to  discover  that  he  is  a  perfect 
stranger,  and  in  a  great  hurry.  Private  Views  are  my  particular 
abomination.  At  one  such  show,  seven  ladies,  all  very  handsome 
and  peculiarly  attired,  addressed  me  in  the  most  friendly  manner, 
calling  me  by  my  name.  They  cannot  have  taken  me  for  either  of 
my  Doubles, — one  is  a  Cabinet  Minister,  one  is  a  dentist,— for  they 
knew  my  name,  The  MacDuffer  of  Duff.  Yet  I  had  not  then,  nor 
have  I  now,  the  faintest  idea  who  any  one  of  the  seven  was.  My 
belief  is  that  it  was  done  for  a  bet.  The  worst  of  it  is  when,  after 
about  five  minutes,  I  think  I  have  a  line  as  to  who  my  companion 
really  is,  then,  my  intelligent  features  lighting  up.  I  make  some 
remark  which  ruins  everythinfl:,  congratulate  a  stockbroker  on  get- 
ting his  step,  or  an  unmarried  lady  on  the  success  of  her  son  in  the 
Indian  Civu  Service  examination. 

The  thing  goes  so  far  that  I  have  occasionally  mistaken  my  wife's 
relations  for  old  friends.  Then,  when  I  am  hostile,  it  is  iust  as  bad. 
I  never,  indeed,  horsewhipped  the  wrong  man,  but  that  is  only 
beeause  I  never  horsewhipped  anybody  at  all,  Heaven  f oref end  I 
But  anee  I  did  mean  to  cut  a  man,  I  forget  vrhj.  So  I  cut  the  wrong 
man.  a  harmless  acquaintance  whose  feelings  I  would  not  have  hurt 
for  the  world.  Of  course  I  accidentally  cut  all  the  world.  Some 
set  it  down  to  an  irritable  temper,  and  ask,  **  What  can  we  have 
done  to  The  MacDuffer  ?  "  Others  think  I  am  proud.  Proud !  I 
ask,  what  has  a  Duffer  to  be  proud  of  ?    Nobody,  or  very  few,  admit 


that  I  am  just  a  Duffer ;  a  stupid,  short-sighted,  absent-minded 
child  of  midFortnne. 

All  these  things  do  not  make  my  life  so  pleasant  to  me  that  I,  the 
MacDuffer,  should  greatly  care  to  dine  out.  Ah,  that  is  a  trial. 
First,  I  never  know  mv  host  and  hostess  by  sight.  Next,  in  a 
summer  dusk,  I  never  xnow  anybod:^.  Then,  as  to  conversation, 
I  have  none.  Mv  mind  is  always  prowhng  about  on  some  antiquarian 
hobby-horse,  reflecting  deeply  on  the  Gowrie  Conspuracy,  or  the  Raid 
of  Ruthven,  or  the  chances  in  favour  of  PERxnr  W  arbeck's  having 
been  a  true  man.  Now  I  do  obiect  to  talking  shop.  I  am  not  a 
lawyer,  nor  yet  am  I  an  actor :  I  ao  not  like  people  who  talk  about 
their  cases,  or  their  parts.  It  would  be  unbecoming  to  start  a  con- 
versation on  the  authenticity  of  **  Hbwrt  Gorino's  Letter.**  Then  I 
never  j^  to  the  play,  I  do  not  even  know  which  of  the  Royal  Family 
is  which :  modem  pictures  are  the^  abominations  of  desolation  to 
me;  in  fact,  I  have  no  **  conversation-openings."  A  young  lady, 
compelled  to  sit  beside  me,  has  been  known  to  hum^  tunes,  and 
telegraph  messages  of  her  forlorn  condition  to  her  sister,  at  the 
opposite  end  of  the  table.  I  pitied  her,  but  was  helpless.  My  im- 
pression is  ^at  she  was  musical,  poor  soul!    When  I  do  talk, 

things  become  ac- 
tively intolerable.  I 
have  no  tact.  To 
have  tact,  is  much 
like  being  good  at 
Halma,  or  whist,  or 
tennis,  or  chess,  i  ou 
must  be  able  to 
calculate  the  remote 
consequences  of  every 
move,  and  all  the 
angles  and  side-walls 
from  which  the  con- 
versational ball  may 
bound.  It  is  needless 
to  say  that,  at  wldst, 
I  never  know  in  the 
least  what  will  happen 
in  oonseouence  of  the 
card  I  play ;  and  life 
is  TBTV  much  too  short 
for  the  interminable 
calculations  of  chess. 
It  is  the  same  in  con- 
versation. I  never 
know,  or,  if  mv  sub- 
consciousness Knows, 
I  never  remember, 
who  anybody  is.  I 
speak  to  people  about 
scandals  with  which 
they  are  connected.  I 
frankly  rive  my  mind 
about  Mr.  Duix's 
poems  to  Mr,  Duix's 
sister-in-law.  I  give  free  play  to  my  humour  about  the  Royal 
Academy  in  talk  with  the  wife  of  an  Academician  of  whom  I  never 
heard.  I  am  like  Jeanie  Deans,  at  her  interview  with  Queen 
Carolike,  when,  as  the  Macallux  More  said,  she  first  brourht 
down  the  Queen,  and  then  Lady  Suffolk,  right  and  left,  with 
remarks  about  unkind  mothers,  and  the  Stool  of  Penitence. 

Thus  you  may  see  me  forlorn,  with  each  of  my  neighbours  turning 
towards  me  the  shoulder  of  indignation.  I  do  not  blame  them,  but 
how  can  I  help  it  ?  It  is  the  Fairy's  fault :  the  curse  has  come  upon 
me.  WiLLUif  BuFFT,  the  Statesman,  has  a  great  clan  of  kinsfdk. 
Did  I  ever  express  my  views  about  William  Buffy,  but  one  of 
Clan  Buffy  was  there,  to  be  annoyed  P  When  I  find  out  what  has 
occurred,  I  become  as  red  as  any  tomato,  but  that  does  nobody  any 
good. 

Oh,  I  am  a  Pariah,  I  am  unfit  to  live !  In  a  savage  country,  to 
which  my  thoughts  often  wander,  I  would  stumble  over  every  taboo, 
and  soon  find  myself  in  the  oven.  As  it  is,  I  stumble  over  everv- 
thing,  stools  and  lady's  trains,  and  upset  porcelain,  and  break  all  the 
odds  and  ends  with  which  I  fidget,  and  spill  the  salt,  and  then  pour 
claret  over  it,  and  call  on  the  right  people  at  the  wrong  houses,  and 
put  letters  in  the  wrong  envelopes :  one  of  the  most  terrible  blunders 
of  the  Social  Duffer.  Naturalljr,  in  place  of  improving,  MacDuffer 
gets  worse  and  worse :  every  f ulure  which  he  discovers  makes  him 
more  nervous :  besides  he  Imows  that,  of  all  his  errors,  he  only  finds 
out  a  small  per-centa^.  Where  can  he  take  refuge  ?  If  Mobinsan 
Crusoe  had  been  a  social  Duffer,  he  and  Friday  would  not  have  been 
on  speaking  terms  in  a  week.  People  think  the  poor  Duffer  malignant, 
boorish,  haughty,  unkind ;  he  is  only  a  Duffer,  an  irreclaimable,  sad^ 
pitiful  creature,  quite  beyond  the  reach  of  philanthropy.  On  my 
grave  write,  not  Miserrdius  (though  that  would  be  true  enough),  but 

FUTILI88IMU8. 
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A  GLADSTONIAN  MENU. 

Thb  f  olloydiig  menu  of  a  btnqnet,  said  to 
have  been  giren  at  Biarrits  not  long  ago,  has 
been  forwarded  to  ns: — 

POTAGIB. 

Faux  CoL    Mar€e  Goolante.    Bonne  Femme. 

PoisBoira. 

Harpe  Irlandaiae ,  Sauoe  Yerte, 

Angoilles  GliBsantes. 

EKTXtBS. 

Petits  CnltiTateiirs  en  Gaiaaee. 
TAte  de  Joeepb  frite,  Sauoe  Jeaa^. 
Conaerratenra  Foudroyea  en  brochette. 

B6i8. 

Yieille  Main  Parlementaire  i  la  Renard. 

Parti  de  Pamell  i  la  Conadenoe  Non- 

oonformiate. 

Diaoonrs  en  Branobea. 

Ponunea  Mattre  da  Miniature. 

Cbonz  d'Homdre. 

ENTBEHST8. 

Snorerie  d'Offioe. 

Conaeila  de  Paroiaae  i  la  Cirqne  d'£t^. 

Mota  de  Labouob^re. 

DE86XBT. 

Plana  Yarida.  Sleotiona  Aaaortiea. 
Tbe  waiting  waa  done  by  Candidatea,  and 
during  tbe  evening  tbe  band  played  a  aelec- 
tion,  oontaining  aucb  well-known  piecea  aa 
^* Souvenir  de  Mttehehtown"  tbe  opening 
cbonia  of  '*  MosS  in  BaiUo,"  **  Ou  stmt  noe 
Duee,''  ''PartanipaurkSud,*'  and  ''Irland, 
IrlandUberaUee/^ 


ME.  BAYLY'S  COAST-SPECTRE. 

**It  ia  aoaroely  oredible  tbat,  at  tbia 
moment,  tbe  elaborate  telegrapbio  ayatem 
of  tbia  oonntry  baa  little  or  no  oonneotion 
witb  oar  ligbtbooaea  and  Coaatgaard  Sta- 
tiona."  8o  aaid,  quite  reoentlv,  tbe  lUue- 
trated  Zonden  News  in  an  ezocUent  artiole, 
apprapriately  entitled,  A  Flagrant  Soan- 
dal."  It  is  aoaroely  oiedible,  and  oreditable 
not  at  alL  "Sbirer  my  timbera!*'  oriea 
Mr.  Punch  (in  a  nautioal  rage},  **if  tbere 
ii  a  purpoae  for  wbicb  Johk  Bull  abould 
eagerly  utiliae  bia  'telegrapbio  ayatem,'  it 
ia  for  tbe  aaying  of  bia  aailora'  liyea,"  Mr. 
RoBBBi  Batlt,  of  Plymoutb,  wrote  a  letter 
to  tbe  Times  f  ''ffiving  aome  inatanoea  in 
wbiob  lamentable  loaa  ox  life  waa  aolely  due 
to  tbe  inability  of  tbe  Ugbtbouae-keeper  or 
Goaatguard  to  oommunioate  in  time  wita  tbe 
neareat  life-boat  atation."  Tbink  of  that^ 
ye  Britiab  Gentlemen,  wbo  ait  at  bome  at 


Aren't  you  aabamed  of  youraelyea  at  tbe  very 
tbougbt  of  it  I  Well  may  "  T.  Iawbxngx- 
HuoLTOir,  M.B.C.S.,  late  Honorary  Preai- 
dent  of  tbe  Fiabermen'a  Federation,"  aay, 
in  an  indignant  letter  to  Mr.  Pwkch: — 
'*Perbapa  ridioule  may  wake  up  aome  of 
our  aalary-auoking  atateamen,  and  perma- 
nent, bigber,  over-paid  GoTemment  omoiala, 
wbo  are  legally  and  m<n«ll^  reaponaible  for 
tbe  nreaent  atate  of  obaotio  oonfuaion  in 
wbiob  tbeae  national  mattera  bave  been 
obronioally  meaaed  and  muddled."  Perbi^ 
80,  my  valiant  M.R.C.8.  And,  if  ao,  tbat 
"  ridioule "  aball  not  be  wanting— on  Mr. 
PfiiieA'apart,atleaat.  Here  goea,  for  onoe:— 

IMPORTUNATE  ME.  BAYLY. 
A  Bono  or  ▲  Skambful  SiA-CoAaT  Soaitoal. 

AiB— "  Vn/ortfunaU  Mis§  Bailey." 
A  Cai^tain  bold,  of  Britiab  birtb,  migbt  bleaa 

bia  atara  and  gaitera. 
Tbat  if  be  muet  be  wrecked 'at  all,  it  abould 
be  near  bome  qutftera ; 


MAJOR 

Mqfor  {impatieiUly,  to  Pugi'Boy). 


AND   MINIMUS. 

"  Why  thb  Dbucx  don't  you  lift  the  Ck)AT  on  to 

MT  SnOULDBBa  }  " 


But  Britona'  oonadenoe  amitea  tbem  wben  we 

bear  of  Uvea  loat  daily 
For  want  of—aome  electric  wirea  I    So  aaya 
atout  BoBXET  Batlt. 
Ab,BoBBATLTl  Importunate  Bob  Batlt  I 

At  nigbt,  wben  be  retiree  to  reat,  ia  Bull, 

tbe  brave  and  dever. 
Troubled  witb  tbougbta  of  Jack  Tara  loat  for 

want  of  care  F    No,  never. 
But  aure,  John's  nigbtoap  would  wag  wild, 

bia  ruddy  cbeek  wax  palely. 
If  be  only  realiaed  tbe  tale  aa  told  by  Mr. 

Batlt. 
Ab,  £.  Batlt  !    Importunate  R.  Batlt  I 

Avaunt  Bob  Batlt!    So  will  ory  offioiala 

odd  and  ateely, 
Wbo  do  not  wiab  to  be  diatarbed  wbile 

pottering  genteely, 


At  tbeir  old  buaineaa  of  Bed  Tape  cironm* 
locuting  gaily,  Ftold  oy  Batlt. 

By  talea  of  wrecka  for  want  of  wirea,  aa  truly 
Ob,  R.  Batlt  I    Importunate  B.  Batlt  ! 

Importunate?    And  ouite  rigbt  tool    Tbia 

sbame  must  once  zor  all  doae. 
Or  Punch  will  plant  aome  'atirring  kicka  on 

— well,  somebodies  amall-clotbea. 
Tbe  acandal  'a  setting  far  too  grave,  alaa  I  to 

aing  of  g^aily, 
But  Punch  in  eameat  will  back  up  brave 

Hamilion  and  Batlt  ! 
Go  it,  Batlt  I    Be  importunate  atill,  Bob 
Batlt! 

See  to  it,  Mr.  Bull!  Mr.  Punchy  ecboing 
Importonate  Mr.  Batlt  and  Indignant  Law- 
rengs-Haiolton.  laya  it  upon  you  aa  one  ol 
tbe  moat  urgent  oi  New  Year  dutiea  I 
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THE  DAWN  OF  A  NEW  ERA. 

THE   ACTOBS'   OWN    PRESS -NOTICES 

COMPANY   LIMITED. 

**  Then  came  each  actor  with  his  Anouiation." 

Shake$peare,  New  Reading^ 

Cafital— quite  excellent     The  usual  thing 
in  sharing  terms. 

DlSECTOBS. 

The  Managers  of  London  who  live  at  home 

at  ease. 

The  Actors  of  Ekigland  who  have  a  pretty 

taste  for  literature. 

Bakkeks.— The 


Wild  Time  Bank, 
late  Puck's 
Limited. 

SouciTOBS.— Messrs. 
Box  AND  Cox, 
Bouncer  Buildings. 

AuDiTOKS. — Messrs* 
Hextra,    Super, 

NUMERY  &  Co., 
Mum  Street,  E.C. 

Secretary  {vto  tern.). 

—A.  Plyack  Torr. 

Offices. — In  the  Adelphi, 
Abridoed  Prospectus. 
This  Company  has  been  formed  for  the 
purposes  of  establishing  a  thoroughly  reliable 
newspaper  in  the  interests  of  the  Drama,  and 
the  shareholders  belonging  to  the  Theatrical 
Profession  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

1.  To  uphold  eyery  Shareholder's  daim  to 
Acting  as  an  Art. 

2.  To  secure  the  best  possible  criticism  by 
enabling  every  shareholder  to  write  the 
notices  of  his  own  performances. 

3.  To  take  cognisance  of  the  literature  that 
grows  up  around  the  Stage,  especially  criti- 
cism in  other  quarters. 

4.  To  notice  the  Drama  all  the  world  oyer, 
when  space  permits. 

5.  To  support  the  work  of  the  Profession 
in  genial,  and  the  Shareholders  in  particular. 

6.  To  Kfford  a  means  of  exercising  hobbies. 

7.  To  contain  Articles  bv  any  of  the  recos:- 
nised  critics  (**  distinguished  writers  of  the 
dav"). 

8.  To  serre  as  a  Directory,  or  Vade  Mecum, 
or  Press-notes  container  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Shareholders. 

Many  leading  theatrical  lessees,  managers, 
and  actors,  nave  expressed  themselyes 
strongly  in  favour  of  the  necessity  of  estab- 
lishing a  paper,  written  by  themselves,  for 
themselves,  to  read.  Without  such  an  organ 
it  is  impossible  that  they  can  be  adequately 
represented. 

The  need  of  such  a  journal  has  long  been 
felt  by  those  whose  theatrical  notices  have 
been  tie  reverse  of  satisfactory. 

A  large  number  of  prominent  players  have 
promised  to  take  shares,  and  advertise,  not 
only  in  the  advertisement  columns,  but  in 
other  parts  of  the  proposed  paper. 

The  price  of  the  paper  will  be  hereafter 
settied  by  the  Directors,  who  feel  that  this  is 
a  mere  matter  of  detail.  The  charge  for 
advertisements  will  be  very  moderate,  to  suit 
the  requirements  of  the  shareholders. 

Pictures  and  all  sorts  of  clever  things  will 
be  introduced  when  the  capital  is  subscribed, 
but  it 's  no  use  making  promises  until  the 
bankers  have  got  the  money. 

If  there  is  a  rush  for  shares  (as  anticipated), 
those  who  come  first  will  have  the  preference. 

It  may  be  stated  that  lots  of  i)eople  have 
promised  to  become  shareholders  which  is 
satisfaetoiT.  But  it  is  necessary  to  add  that 
no  one  will  be  permitted  to  become  a  contri- 
'  ^  tor  to  the  p^get  even  of  the  most  interesting 


nature  (t.e.,  Press  notices,  &c.),  until  he  has 
contributed  to  its  capital. 

It  is  the  intention  of  the  Promoters  that  the 
majority  of  the  shares  that  be  allotted  to  per- 
sons in  or  connected  with  the  profession,  so 
that  there  shall  be  no  nonsense  from  outsiders. 

No  promotion  money  will  be  paid  to  any- 
one. The  only  preliminary  expenses  will  be 
those  connected  with  law  and  stationery. 

It  is  proposed  to  start  the  Journal  at  once, 
per  contract.  The  Promoters  are  in  commu- 
nication with  a  gentleman  who  will  make  a 
first-rate  Editor,  and  who  will  (thej  believe][ 
be  delighted  to  accept  such  an  appointment  if 
offered  to  him.  Special  arrangements  will  be 
made  for  the  insertion  of  such  advertisements 
as  "Wigs  on  the  Green"  and  "Curtain 
Razors." 

As  the  paper  will  be  sent  about  largely,  it 
should  have  a  good  circulation,  and  the  Pro- 
moters give  as  a  standing  toast,  '*  Success  to 
the  Advertisement  Dejiartment ! " 

Under  such  brilliant  auspices,  both  the 
Company  and  the  paper  (as  the  legal  advisers, 
Messrs.  Box  &  Cox  would  say)  "should  be 
satisfied." 

In  the  event  of  no  money  bein^  received, 
the  amount  will  be  returned  without  de- 
ductions. 


CRIES   WITHOUT  WOOL. 

No.  1.— "Hall  the  Winners!" 
Of  all  the  cries  this  world  can  boast — 
A  loud,  unconscionable  host- 
There  's  one  that  I  detest  the  most — 
It  haunts  me  o'er  my  morning  toast, 
It  scares  my  luncheon's  calm  and  dinner's. 


It  dogs  my  steps  throughout  the  week, 
That  cursed  crescendo  of  a  shriek ; 
I  cannot  read,  or  write,  or  speak, 
Undeafened  by  its  howl  unique, 
That  demon-yell  of  "  Half  the  Winners !," 

I  'm  not,  I  own,  a  racing  man ; 
I  never  loved  a  horse  that  ran. 
And  betting  is  a  vice  I  ban ; 
Still,  to  the  sporting  caravan— 

Or  good,  or  bad,  or  saints,  or  sinners— 
I  bear  no  malice  :  nor  would  take 
A  leaf  from  any  books  they  moke ; 
Why  then,  should  they^  for  mercy's  sake, 
Pursue  me  till  my  senses  ache 

With  that  relentiess  "  Hall  the  Winners?" 


If  it  were  only  but  a  few. 
But  "  Hall  the  Winners !  "—why,  tiie  crew 
Must  winning  be  the  whole  year  through !. 
Why  can't  a  veteran  or  two 

Retire  in  favour  of  beginners  P 
I  *d  rather  welcome  e'en  the  strain 
Of  "  Hall  the  Losers ! "  than  remain. 
A  martyr  frenzied  and  urofane 
To  that  importunate  retrain 

Of   (There!   they're  at  it!!)  "Hall   the 
Winners!" 


THE  HONOUR  OF  THE  BAE. 

To  the  Editor  of  PwncK 

Sir, — As  the  London  Charivari  is  recofl:- 
nised  all  the  world,  over  as  the  universally 
acknowledged  organ  of  the  legal  profession  in 
England,  will  you  permit  me  to  make  an 
explanation  nearly  touchin/]^  my  jnrof  essional 
reputation.  A  few  days  smce^  »  Correspon- 
dent to  one  of  your  contemporaries  complained 
that  the  leading  Counsel  of  the  epoch  were  in 
the  habit  of  accepting  fees  they  never  in- 
tended to  earn.  He  more  than  hinted  that 
we]  Barristers  were  prone  to  receive  cheques 
for  briefs  that  we  knew  we  would  never 
attend  to ;  that  we  were  ready  to  be  paid  for 
being  present  in  one  Court,  when  we  knew 
that  we  were  sure.to  be  engaged  in  another. 
And  so  and  so  on. 

Now  there  can  be  but  one  interpretation  to 
such  a  statement.  I  am  reluctantly'  com- 
pelled to  believe  that  some  learned  friend  or 
other,  annoyed  at  my  increasing  practice, 
has  levelled  this  blow  at  me,  with  a  view  to 
lessening  my  prosperity.  Will  you  let  me  say 
then,  once  and  for  all,  I  have  never  received 
fees  for  briefs  to  whicn  I  have  jNiid  no  atten- 
tion ;  that  my  presence  has  never  been  re- 
?[uired  in  one  Court  when  I  have  been  pro- 
essionally  engaged  in  another?  My  Clerk, 
PoRToroTON',  who  has  been  with  me  for 
many  years,  will  tell  anyone  interested  in  the 
matter,  that  I  am  most  careful  not  to  accept 
papers  jyromiscuousljr.  In  conclusion,  any- 
one who  knows  me  will  refuse  to  believe  that 
I  have  ever  accepted  more  business  than  that 
to  which  I  have  been  able  to  give  proper 
attention.  It  is  not  my  custom  to  crowd  my 
mantelpiece  with  papers  appealing  to  me  in 
vain  for  my  consideration.  At  this  moment 
I  have  not  a  single  matter  demanding  my  eare, 
except  a  bundle  sent  in  to  me  three  years  ago 
by  a  madman. 

Believe  me,  yours  most  truly, 

[Signed)     A  Briefless,  JumoR. 

Pump- Handle  Courts 
January  18,  1892. 


Too  Much  of  a  Good  Tniya.— 3fr.  Punch 
is  glad  to  congratulate  everybody  on  the  im- 
provement in  the  health  of  Johw  Lawrexcr 
TooLE,  comedian.  It  may  be  remembered 
that  Mr.  Toole,  being  at  Mr.  Edmuio)  Rout- 
LEi>0E*8  house,  and  suddenly  feeling  unweU, 
was  i)ressed  by  his  kind  host  to  stay  there 
the  night.  He  accepted  and  stopped  about 
three  weeks.  Mr.  J.  L.  Toole  recommends 
the  "  RouTLEDGE  Treatment "  to  everybody. 
He  is  enthusiastic  on  the  subject.  So  many 
persons  have  acted  on  his  advice,  and  when 
calling  on  Mr.  Routleboe,  in  quite  a  casual 
and  friendly  way,  apparently,  have  been 
suddenly  taJcen  worse,  that  the  benevolent 
publisher  who  feels  deeply  the  necessi^  of 
showing  these  distressing  visitors  at  once  to 
the  door,  wishes  it  generally  to  be  known 
that  "  Open  House  "  is  closed  as  a  "  Casual 
Ward,"  and  that  he  is  not  at  home  to 
anybody  except  bond  fide  visitors  who  will 
give  their  written  word,  under  penalties,  not 
to  be  taken  ill  during  their  brief  interview 
with  him. 


^  lOni^— B^eetej  GommupioaUons  or  Contributions,  iriiethtr  ]|8.,  Txlntad  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Fictorea  of  any  dMcriptim,  wlii 
in  ao  eu«  b«  ittnmed.  not  even  when  tHMMWimnitil  bv  a  Itamniid  and  AddMoad  SsvaIoimi.  Hovmp  »  WMn«»M»     'Nk  tiii«  «•!« 
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CONFESSIONS   OF   A   DUFFER. 

m.— THE  LITEKAfiT  DUFFER. 
Why  I  am  not  a  suooess  in  literature  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  tell ; 
indeed,  I  would  irive  a  good  deal  to  anyone  who  would  explain  the 
reason.  The  Publishers,  and  Editors,  and  Literaiy  Men  decline  to 
tell  me  trAy  they  do  not  want  my^ntributions.  I  am  sure  I  have 
done  all  that  I  can  to  suooeed.  When  my  Novel,  Oeoffrey^s  Cousin, 
comes  back  from  the  Bow,  I  do  not  lose  heart— I  pack  it  up,  ana 
send  it  off  again  to  the  Square,  and  so.  I  may  say,  it  goes  the  round. 
The  very  manuscript  attests  the  trouble  I  have  taken.  Parts  of  it 
are  written  in  my  own  hand,  more  in  that  of  mv  housemaid,  to 
whom  I  have  dictated  passages;  a  rood  deal  is  in  the  hand  of  my 
wife.  There  are  sent^ces  which  1  have  written  a  dozen  times,  on 
the  margins,  with  lines  leading  up  to  them  in  red  ink.    The  story  is 


rigid  character,  cannot  marry  any  lady  who  does  not  bum,  as  an 
Auid  lioht,  '*  with  a  hard  gem-like  flame."  VioUt  Blair,  his  cousin, 
is  just  as  staunch  an  Esoteric  Buddhist.  Nothing  stands  between 
them  but  the  differences  of  their  creed. 

**How  can  I  contemplate,  Geoffket,"  said  Violet,  with  a  rich 
blush,  "the  possibiiitv  of  seeing  our  little  ones  stray  from  the  fold 
of  the  Lama  of  Thibet  into  a  chaixel  of  the  Original  Secession 
Church  P" 

They  determine  to  try  to  convert  each  other.  Geoffrey  lends 
VioUt  all  his  theological  library,  including  Wodbow's  Analecta, 
She  lends  him  the  learned  works  of  Mr.  Snrsvrr  and  Madame 
Blavatskt.  They  retire,  he  to  the  Himalayas,  she  to  Thrums,  and 
their  letters  compose  Volume  II.  (Local  colour  a  la  Kiplinq  and 
Babbie.)  On  the  slopes  of  the  Himalayas  you  see  Geoffrey  con- 
verted ;  he  becomes  a  Cheela,  and  returns  by  overland  route.    He 


written  on  paper  of  all  sorts  an^  sizes,  and  bits  of  paper  are  pasted  rushes  to  Ramsgate,  and  announces  his  complete  acceptance  of  the 
on,  here  and  there,  containing  revised  versions  of  incidents  and 


dialogue.  The  whole  packet  is  now  far  from  clean,  and  has  a 
business-like  and  travelled  air  about 
it,  which  should  command  respect. 
I  always  accompany  it  with  a  polite 
letter,  expressing  my  willingness  to 
out  it  down,  or  expand  it,  or  change 
the  conclusion.  Nobody  can  say 
that  I  am  proud.  But  it  always 
comes  back  m>m  the  Publishers  and 
Editors,  without  aar  explanation  as 
to  why  it  will  not  do.  This  is  what 
I  resent  as  particularly  hard.  The 
Publishers  decline  to  tell  me  what 
their  Readers  have  really  said  about 
it.  I  have  forwarded  Geoffrey^s 
Cousin  to  at  least  five  or  six  noto- 
rious authors,  with  a  letter,  which 
runs  thus: — 

Deab  Sib, — ^You  will  be  surprised 
at  receiving  a  letter  from  a  total 
stranger,  but  your  well-known  good- 
ness of  heart  must  plead  my  excuse. 
I  am  aware  that  your  time  is  much 
occupied,  but  I  am  certain  that  you 
will  spare  enough  of  that  valuable 
commodity  to  glance  through  the 
accompanying  MS.  NoveL  and  (rive 
me  your  frank  opinion  of  it.  Does 
it  stand  in  need  of  any  alterations, 
and,  if  so,  what  ?  Would  you  mind 
having  it  published  under  your  own 
name,  receiving  one-third  of  the 
profits?  A  speedy  answer  will  greatly 
oblige." 

Would  vou  believe  it,  Mr.  Punch, 
not  one  of  these  over-rated  and  over- 
jMiid  men  has  ever  given  me  any 
advice  at  all  ?  Most  of  them  simply 
send  back  my  parcel  with  no  reply. 
One,  however,  wrote  to  say  that  he 
received  at  least  six  such  packets 
every  week,  and  that  hia  en^ge- 
ments  made  it  impossible  for  him  to 
act  as  a  guide,  counsellor,  and  friend 
to  the  amateurs  of  all  England. 
He  added  that,  if  I  published  the 
Novel  at  my  own  expense,  the  remarks  of  the  public  critics  would 
doubtless  jirove  most  valuable  and  salutary. 

This  decided  me ;  I  did  publish,  at  my  own  expense,  with  Messrs. 
Sattl,  Samttel,  Moss  ft  Co.  I  had  to  pay  down  £150,  then  £35  for 
advertisements,  then  £70  for  Publisher'a  Commission.  Other 
expenses  fell  grievoualjr  on  me,  as  I  sent  round  printed  postcards  to 
evetyone  whose  name  is  in  the  Red  Book,  asking  them  to  ask  for 
Geoffreys  Cousin  at  the  Libraries.  I  also  despatched  six  copies, 
with  six  anonjrmous  letters,  to  Mr.  OLASsroins,  signing  them.  **  A 
Literary  Constituent,"  **A  Wavering  Anabaptist,^'  and  so  forth, 
but,  •ztraordinajy  to  relate,  I  have  received  no  answer,  and  bo  notice 
has  been  taken  of  my  disinterested  presents.  The  reviews  were  of 
the  most  mea^  and  soomfol  description.  Messrs.  Sattl,  Sakuel, 
Moss  ft  Co.  have  Just  written  to  me,  begging  me  to  remove  the 
'* remainder"  of  my  book,  and  charging  £23  16t.  Bd,  for  warehouse 
enenses.  Yet,  when  I  read  Geoffrey's  Cousin,  I  fail  to  see  that  it 
falls,  in  any  way,  beneath  the  general  run  of  novels.  I  enclose  a 
marked  oopv,  and  solicit  vour  earnest  attention  for  the  passage  in 
which  Geojfrey's  Comin  blights  his  hopes  for  ever.  The  story.  Sir, 
is  one  of  oontroversy,  and  is  suited  to  this  time.  Geqffrey  AfoPhun 
is  an  Auld  Licht  (see  Mr.  BABxm's  books,  pds0inl)k  ais  cousin  is 
an  Estoterio  Btiddhis^    They  love  wmik  efme  dearly,  but  Gmffrey^  a 


truth  as  it  is  in  Mahatmaism.  Alas !  alas !  Violet  has  been  over- 
persuaded  by  the  seductions  of  Presbyterianism,  she  has  hurried 

down  from  Thrums,  rejoicing,  a  full- 
blown Auld  Licht.  And,  in  her 
Geoffrey,  she  finds  a  convinced 
Esoteric  Buddhist!  Thev  are  n> 
better  off  than  they  were,  their  union 
is  impossible,  and  Vol.  III.  ends  in 
their  poignant  anguish. 

Now,  Mr,  Punch,  is  not  this  the 
very  novel  for  the  times;  rich  in 
adventure  (in  Eafiristan),  teeming 
with  philosophical  suggestiveness, 
and  sparkling  with  all  the  epigrams 
of  my  commonplace  book.  Yet  I  am 
about  £300  out  of  jxKsket,  and,  more- 
over, a  blighted  being.  ^ 

I  have  taken  every  kind  of  pains ; 
I  have  asked  London  Correspondents 
to  dinner ;  I  have  written  flattering 
letters  to  everybody;  I  have  at- 
tempted to  get  up  a  deputation  of 
Beloochis  to  myself  j  I  have  tried  to 
make  people  interview  me ;  I  have 
puffed  myself  in  all  the  modes  which 
study  ana  research  can  suggest.  If 
anybody  has,  I  have  been  '*  up  to 
date.*'  But  Fortune  is  my  foe,  and 
I  see  others  fiourish  by  the  very  arts 
which  fail  in  my  hands. 

I  mention  my  Novel  because  its 
failure  reallv  is  a  mastery.  But  I 
am  not  at  all  more  fortunate  in  the 
reception  of  my  poetry.  I  liave  tried 
it  every  way— ballaaes  by  the  bale, 
sonnets  by  the  dozen,  loyal  odes, 
seditious  songs,  drawing-  room  poetry, 
an  Epic  on  the  history  of  Labducuo, 
erotic  verse,  all  fire,  foam,  and  fangs, 
reflective  ditto,  humble  natural  bal- 
lads about  signal-men  and  news- 
paper-boys, Life-boat  rescues.  Idyls, 
Nocturnes  in  rhjrme,  tragedies  in 
blank  verse.  Nobody  will  print  them, 
or,  if  any  bo  y  prints  them,  he  regrets 
that  he  cannot  pay  for  them.  My 
moral  and  discursive  essays  are  re- 
jected, my  descriptions  of  nature  do 
not  even  get  into  the  newspapers.  I  have  not  been  elected  by  the 
Sydenham  Club  (a  clique  of  humbugs] ;  I  have  let  my  hair  grow  long ; 
I  have  worn  a  cloak  and  a  Tyrolese  hat,  and  attitudinised  in  the 
picture-galleries,  but  nobody  asked  who  I  am.  I  have  endeavoured 
to  hang  on  to  well-known  poets  and  novelists— they  have  not  wel- 
comed my  advances. 

M V  last  dodge  was  a  Satire,  the  LogroUiad,  in  which  I  lashed  the 
charlatans  and  pretenders  of  the  day. 

While  hoary  statesmen  scribble  in  reviews 
And  guide  the  doabtud  verdict  of  the  Bloes^ 
While  £UooA8D  teravli,  with  blood  in  lieu  of  Ink, 
Whilis  Mallocs  teschet  Marquises  to  think, 

so  long  I  have  rhythmically  expressed  my  design  to  wield  th^ 
dripping  scourge  of  satire.  But  nobody  seems  a  penny  the  worse, 
ana  I  am  not  a  paragraph  the  better.  Short  stories  of  a  startling 
description  fill  my  (&awers,  nobody  will  venture  on  one  of  them. 
I  have  closely  imitated  every  writer  who  succeeds,  but  my  little 
barque  may  attendant  sail,  it  pursues  the  triumph,  but  does  not 
partake  the  gale.  T 

I  am  now  engaMl  on  a  Libretto  for  an  h^fOid  opetA,  C)0\f^ 
What  offers?  .        -       *-     ^d 


I  have  worn  a  cloak  and  a  Tyrolese  hat.  and  attitudinised  in  the 
Picture-galleries.* ' 


yCft  CIT. 
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THE  IMPEBIAL  JACK-nT-THE-BOX. 

A  SONO  FOR  THX  ShOUTINO  EmPXBOR. 

Am—**  The  Major- General.'* 

I  AM  the  yery  pi^ttem  of  a  Modem  German 
Emperor,  [to  temper,  or 

Omnisoieiit  and  omnipotent,  I  ne'er  give  way 

If  now  and  then  I  run  a-muck  in  a  Malay- 
like fashion,         [purpose  in  my  passion. 

As  there 's  method  in  my  madness,  so  there 's 

'lis  my  aim  to  manage  everything  in  order 
categorioal —  [mstorioal. 

My  fame  as  Cosmos-maker  I  intend  shall  be 

I  know  they  call  me  Paul  Pry,  say  I  'm 
fussy  and  pragmatioal — 

But  that's  beoause  sheer  moonshine  always 
hates  the  mathematical. 

I  'm  not  content  to  **  j>lay  the  Eing  "  with  an 
imperial  pose  in  it — 

Whateyer  is  marked  "  Priyate  "  I  shall  up 
and  poke  my  nose  in  it. 

All. 
He  won't  let  drowsing  dogs  lie,  he  *U  stir  up 

the  tabby  sleeping  Tom — 
In  fact,  he  is  the  model  of  a  modem  German 

Peeping  Tom! 

I  bounce  into  the  Bali-Room  when  they  think 

I  'm  fast  asleep  at  home. 
And  measure  steps  and  skirts  and  things  and 

mark  what  state  folks  keep  at  home ; 
Watch  the  toilette  of  young  Beauty  on  the 

yenr  strictest  Q.T.  too. 
Eyanffelise  the  Army  and  keep  sentries  to 

their  duty,  too. 
On  the  Nayy,  and  the  Clergy,  and  the  Schools, 

my  wise  eyes  shoot  lignts,  Sir. 
I  'm  awfully  i>articular  to  regulate  the  foot- 
lights. Sir. 
I  preach  sermons  to  my  soldiers  and  arrange 

their  **  duds  "  and  duels,  too. 
And  tallow  their  poor  noses,  wnen  they  'ye 

oolds,  and  mix  their  gruels,  too; 
I'll  make  eyerybody  moral,  and  obedient, 

and  frugal.  Sir— 
In    fact    I 'm    an     Imperial      edition,  of 

McDouoALL,  Sir ! 

All. 
He 'd  compel  us  to  drink  water  and  restrain 
us  when  to  wed  agog ;  [pedagogue,  i 

In  fact  he  is  the  model  of  a  Modem  German  ; 

I  'ye  all  the  god-like  attributes,  omniscient, ; 

ubiquitous,  [commonly  iniquitous,  j 

I  mean  to  squelch  free  impulse,  which  is 
But  what 's  the  good  of  being  Chief  Inspector 

of  the  Uniyerse, 
And  prying  into  eyerything  from  pompous 

Law  to  puny  yerse,  [tendency 

If  eyerything  or  nearly  so,  shows  a  confounded 
To  go  right  of  its  own  accord  t  My  Masterful 

Resplenaency  [gaze  on  trustingly 

Would  radiate  aurorally,   a  world  would 
If  onl^  thin^  in  general  wouldn't  go  on  so 

disfi[ustingly.  [autcKDratical, 

Where  u  the  puU  of  beinff  Earth's  Inspector 
When  the  Progress  J'd  be  motor  of  seems 

mainly  automatical  ? 

All. 
Hooray  I     My  would-be  Jupiter,  a  parvenu 

is  told  again 
He's  not  the  true  Olympian,  Jack-in-the- 

Boxis**SoldAgamni" 


"AsnFiciAL  Otstee-Cultitatiox,"  read 
Mrs.  R.,  as  the  heading  of  a  par  in  the  Times. 
'*  Good  gracious  I "  she  exclaimed,  **  who  on 
earth  would  eyer  think  of  eating  '  artificial 
oystersl'"  

NoTHnro  is  certain  in  this  life  except 
Death,  Quarter  Day  and  stoppage  for  ten 
minutes  at  Swindon  Station. 


SO   CONVENIENT! 

Young  Wife,  ''Where  ark  you  goiko,  Reooix  dear?" 

Reggie  Dear.  "Only  to  the  Club,  icy  Darling." 

Young  Wife.  "Oh,  I  don't  mind  that,  beoause  there's  a  Telephone  there,  and 
I  can  Talk  to  you  through  it,  can't  I!"  Reggie.  "Y-yes— but— er— you  know, 

the  confounded  Wires  are  always  getting  out  of  order  ! " 


PAELIAMENT  1  LA  MODE  DE  PARIS. 

Scene— 2%«  Chamber  during  a  Debate  of  an 
exciting  character.  Member  with  a  news- 
paper occupying  the  Tribune, 

Member,  I  ask  if  the  report  in  this  paner 
is  true  ?    It  calls  the  Minister  a  scoundrel  I 
^Frantic  applause. 

President,  I  must  interpose.  It  is  not  right 
that  such  a  document  should  be  read. 

Member,  But  it  is  true.  I  hold  in  my 
hand  this  truth-telling  sheet.  {S?untis  of 
''Well  done.*'*)  This  admirable  journal 
describes  the  Minister  as  a  trickster,  a  man 
without  a  heart !  [  I  'ells  of  approbation. 

President,  I  warn  the  Member  that  he  is 
going  too  far.  He  is  outraging  the  public 
conscience.  ["JSTear.'  hear!" 

Member,  It  is  you  that  outrage  the  public 
oonsoienoe.  ISensation, 


President,  This  is  too  much!  If  I  hear 
another  word  of  insult,  I  will  assume  my  hat. 
[Profound  and  long-continued  agitation. 
Member,  A  hat  is  better  than  a  turned 
coat!  (Thunders  of  applause,)  I  say  that 
this  paper  is  full  of  wndesome  things,  and 
that  when  it  denounces  the  Minister  as  a 
good-for-nothing,  as  a  slanderer,  as  a  thief 
—it  does  but  its  duty. 

[Descends  from  the  Tribune  amidst  tumul- 
tuous applause^  and  is  met  by  the  Minister. 
Grand  altercation^  with  results. 
Minister's  Friends.  What  have  you  done 
to  him? 

Minister  {with  dignity),  I  have  ayenged 
my  honour— I  have  hit  mm  in  the  eye ! 
[Scene  closes  in  upon  the  Minister  receiving 
hearty  congratulations  from  all  sides  of 
the  Chamber. 
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PRESERVED  VENICE. 

{Specially  ImfiorUd/or  the  London  Market,) 

A  SATURDAY  NIGHT  SCENE  AT  OLYMPIA. 

Iir  THB  Pbomsnadb. 

A  Peseimistie  Matron  (tho  uiual  heady  and  tuaU-y  femaU^  who 
takes  aU  her  pleasure  a$  a  penanee).  Well,  tney  may  call  it 
**  Yenioe,"  bat  i  don't  see  no  dinerence  from  what  it  was  when  the 
Barnum  Show  waa 'ere— except— (r«jr«^/W/yV-that  then  they  'ad 
the  Freaks  o'  Nature,  and  Jumbo's  skelinton  I  ^    ^ 

Her  Huehand  {ah  Optimist — less  from  conviction  than  contradic» 
turn).  There  yoa  go,  Habia,  finding  fault  the  minute  you've  put 
your  noee  inside  I  We  . 
ain't  in  Yenioe  yet.  It 's 
up  at  the  top  o'  them  steps. 

The  P.M.  Up  aU  them 
stairs?  Well,  I 'ope  it'll 
be  worth  seeing  when  we 
do  get  there,  that 's  ail  I 

An  Attendant  {as  she 
arrives  at  the  top).  Not 
this  door,  Ma*am  —  next 
entranoe  for  Modem 
Yenioe. 

The  Opt.  Hush.  Tou 
needn't  go  ail  the  way 
down  again,  when  the 
steps  join  like  that  I 

ihe  P.  M.  I'm  not 
going  to  walk  sideways— 
J'm  not  a  orab,  Jos, 
whatever  you  mav  think. 
(Jox  assents,  with  reser^ 
vaOons).  Now  wherever 
have  tnose  other  two  got 
to  ?  'urrying  off  that  way ! 
Oh,  there  they  are.  'Ere, 
Lans  and  JiH,  keep  along 
o'  me  and  Father,  do,  or 
we  shan't  see  half  of 
what 's  to  be  seen ! 

Lizxie.  Oh,  all  right. 
Ha ;  don't  you  worry  so  I 
{TitZj:iL,herflancS,)  Don't 
those  tall  fellows  look 
smart  with  the  red  feathers 
in  their  cocked  'ats  ? 
What  do  they  call  them  t 

Jem  {a  young  man.  who 
thinks/or  himself).  Well, 
I  shouldn't  wonder  if  those 
were  the  parties  they  call 
"Doges"  —  sort  o'  police 
over  there,  d  *ye  see  ? 

Lizzie.  They're  'and- 
somer  than  'elmets,  I  will 
say  ^AaHor  them.  {They 
enter  Modem  Venice^ 
amidst  cries  of  '*  This  way 
for  Gondoala  Tickets ! 
Pass  alonp^  please  /  Keep 
to  your  rtaht .' "  ^c,  ^xi) 
It  does  have  a  foreign 
look,  with  all  those  queer 
names  written  up.  1  hink 
it's  like  what  it  18,  Jek? 

Jem,  Bound  to  be,  with 
all  the  money  they '  ve  spent 

on  it.    I  daresay  they 've  ,._,  _,    ,.  , ,   ^  ..      . 

idle-ised  it  a  bit.  though.  ^  ™  """>  ^  "  *»^y  flattered, 

The  P.  M.  Where  are  all  these  kinals  they  talk  so  much  about  P 
/don't  see  none  I 

Jem  (as  a  hreak  in  the  crowd  reveals  a  narrow  olive-green 
channel).  Why,  what  d  'ye  call  that.  Ma  f 

The  P.  M.  That  a  kinal  I  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  tell  me  any 
barge  'ud 

The  Opt,  Hush.  Go  on  I— you  didn't  suppose  vou'd  find  the 
Paddington  Canal  in  these  parts,  did  you  ?  This  is  oi^  enough  for 
ail  they  want.  {A  gondola  goes  hy  lurchily.  crowded  wtth  vot-hatted 
passengers,  smoleing  ]npes,  and  wearing  the  uncomfortable  smile 


children  er^foying  thetr  first  elephant-riSe.)  That 's  one  o'  these  'ere 
gondoalers— It 's  a  rum-looking  oonoem,  ain't  it  ?  But  I  suppose  you 
get  ftsed  to  *em^{philosophicatly)'-]ike  everything  else  I 

The  P.  M.  It  gives  me  the  ereeps  to  look  at  'em.    Talk  about 
^earses! 


The  Opt.  Hush.  Well,  look  'ere,  we've  oome  out  to  ei\}oy  ourselvea 
— what  d'ye  say  to  having  a  ride  in  one,  eh  P 

The  P.  M.  You  won't  ketoh  me  trustantr  myself  in  one  o^  them 
tituppy  things,  so  don't  jou  deceive  yourself  I 

The  Opt.  Hush.  Oh,  it's  on'y  two  foot  o'  warm  water  if  you  do 

tip  over.     Come  on  I    {Hailing  Gondolier,  who  has  just  landed  his 

cargo.)    'Ere,  'ow  much  '11  you  take  the  lot  of  us  for,  hey  P 

Gondolier  {gesticulating).  Teekits  I  you  tek  teekits— l«^you  vaiti 

Jem.  He  means  we  've  j^t  to  go  to  the  orfioe  and  take  tickets  and 

stand  in  a  cue.  d'yer  see  r 

The  P.  M.  Me  go  and  form  a  cue  down  there  and  get  squeeged 
like  at  the  Adelphi  Pit,  all  to  set  in  a  rickety  gondcwler  I  I  oaa 
see  dl  7  want  to  see  without  messing  about  in  one  o'  them  things  I 

The  Others.  Well,  I 
dunno  as  it's  worth  the 
extnr  sixpenoe,  oome  to 
think  of  it.     {They  pass 

Jem.  We  're  on  the 
Rialto  Bridge  now,  Lizzix, 
d'ye  seeP  The  one  in 
Shakspsabe,  you  know. 

Lizzie.  That's  the  one 
they  call  the  "  Bridge  o^ 
Sighs,"  ain't  it  P  {Hazily,) 
Is  that  because  there's 
shops  on  it  P 

Jem,  I  dessay.  Shops 
— or  else  suicides. 

Lizzie  {more  hazily  than 
ever).  Ah,  the  same  as  the 
Monument.  {They  walk 
on  with  a  sense  of  mental 
enlargement,) 

Mrs,  Lavender  Salt, 
It's  wonderfully  like  the 
real  thing.  Lavsitdkr, 
isn't  itP  Of  course  they 
ean't  quite  get  the  true 
Yenetian  atmosphere  I 

Mr,  L,  8,  Well,  Mimosa, 
they  'd  have  the  Sanitary 
Authorities  down  on  them 
if  they  did,  you  know ! 

Mrs,  L.  8.  Oh,  you're 
so  horribly  unromantici 
But,  Lavender,  couldn't 
we  get  one  of  those  gon- 
dolas  and  go  about.    It 
would  be  so  lovdv  to  be 
in  one  again,  ana  fancy 
ourselves    back   in   dear 
Yenice,  now  wouldnU  it  P 
Mr.  L.  8.  The  illusion 
is  cheap  at  sixpence;   so 
oome  along.  Mimosa  I 
IHe  secures  tickets,  and 
presently  the  LaveK'- 
BE&  Salts,  find  them- 
selves vart  of  a  long 
aueue,  heing  marthaf- 
ted  between  harriers 
hy  Italian  gendarmes 
in  a  state  of  politely 
suppressed       amuse- 
tnent. 
Mrs.  L.   S.   {over  her 
shoulder  to  her  hushand, 
as  she  imagines).  I'd  no 
.-       u  ^  T I      I     J        ,i^  »f  id«a  ▼©  should  have  to  go 

Mum,  but  I'm  already  suited."  through  all  this  I     Miut 

we  really  herd  in  with  all  these  people  P    Can't  we  two  manage  to 
get  a  gondola  all  to  ourselves  P 

A  voice  {not  Lavender's— in  her  ear).  I'm  sure  I'm  'ighly 
flattered.  Mum,  but  I  'm  alr^y  suited ;  yn't  I,  Dtst  P 

[I)tst  corroborates  his  statement  with  unnecessary  emphaeis, 

A  8turdy  Democrat  {in  front,  over  his  shoulder).  Pity  ver  didn't 
send  word  you  was  coming.  Mum,  and  then  they'd  na'  kep'^the  place 
clear  of  us  common  people  for  yer  I       [Mrs.  L.  S.  is  sorry  she  spoke. 

In  the  Gondola.— Mr.  and  Mrs.  L.  S.  are  seated  in  the  back  seat, 
supported  on  one  side  by  the  Humorous  'Arry  and  his  PianeSe, 
ana  on  the  other  hu  ovale,  bleated  youth,  with  a  particularly 
rank  cigar,  and  the  Sturdy  Democrat,  whose  two  small  boys 
oeeupy  the  seat  in  front,  D^jtjzed  bv  VnU 
The  8t,  Dem.  {with  makee  ajforethought).  If  you  two  lada  ain't 
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Mr.  L,  S.  [io  th6  Bloated  Youth).  Might  I  aak  you,  Sir,  not  to  puff 
your  smoko  in  thia  lady's  face — it  ^a  extremely  unpleasant  for  her  I 

The  B.  Y*  AJl  ng-htf  Mister,  I  'm  always  readv  to  oblige  a  lydy 
— but— (ttt^A  wounded  pride)*-^h  to  ita  bein'  unmt<uant,  yer  know, 
all  /can  tell  yer  \%—{wiih  iar€mm)—i^hi  this  VppeDs  to  be  one  of 
the  best  tuppeny  smokes  in  'AmmerBiuith ! 

Mr  L.  S^  {dtphniaticaUyy  I  am  iUf«  of  that— from  tlio  arom&, 
but  if  yoQ  coidd  kindly  postpomii  its  enjoyment  for  a  little  while,  we 
should  be  extremely  obliged! 

Th0  B.  F,  Well,  I  must  keep  it  (xhivt.  Ter  know.  If  ttere  'b  any- 
one 'ere  that  understands  oiganf,  they  ^11  bear  me  out  as  it  never 
smokes  the  wane  when  yon  onoe  let  it  ont»  _ 

[Th€  other  Patsenffert  cot\flmi  htm  in  thi$  epteursttn  dic^m, 
whereupon  he  $uck«  the  ctaar  at  inttrraU  behind  Mrs*  L»  8.*8 
hack^  during* the  refnainder  of  the  trip* 

Mr,  L.  S.  [to  Mrs.  L.  S.  when  th4jf  are  ahne  again)*  Well, 
Mdcoba,  illosioQ  suooessfulf  eh  f  Mrt.  L.  S.  Oh,  d&n't  f 


TO  MY  CIGAEETTE, 


Hx  own,  my  loved,  my  Cigarette, 

My   dainty    joy   disfiused   in 

tissue,  [remt 

What  fate  can  make  your  slave 

The  day  when  Uri^t  he  dared  to 

kiss  you  V 

I  bad  smoked  briars,  like  to  most 

Who  joy  in  smokmf ,  and  had 

been  a 

Too  ready  prey  to  those  who  boast 

Their  Douded  stores  of  Reina 

Finn. 

In  honeydew  had  steeped  my  aoub 
Had   been  of    cherry   piptts  a 
cracker, 
And  watched  the  creamy,  meer- 
schaum^ s  bowl 
Grow    weekly,    daily,    hourly 
blacker. 


The  stroni^  I  found  too  apt  to 
bum  [temper. 

My  tongue,  the  week  to  try  my 
And  all  were  failures,  and  I  ^rew 
More  tentative  and  undeoided, 
Consulted  friends,  and  found  they 
knew 
As  little  ON  or  leas  than  I  did, 
Havannah  yielded  up  her  pick 

Of  prime  cigars  to  my  fruition ; 
I  bought  a  case,  and  some  went 
^'dck," 
The  refit  were  never  in  condition. 
Until  in  sheer  fatiffu«  I  turned 
To  you,  tobacco  i  white-robed 
tyro,  Peamed 

And   from    your    ifolden  legend 
Your  maker  dwelt  and  wrought 
in  Cairo- 


ABOMINATIONS    OF    MODERN    SCIENOE. 

4I.%ItIA.NA  A11B[V|L^  AT  TRK  MOATlin  GR.\S<1E  (AFrRK  A  LOIfP-, 
DAMP  JOIRKKV)   JUST    IN    TIXB    TO    VHrSti.    rott    DlNNEE,    AS©   Pltfa*. 

TO  nra  borrow,  that  her  Room  is  wakmrd  by  Hot  Water  Pipks 

ASD   LRaRTED    HY   ELEVTRirTTY. 

pot  room  there,  I  desaay  this  lady  won't  mind  takin'  one  of  yer  on 
her  lap.  (To  Mrs.  L.  S.,  who  ix  frozen  tcith  horror  at  thu  tuggtM^ 
Hon.)    They  're  'nmin  be4Ui_a,  Mum,  Uke  yeraelf  1 

Mrt.  L.  5.  [desperately  ignoring  htrr  othvr  neighbours).  Isn't  that 
lovely  balcony  there  copied  from  the  one  at  the  Piaani,  Lave:sder— 
or  is  it  the  Contnrini  i*    I  forget. 

Mr.  L.  iS\  Don't  remember — got  the  Rial  to  rather  wtll»  haven't 
they  ?  1  supx>o^  that  'a  intended  for  the  dome  oi  the  Salute  down 
there— not  quito  the  outline,  though,  if  I  remember  right.  And,  if 
that  'a  the  Campanile  of  St.  Mark,  the  colour 's  too  brown,  eh  P 

The  Hum,  ^Arryiwith  irUention),  Oh,  I  sy,  Dtsy,  yn't  that 
the  Kempynoily  of  Eennington  Oval,  right  oppersite  ?  and  'avenH 
they  got  uie  Gmmd  Einel  in  the  Ole  Kent  Road  proper,  eh  F 

Dy^  {playing  up  to  him^  with  ef^ymeni).  Jest  'aven^t  they  I 
On'y  1  don't  quoite  remember  whether  the  ooloor  o*  them  gas-lamjM 
is  oorreot.  But  there,  if  we  go  on  torkin'  this  Vy,  other  parties 
might  think  we  'wanted  to  show  orf ! 

Mrs,  L,  S,  Do  yoa  remember  oar  last  gondola  expedition. 
Lavxitdeb,  coming  home  from  the  Giadecca  in  that  splendia  sunset  r 

The  Hum,  A.  Kecklect  you  and  me  roidin'  'ome  from  Walworth 
on  a  rhinebow,  Dtst,  eh  ? 

Chorus  of  Chqff  from  the  hridaes  and  ietraces  as  they  pass, 
'UUo.  'ere  comes  another  boat-load !  'Igher  up,  there !  .  .  .  Four- 
wheeler  ! . . .  Ain't  that  toff  in  the  tall  'at  eiu'oyin'  himself  P  Quite 
a  'appy  funeral !  &c.,  &c, 

Mrs.  L,  8,  (faintly,  as  theu  enter  the  Canal  in  front  of  the  Stage), 
Iatxndkr,  dear,  I  really  can^t  stand  thia  m%tch  longer! 


IUg2=^ 


Read  Calveelev  and  learnt  by 

heart  [weed  in ; 

The    lines   he   celebrates   the 

And  blew  my  smoke  in  rings,  an 

art  [in. 

That  many  try,  but  few  succeed 

In  fact  of  nearly  everjF  style 

Of  smoke  I  was  a  kindlv  critio, 
Thooffh  I  had  found  Manillas  vile, 

Ana  Triohinopolis  mephitic. 
The  stout  tobacco-Jar  became 
Within  my  smoking-room  a 
fixture: 
I  heard  my  friends  extol  by  name 
Each   one    his   own    peculiar 
mixture. 
Ajid  tried  them  every  one  in  turn 
{Q  varittm^  tobaccOf  semper  !) ; 


0  worshinned  wheresoe'er  I  roam, 
As  fondly  as  a  wife  by  some  is, 

Waif  from  the  far  Egyptian  holne 
Of  Pharaohs,  crocodiles,  and 
mummies; 

Beloved,    in   spite   of  jeer   and 

frown ;  [you. 

The  more  the  Philistines  assail 

The  more  the  doctors  run  you 

down,  [von. 

The  more  I  puff  you-Hindinhale 

Though  worn  with  toil  and  vexed 
with  strife 
(Ye  smokers  all,  attend  and 
hear  me). 
Undaunted  stiU  I  live  my  life, 
With  you,   my  Cigarette,  to 
cheer  me. 
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SOMETHING   WRONG   SOMEWHERE. 

**H0W    OHAMCIKO    YOIT    LOOK,   DBAB    MrB.    BkLLA1CT--A8    USUAL  I        WOULD    YOU    MIND 
TXLLINO  ME  WHO    MAZES    YOUK    LOVELY    FeOOKS  ?     I  'M  80    DISSATISFIED  WITH  MT  DbEUS- 

MAKER  I  "Oh,  oeetainly.    Mes.  Ohiffonnettb,  of  Bond  Street." 

Chiffonhette  I    Why,  I  'ye  been  to  her  for  Years  I    The  Wretch  !    I  wonder 

WHY  SHE  SUITS  YoU  SO  MUCH  BETTER,   NOW  I  " 


A  TALK  OVER  THE  TUB; 

Or,  LegeU  Laundressea  in  Council, 
["  The  whole  legal  machineiy  ii  out  of  rear, 
and  the  country  ii  too  busy  to  put  it  right."— Xflir 

ZvffMV.J 

A  Leading  Laundrest, 
WiCH  I  say,  Missis  'Alsbuby,  Mum, 
We  are  all  getting  into  a  qoand'ry; 
You  and  me  can  no  longer  m  dumb, 
Seein'    how    we're    the  heads    of    the 
Laundry: 


It  is  all  very  well  to  stand  'ere, 

Sooperintending  the  soaping  and  rinsing ; 
Old  pleas  for  delay,  I  much  mr. 

Are  no  longer  entirely  oonwinoing. 
Just  look  at  the  Linen— in  'eaps  I 

And  no  one  can  say  it  ain't  dirty  I 
Our  clients,  a-grumbling  they  keeps, 

'And  some  of 'em  seem  getting  shirty. 
Wotever,  my  dear,  shall  we  do  f 

T^o  parties  'as  axed  me  that  question ; 
And  now  I  just  puts  it  to  yon. 

And  I  'ope  you  can  make  some  sugges- 
tion. 


our 


Heiid  Laundre9B, 
My  dear  Missis  Colet.  I  own 

I  ain't  heard  from  tne  parties  you  'int  at. 
But  them  Linen- 'eaps  certny  Kob  grown, 

Wioh  tiieir  bulk  I  aYe  just  took  a  squint  at. 
We  sud.  and  we  rub,  ana  we  scrub. 

And  the  pile  'ardly  seems  to  diminish. 
It  tires  us  poor  SIsyss  of  the  Tub, 

And  the  doose  only  knows  when  we  11  finish. 

A  Leading  Laundreee, 
Peroisely,  mv  dear,  but  it's  that. 

As  the  Puolio  insists  upon  knowin', 
Missis  Mathew  'as  told  me  so,  jMt, 

Wioh  likeways  'as  good  Missis  BowEir. 
You  can't  floor  their  argYments,  quite. 

'OwsomcYer  you  twirl  ^em  or  'twist  'em ; 
TheY  say^  and  1  fear  they  are  right, 

Tnere  u  somethink  ail  wrong  with 
System  I 

Head  Laundreee. 
Our  System  I    Well,  well,  my  good  soul. 

You  know  'twasn't  ue  as  inwented  it. 
We  wouldn't  haYe  got  into  this  'de. 

If  you  and  me  could  'aYe  perwented  it. 
[  know  there 's  no  end  of  a  blodc. 

That  expenses  is  running  up  awfully ; 
The  siffht  of  it  giYes  me  a  shock, 

But^ow  can  we  alter  it— lawfidly  t 

A  Leading  Laundreu, 
I  fear,  Mum,  I  Yery  much  fear, 

That  word  doesn't  strike  so  much  terror 
As  once  on  the  dull  public  ear ;  [error! 

Times   change.  Mum,  they  do,  make  no 
Our  dients  complain  of  the  cost. 

And  lots  of  Commercials  is  leaYing  us. 
I  think.  Mum,  afore  more  is  lost. 

We  had    best  own  the   block    is— well 
grieYingusI 

Head  Laundrea, 
There  can't  be  no  'arm,  dear,  in  thai. 

Let 's  write  to  the  papers  and  'int  it. 
I  know  with  your  pen  you  are  pat. 

And  the  ISmee  will  be  'appy  to  print  it. 
If  we  are  to  ffit  through  that  lot,        [notion ! 

We  must  ^a^^e  some  more  'dp— that 's  my 
Let 's  strike  whilst  the  iron  is  'ot. 

The  Public  tobj  trust  our  dewotion. 
We  'U  call  the  cmef  Laundresses  round ; 

Some  way  we  no  doubt  shall  discoYcr. 
At  least,  dear,  'twill  'aYe  a  ^ood  sound. 

If  we  meet,  and— well  taSt  the  thing  over! 
[Left  dfdng  so. 


A  MENU  FROM  HATFIELD. 

POTAOES. 

Consomm^  de  Ncyou  aux  Bailee  de  Golf. 
Au  Jo  poch6. 

£27TE£B8. 

Supreme  de  liYres  Bleus.' 
Irlandais  SauYages  en  Culottes. 
Filou  Mignon  Bandolph,  Sauce  Tartarin. 
D6go(it  de  Gk»chen  &  la  Finanddre. 

R^TS. 

Canards  Portugiiais. 
£ntreo6te  d'Afrique  i  I'Allemande. 

ReleyIs.  • 

Terrine  de  Fermes  Yenduea  i  la  Pamell 

P4t6  de  Loi  k  TOrdre  PubHque. 

LtQjnaa, 

Petits  Soup9ons  Francais.  Sauce  £gyptienne. 

Y^pres  Ce^iliennes. 

EXTBEMETS. 

Absorbs  de  Birmingham. 

Sucods  de  Whitehall  aux  Affaires  £trang^res. 

Dessbbt. 

Amendes  Parlsmentaires. 

Raisons  de  Plus  en  D^f  aites. 
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"THE   MUSIC   IN   OUR   STREET." 

{A  word  from  a  Oirl  who  lives  in  it, ) 


Did  you  ever  *ear  our  music  ?    What,  never  P    There 's  a  shame ; 
I  tell  yer  it 's  fcolopshus,  we  do  'ave  such  a  f^ame. 
When  the  sun's  a-shinin'  brightly,  when  the  fog's  upon  the  town^ 
When  the  frost  'as  bust  the  water-pipes,  when  rain  comes  pounn' 

down; 
In  the  momin'  when  the  costers  come  a-shoutin'  with  their  mokes. 
In  the  erenin'  when  the  gals  walk  out  a-spoonin'  with  their  blokes, 
When  Mother 's  sla^in'  Billy,  or  when  Father  wants  'is  tea, 
When  the  bovs  are  in  the  **  Spotted  Dog  "  a  'avin'  of  a  spree. 
No  matter  what  the  weather  is,  or  what  the  time  o*  day, 
Our  music  alius  visits  us,  and  never  goes  away. 
And  when  they  've  tooned  theirselves  to-rights,  I  tell  jet  it 's  a  treat 
Just  to  listen  to  the  lot  of  'em  a-playin'  in  our  street. 

There's  a  chap  as  turns  the  orgin— the  best  I  ever  'eard— 

Oh  lor*  he  does  just  jabber,  but  you  can't  make  out  a  word. 

I  can't  abear  Italians,  as  alius  uses  knives. 

And  talks  a  f urrin  lingo  all  their  miserable  lives. 

But  this  one  calls  me  Bxlla— which  my  Christian  name  is  Sue— 

And  'e  smiles  and  turns  'is  orgin  very  proper,  that  he  do. 

Sometimes  'e  plays  a  polker  and  sometimes  it 's  a  march, 

And  I  see  'is  teeth  all  shinin'  through  'is  lovely  black  mustarch. 


feet, 


their 


When  they  'ear  that  pianner-orgin  man,  as  plays  about  our  street. 
Tliere  '§  a  feller  plavs  a  comet  too,  and  wears  a  ulster  coat, 


Ify  eye,  'e  does  j>us  out  'is  cheeks  a-tryin'  for  'is  note. 
It  seems  to  go  right  through  yer,  and.  oh,  it 's  right-d< 
When'e  gives  us  **Annis  Laurie*^  or  ''Sweet  Sp 


giTes 
Prayn-" 
^'s  so  stout  that  when  'e's  blowin'  'ard  you  think  'e  must 
And  'is  nose  is  like  the  lamp  (what 's  red)  outside  a  chemist 


>own  rare 
Spirit,  *ear  my 


And  another  blows  tiie  penny-pipe, — I  alius  thinks  it 's  thin. 
And  I  much  prefers  the  comet  when  'e  ain't  bin  drinkin'  gin. 
And  there 's  Conoertina-JimcT,  it  makes  yer  want  to  shout 
When  'e  acts  just  like  a  windmill  and  waves  'is  arms  about 
Oh,  I  '11  lav  you  'alf  a  tanner,  yon  'U  find  it  'ard  to  beat 
The  good  old 'eaps  of  music  that  they  gives  na  in  onr  street 


go  pop; 
;  s  shop. 


And  a  pore  old  ragged  party,  whose  shawl  is  shockin'  torn. 

She  sings  to  suit  'er  'usbana  while  'e  plays  on  so  forlorn. 

'£r  voice  is  dreadful  wheezy,  and  I  can't  exactly  say 

I  like  'er  style  of  singin'  **  Tatnmj/  Dodd**  or  **  Nancy  Oray.'* 

But  there,  she  does  'er  best,  I  'm  sure ;  I  musn't  run  'er  down, 

When  she 's  only  tryin'  all  she  can  to  earn  a  honest  brown. 

Still,  though  I  'm  mad  to  'ear  'em  play,  and  sometimes  join  the  dance, 

I  often  wish  one  music  gave  the  other  kind  a  chance. 

The  orgin  might  have  two  davs,  and  the  comet  take  a  third. 

While  the  pipe-man  tried  o'  Thursdays  'ow  to  imitate  a  bird. 

But  they  alius  comes  together,  sin^n'  plavin'  as  they  meet 

With  their  pipes  and  'oms  and  orgins  in  the  middle  of  our  street. 

But  there,  I  can't  stand  chatterin',  pore  mother 's  mortal  bad. 
And  she's  got  to  work  the  whole  day  long  to  keep  things  straight 

for  dad. 
Complain  ?    Not  she.    She  scrubs  and  rubs  with  ail  'er  might  and 

main. 
And  the  lot 's  no  sooner  finished  but  she 's  got  to  start  again. 
There 's  a  patch  for  Johnvt's  jacket,  a  dam  for  Billt's  socks. 
And  an  hour  or  so  o'  needlework  a  mendin'  Pollt's  frocks ; 
With  floors  to  wash,  and  plates  to  clean,  she  'd  soon  be  skin  and  bone 
TEr  cough 's  that  aggravatin')  if  she  did  it  all  alone. 
There  '11  be  music  wmle  we  're  workin'  to  keep  us  on  the  go — 
I  like  my  tunes  as  fast  as  fast,  pore  mother  likes  'em  slow-^ 
Ah  I  we  don't  get  much  to  laugh  at,  nor  yet  too  much  to  eat. 
And  the  miudo  stops  us  thinkin'  when  they  play  it'in  the  street. 

*'  Mabis,  Coms  Up  !  "~Wh«i  Miss  Mabib  Llotd,  who,  unpro- 
fessionally,  when  at  home,  is  known  as  Mrs.  Pebct  Coubtxnat, 
which  her  Christian  name  is  Matilda,  recently  appeared  at  Bow- 
Street  Police  Court,  having  summoned  her  husband  for  an  assault, 
the  Magistrate,  Mr.  LusHiKGTOir,  ought  to  have  called  on  the  Com- 
plainant to  sing  **  WhaeJuf,  Whacky,  Whack  !  "  which  would  have 
come  in  most  appropriately.  Let  us  hope  that  the  pair  will  make  it 
up,  and,  as  the  story-books  say,  **  live  happily  ever  afterwards." 

NiQHi  LiOHTS.— Enmonr  has  it  that  certain  Chorus  Ladies  have 
oljfoted  to  wearing  tleotrio  glow-lamps  in  their  hair.  Was  it  for 
fear  of  beooming  too  Ught-haaded  P 
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POUTE  UTERATURE. 

Deab  Mr.  PuircH,— 
Haying  seen  .in  the  pages 
of  one  of  your  contem- 
poraries seyeral  deeply 
interesting  letters  telling 
of  **  the  Courtesy  of  the 
Cavendish,"  I  think  it 
will  be  pleasing  to  your 
readers  to  learn  thkt  I 
have  a  fund  of  aneodote 
oonoeming  the  politeness 
—the  true  politeness— of 
manr  other  members  of 
the  Peerage.  Perhaps  jrou 
will  permit  me  to  giro 
you  a  few  instances  of 
what  I  may  call  aristo- 
oratio  amiability. 

On  one  occasion  the 
Duke  of  DiTCSWATER  and 
a  Lady  entered  the  same 
omnibus  simultaneously. 
There  was  but  one  seat, 
and  noticing  that  His 
Grace  was  standing,  I 
called  attention  to  the 
fact.  "  Certainly,"  re- 
plied His  Grace,  with 
a  quiet  smilot  "^ut  if  I 
had  sat  down,  tbe  Lady 
would  not  have  enjoyed 
her  peaent  satisfactory 
position  ! "  The  L^dy 
teraelf  had  taken  the 
unto  then  Tacant  place  I 

Shortly  afterwards  I 
met  Viscoimt  VERMTLioir 
walking  in  an  opposite 
direction  to  the  path  I 
mTself  was  pursuing. 
**  My  Lord,"!  murmured, 
remoTing  my  hat, '  *  I  was 
guite  prepared  to  st  ep 
into  the  gutter/'  ^'It 
was  unnecessary,"  re- 
turned his  Lordship,  gra- 
dousl]^,  **for  as  the  path 
was  wide,  there  was  room 
enough  for  both  of  us  to 
pass  on  the  same  paye- 
ment!" 

On  a  very  wet  eyening 
I  saw  My  Lord  Toh- 
HODDICOMB  coming  from 
a  shop  in  Piccadillv. 
Noticing  that  his  Lord- 
ship Ead  no  defence 
against  the  weather,  I 
ventured  to  offer  the 
Peer  my  paraphtie, 

**  Please  let  me  get  into 
my  carriage,"  observed 
his  Lor^  *^  ~  "^  —  ^'' 
meant 


FANCY   PORTRAIT. 


SEf^OR  DRUMMONDO  WOLFFEZ, 

Rbfbxsentino  thx  John  Bullfighter  at  Madrid. 

''TOREADOR  CONTENTO !'* 


Lordship.    Then  diaooyering,  from  my  bowing  attitude,  that  I 
int  no  insolence  by  my  suffgcition,  he  added, — ^^  And  as  for  your 
umbrella — surely  on  this  rainy  night  you 
can  make  use  of  it  yourself  f  " 

Tet  again.  The  Marchioness  of  Loam- 
shire  was  on  the  point  of  crossing  a 
puddle. 

Naturally  I  divested  mvself  of  my  great- 
coat, and  threw  it  as  a  oridge  across  her 
Ladyship's  dirty  walk. 

The  Marchioness  smiled,  but  her  Lady- 
ship has  never  forgotten  the  circumstance, 
and  I  have  the  coat  still  bv  me. 

And  yet  some  people  declare  that  the 
wives  of  Members  pi  the  House  of  Lords 
are  wanting  in  consideration ! 
Believe  me,  dear  Mr.  Punchy 

Yours  enthusiastically,         8.  Nob. 
The  Crtngeries,  Low  Booington, 


Notice.— No.  XXV.  of  "  Travelling  Companions  "  next  week. 


THE  JUDGES  IN 
COUHCIL 

["  AU  the  judiciAl  wisdom 
of  the  Supreme  Court  has 
met  in  solemn  and  aeoret 
oonchiTe,  heralded  by  letters 
from  the  heads  of  the  Bench, 
admitting  serious  erils  in 
the  working  of  the  High 
Court  of  Justioe ;  a  full 
working    day    was    appro- 

{iriated  for  the  occasion;  the 
earned  Judges  met  at  11  a.m. 
(nominally)  and  rose 
promptly  for  luncheon,  and 
for  the  day,  at  1*30  p.m. 
Two-and-a-nislf  hours'  work, 
during  which  each  of  the 
twenty-eight  judicial  per- 
sonages no  doubt  devotea  all 
his  faculties  and  experience 
to  the  disooverv,  discussion, 
and  remoral  of  the  admit- 
tedly numerous  defects  in 
the  working  of  the  Judica- 
ture Acts !  Two-and-a-half 
hours,  which  might  have 
been  stolen  from  the  relaxa- 
tions of  a  Saturday  after- 
noon I  Two  -  and  -  a  -  half 
hours,  for  which  the  tax- 

Sayers  of  the  United  King- 
om  pay  some  eight  hundred 
^^eas!  Truly  the  spectacle 
IS  eminently  calculated  to 
inspire  the  country  with 
confidence  and  hopes  of  rt" 
torm,*^— Extract  from  L$t' 
ttrtothe  IViMif .] 

SCEKE— ^  Room  at  the 
Royal  Courts,  Lord 
Chancellor,  Lord 
Chief  Justice,  Mas- 
ter of  the  KOLLS, 
Lords  Justices,  Jus- 
tices. 

Z.  C.  Well,  I'm  very 
^lad  to  see  you  all  look- 
ing so  well,  out  can  any- 
one tell  me  why  we've 
met  at  ail  ? 

Z.  C.  J.  Talking  of 
meetings,  do  you  remem- 
ber that  Exeter  story 
dear  old  Jack  ToxFKnrs 
used  to  tell  on  the  West- 
em  Circuit  ? 

i  [Proceedi  to  UU  ZkCX. 
Tompkins's  Uory  ai 
great  length  to  great 
tntereet  of  Chancery 
Judges. 

3f.  R.  (who  hoe  listened 
with  marked  impatience).    Why.  my  dear  feUow,  it  isn't  a  Western 
Circuit  story  at  alL    It  was  on  the  Northern  Circuit  at  Appleby. 
[Proceeds  to  tell  the  same  story  all  over 

again^    substituting   Appleby  for 

Exeter,  At  the conclustonof  story, 

Great    laughter  from    Chancery 

Judges.   Common  Law  Judges  look 

bored,   hating  all  told  same  story 

on  and  about  their  own  Circuits, 
Z.  C.  Very  ffood— very  good— used 
to  tell  it  myself  on  the  South  Wales 
Circuit— but  what  have  we  met  for  P 

Lord  Justice  A,  1  say,  what  do  jrou 
think   about   this    cross-examination 

fuss  ?    It  seems  to  me 

Z.  C.  J.  Talking  of  cross-examina- 
tion—do you  fellows  remember  the 
excellent  story  dear  old  Johnnie 
Browbeat  used  to  tell  about  the 
Launceston  election  petition  ? 


£(^-simple. 


nceston  election  petition  ?  (^  ^^-^  ^^\  ^ 

[Proceeds  to  teU  story  in  much  deta£^  bf '^Sf  ^^  uncomfori^ 


able  at  its  conclusion. 


■  ~-*Jg«.  jun^v  ^  g  ;. 
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If.  J2.  UutUng  in),  Whv,  my  dear  fellow, 
it  wasn't  LaonceBton  at  all,  it  was  Lancaster, 

and 

[Tells  story  aU  over  again  to  the  Chan- 
cery Judges. 
Z.  C  Yes— exoellrnt.    I  thought  it  took 
place  at  Chester — but  really,  now,  we  must 
get  to  business.    8o,  tir^t  of  all,  will  anyone 
kindly  tell  me  what  the  business  is  P 
Mr,  Justice  A,  (a    very   young  Judge), 

Well,  the  fact  is,  I  believe  the  Public 

Chorus  of  Judges,  The  what  P 
Mr,  Justice  A,  iunth  hesitation).  Why— I 
was  going  to  say  there  seems  to  be  a  sort  of 

discontent  amongst  the  Public 

Z.  C,  {with  dionity).  Really,  really— what 
have  we  to  do  with  the  Public  P  But  in  case 
there  should  be  any  truth  in  this  extraordi- 
nary statement,  1  think  we  might  as  well  ap- 
point a  Committee  to  look  into  it,  and  then 
we  can  meet  again  some  day  and  hear  what 
it  is  all  about. 

Z.  C  J.  Yes,  a  Committee  by  all  means ; 
the  smaller  the  better.  **  Too  many  cooks," 
as  dear  cdd  Hobage  puts  it. 

M,  R,  Talking  of  cooks,  isn't  it  about 
lunch  time  P 

[General  consensus  of  opinion  in  favour  of 
lunching.  As  thiu  a^'oum^  L.  C.  J.  de- 
tains  Chancery  Judges  to  tell  them  a  story 
about  something  that  happened  at  Bod^ 
mint  ond^  to  prevent  mistakes,  tells  it 
in  West  Country  dialect.  M.  R.  imme- 
diately repeats  it  in  strong  Yorkshire^ 
aftd  lays  the  venue  at  Bradford,  Itestdt : 
that  the  whole  of  Her  Majesty's  Courts 
in  London  were  closed  for  one  day. 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  LITIGANT. 

{A/Ur  Hood.  Also  afUr  CoIeridge^s  (C.J.) 
Letter  to  the  Lord  Chancellor  on  the  decay  of 
Legal  Business. ) 

I  BEKEMBER,  I  remember 

The  Law  when  I  was  bom. 
The  Serjeants,  brothers  of  the  coif, 

The  Judges  dead  and  gone. 
The  Judicature  Acts  to  them 

Were  utterly  unknown ; 
It  was  a  fearful  ignorance — 

Oh,  would  it  were  my  own ! 

I  remember,  I  remember 

The  worthy  **  Proctor  "  race. 
The  **Po8teas,"  and  the  **  Elegits.'* 

The  **  Actions  on  the  Case." 
The  **  Error  "  each  Attorney's  Clerk 

Did  wilfully  abet. 
The  days  of  *^Bills"  in  Equity— 

Some  bills  are  living  yet ! 

I  remember,  I  remember 

The  years  of  **  Jarndyce  "  jaw, 
The  lively  game  of  shuttlecock 

'Twixt  Equity  and  Law. 
Tribunals  tben  were  **  Courts  "  indeed 

That  are  "Divisions"  now, 
And  Silken  Oowns  have  feared  the  frowns 

Upon  a  *•  Baron's  "  brow. 

We  remember,  we  remember 

The  Hourishmg  of  trumps, 
When  Parliament  took  up  our  wrongs. 

And  manned  the  legal  pumps. 
Those  noble  Acts  (they  said)  would  end 

Obstructions  and  delay, 
And  ne'er  again  would  htigants 

The  piper  nave  to  pay. 

I  remember,  I  remember 

Expenses,  mountains  high : 
I  usea  to  think,  when  dulv  *^  taxed," 

They'd  vanish  by-and-by. 
It  was  a  foolish  (Jonfidende, 

But  now  'tis  littlo  joy 
To  know  that  Law 's  as  ^low  and  dear 

As  when  I  was  a  boy  I 


THE  HERO  OF  THE  SUMMER  SALL 

{By  our  own  Private  and  Confidential  Foeteu.) 

I  WOULD  I  loved  some  belted  Earl, 

Some  Baronet,  or  K.C.B., 
But  I  'm  a  most  unhappy  girl. 

And  no  such  luck 's  m  store  for  me ! 
I  would  I  loved  some  Soldier  bold, 

Who  leads  his  troops  where  cannons  pop. 
But  if  the  bitter  truth  be  told— 
I  love  a  man  who  walks  a  shop  I 
For  oh !  a  King  of  Men  is  he— 

Withprincely  strut  and  stiffened  spine — 
So  his,  and  his  alone,  shall  be, 
This  fondly  foolish  heart  of  mine ! 


^^ 


On  Remnant  Days— from  mom  till  nighty 

When  blows  fall  fast,  and  words  run  high. 
When  frenzied  females  fiercely  fipht 

For  bargains  that  they  long  to  buy— 
From  hot  attack  he  does  not  flinch. 

But  stands  his  around  with  visage  pale, 
And  all  the  time  looks  every  inch 
The  Hero  of  that  Summer  Sale  I 
For  oh !  a  King  of  Men  is  he — 

Whom  shop-assistants  call  to  **  Sign  I " 
So  his,  and  his  alone,  shall  be 
This  fondly  foolish  heart  of  mine ! 


MowDAY,  Jan.  18j  1892.  **  Bath  and  West 
of  England's  Society's  Cheese  School  at 
Frome."  Of  this  School,  the  Times^  judging 
bv  results,  speaks  highly  of  **  the  practical 
character  of  the  instruction  given  at  the 
School."  This  is  a  bad  look-out  for  Eton  and 
Harrow,  not  to  say  for  Winchester  and  West- 
minster also.  All  parents  who  wish  their 
children  to  be  *'  quite  the  cheese  "  in  Sodety 
generally,  and  particularly  for  Bath  and  the 
West  of  England,  where,  of  course.  Society  is 
remarkablv  exclusive,  cannot  do  oetter,  it  is 
evident,  than  send  them  to  the  Bath  and 
West  of  England  Cheese  School. 

Oif  TffB  Tbaill.— It  is  suggested  that  in 
future  MiP.  should  stand  for  Minor  Poet. 
Would  this  satisfy  Mri  Lewis  MorbjTS  ?  ^  Or 
would  he  insist  on  being  gazetted  as  a  Major  ? 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Owe  of  the  Baron's  Deputy-Headers  has 
been  looking  through  Mr.  G.  W.  Henley's 
Lyra  Herotca :  a  Book  of  Verso  fnr  Boys. 
(David  Nutt,  London.)  This  is  his  apprecia- 
tion  :  —  Mr. 
Henley  has 
tacked  his 
name  to  a  col- 
lection which 
contains  some 
noble  poems, 
some  (but  not 
much)  trash, 
and  a  good 
many  pieces, 
which,  how- 
ever poetical 
they  may  be, 
are  certainly 
not  heroic, 
seeing  that 
they  do  not 
express     '*  the 

simpler   sen-  mw  ^  n     •     « 

timents,      and  ^«  foUowing  Page, 

the  more  elemental  emotions"  (I  use  Mr. 
Henley's  prefatory  words),  and  are  scarcely 
the  sort  of  verse  that  boys  are  likely,  or 
ought  to  care  about.  To  be  sure,  Mr.  Hen- 
ley guards  himself  on  the  score  of  bis 
*'  personal  eouation "  —  I  Imst  his  boys 
understand  what  he  means.  My  own  per- 
sonal equation  makes  me  doubt  whether  Mr. 
Henley  has  done  well  in  including  such 
meoes  as,  for  instance,  Hebbert's  ^*  Memento 
Mori,*'  CuERAN's  **  The  Deserter,'*  Swin- 
bubne's  **  The  Oblation.*'  and  Alfbed 
Aubtin's  **/»  Life  Worth  Living  f"  If 
Mr.  Henley,  or  axiybody  else  who  happens 
to  possess  a  personal  equation,  will  point  out 
to  me  the  heroic  quality  in  these  poems.  I 
shall  feel  deeply  ^tef ul.  And  how,  in  the 
name  of  all  that  is  or  ever  was  heroic,  has 
**  Atdd  Lang  ^Syntf"  crept  into  this  collec- 
tion of  heroic  verse?  As  for  Mr.  Alfbed 
Austin,  I  cannot  think  by  what  right  he 
secures  a  place  in  such  a  compilation.  I  have 
rarely  read  a  piece  of  his  which  did  not  con- 
tain at  least  one  glaring  infelicity.  Jn**  Is 
Life  Worth  Living  f  "  he  tells  us  of  **  bUthe 
herds,"  which  (in  compliance  with  the  obvious 
necessities  of  rhyme,  but  for  no  other  reason) 
'*  Wend  homeward  with  unwesry  feet, 
Carolling  like  the  birds.*' 

Further  on  we  find  that 

*'  England*i  trident-sceptre  roams 
Her  territorial  seas/' 

merely  because  the  unfortunate  sceptre  has 
to  rhyme  somehow  to  **  English  homes." 

But  I  have  a  further  complaint  against  Mr. 
Henley.  He  presumes,  in  the  most  fantastic 
manner,  to  alter  the  well-known  titles  of 
celebrated  poems.  '*  The  Isles  of  Greece  "  is 
made  to  masquerade  as  **  The  Glory  that  was 
Greece  " :  **  Auld  Lang  Syne  "  becomes  **  The 
Gk>al  of  Life  "and  **  Tom  Bowline"  is  con- 
verted into  ••The  Perfect  SaUor."  This  surely 
(a^ain  I  use  the  words  of  Mr.  Henley}  '•  is  a 
thing  preposterous,  and  distraught."  On 
the  whole,  I  cannot  think  that  Mr.  Henley 
has  done  his  part  welL  His  manner  is  bad. 
His  selection,  it  seems  to  me,  is  open  to  grave 
censure,  on  broader  grounds  than  the  mere 

Eersonslly  equational  of  which  he  speaks,  and 
is  choppings,  and  sub-titles,  and  so  forth, 
are  not  commendable.  The  irony  of  literary 
history  has  apparently  ordained  that  Mr. 
Henley  shouui  first  patronise,  and  then 
**cut  "  both  Campbell  and  Macaxtlay.  Waa 
the  shade  of  Macaulay  disturbed  when  ha 
learnt  that  Mr.  Henley  considcTed  his  **BaUU 
afNdseby'*  both  **  vicious  and  ugly'^P 

Babon  de  BooK-WoB>r8  ft  Co. 
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^'j^4^ 


A   GOOD   STAYER." 


Tnr.  DRALRit  ftiin,  "Tbr  Marr  cori.n  Stat  tor  Ever,"    Sns  HRSMeti  ikcmkid  to  im  no  wbkn 
JtiNr-s  wisiiF-i'  Ti>  r.E  AFTi-.ii  THF.  rtrji'SDs. 


RECEIPT  AGAINST  INFLUERZA. 

DSikB  Snt,— I  send  you  this  gratis. 
It  is  for  ererybody's  benefit, 
Toon. 

Geobos  Guzzlbton,  X.M.D. 
P.  8. — I  gire  **  Catnm  prescriptio' 
nem"  only,  as  the  '*  Preserip:  pran^ 
diaUa^^  can  be  taken  oat  of  this  with 
variations. 

Ostr:  frigid: 1}  doz« 

Pise:    anima:   locos   ant  \  sss  <-«;  ? 
quid:ali: )fiaaxvi3 

Cnm:  pom:  terr:  ferresc:  ...  f  83 
Ad  Hoc:  bib:  sextarinm  ...  J  nix. 

Oyem:  torrid: Jss. 

yirides:  ad.  lib. 
Per:  dix:  anas:  agrestis:       )    f3y. 
Condim:  pan:  autaliqnid:  (  frijss. 

Pronosns:  botolns: Saf  3yj. 

Condim:    prand:    autlact:)f». 

Devonii: p^J' 

liq.  Pomm:  et  Gr:  '84  .  .  .  .  >  rw  j 

Ant  Mo:  etChand:  '84  ....  |  ^* 

Fiat  haust:  sec  :  vel  test:  qudque 

horS :  extra  hord  coena:  regu^ 

lariter  sumendum. 

Si  opus  sit :  Misce:  aq:  sodae  .  .  Sh* 

Misce :  ot :  grog :  h,8,8.   Si  opus  sit 

out  non. 


LiTEBABT    Gabdeiong.— A    Cor- 
respondent, signing  himself  *'  Stul- 

TUS   IS    HOBTU   OB    HOBT-U-NOT  P " 

writes.  **  Please,  Sir,  if  my  boy  JoHir 
plant  a  slip  of  a  pen,'  what  will  it 
come  up  ?  "  Answer  paid—k  Jon- 
quill. 


TO  THE  QUEEN. 

(From  ths  Naium,)  * 

QuBSNLT  as  womanly,  those  words  that  start 
From  sorrow's  lip  strike  home  to  sorrow's 
heart. 
Madam,  our  eiiefs  are  one ; 
But  yours,  from  xinship  dose  and  your  high 
place,  [grace 

The  keener,  mourning  him  in  youth's  glad 
Who  lored  you  as  a  son. 

We  mourn  him  too.    Our  wreaths  of  Totiye 

flowers 
Speak,  mutely,  for  us.    The  deep  gloom  that 
lowers 
To-day  across  the  land 
Is  no  mere  pall  of  ceremonial  grief. 
'Tis  hard  in  truth,  though  reyerent  belief 
Bows  to  the  chastening  hand. 

Hard— for  his  parents,  that  young  bride,  and 

YOU, 

Bearer  of  much  bereayement,  woman  true. 

And  patriotic  Queen  I  [pun, 

We  hear  the  courage  striking  through  the 
As  always  in  your  long,  illustnous  reign. 
Which  shrinking  ne'er  hath  seen, — 

Shrinking  from  high-strung  duty,  the  braye 

wajr 
Of  an  imperial  spirit.    So  to-day 

Your  People  bow— in  pride. 
The  sympathy  of  millions  is  your  own. 
May  Glory  loDg  be  guardian  of  your  Throne, 

Love  eyer  at  its  side  I 


Entibelt  Uirsoijcrrra)  Testim onul. — 
**  Dartmoor.— Gentlemen, — Two  years  ago  I 
wrote  somebody  else's  name  with  one  of  your 
pens.    Since  then  I  haye  used  no  other. 

Tours  faithfully,  A.  F.  Obgeb. 

*'  To  Messrs.  Steal,  Enibbs  &  Co." 

yoT.  err. 


''LA  GRIPPE.'' 

('Tmadevil!  rm  a  devil  ^  croaked  Bamohy 
Rudg^e  Raven  '  Grip^ :  And  this  is  a  raven^mad 
sort  of  JEdgar'Allan-Foem  bg  Un  qui  est  Orippi,) 

Okce  upon  a  midnight  dreary 
Coming  home  I  felt  so  weary. 
Felt,  on !  many  a  pain ;  so  curious, 

Which  I  'd  neyer  felt  before. 
Then  to  bed,— no  chance  of  napping. 
Blankets,  rugs  about  me  wrapping, 

Feyerish  burning  pains  galore. 
"Oh!  I'yegotitlohl"  I  muttered, 

''  Influenza! !  what  a  bore!  I " 

Only  this!  I— Oh! !— Nothing  more! ! 

Oh  I  my  head  and  legs  are  aching  !^ 
Now  I  'm  freezing !    Now  I  'm  baking ! 
Clockwork  in  my  cerebellum  I 

Oh !  all  oyer  me  I  'm  sore  I 
In  my  bed  I  'm  writhing,  tossing, 
Tet  I  'm  in  a  steamer,  crossing. 
While  KiBALFT  '8  Venice  bossing, 

I'm  "against"  and  RirsaEii^'for" 
In  a  case  about  the  Echo^ 

Somewhere  out  at  Singapore  I 

It 's  delirium  1 1 1    Nothing  more. 

Then  a  Doctor  comes  in  tapping 
Me  all  oyer,  tapping,  raimingj 
And  with  ear  so  close  and  curious 

Pressed  to  stethoscope,  **  Once  more," 
Says  he,  "singout  ninety-ninely. 
Now  again !     i  on  do  it  nnely  I 
Yes !    Not  bigger  than  a  wine  lee. 

There 's  the  mischief,  there 's  the  corps 
Of  the  insect  that  will  kiil  us. 
Hiding  there  is  the  Bacillus ; 

Only  that^  and  nothing  more ! " 

•  *  Why 's  he  here  with  fear  to  flll  us  P 
Will  he  leaye  me,  this  Bacillus  P 
Not  one  bone  do  I  feel  whole  in. 

And  of  strength  I  'ye  lost  my  store." 
Thus  I  to  the  Doctor  talking. 
Ask  '* When  shall  I  go  out  walking  "P 


He,  my  earnest  queries  baulking. 
Says,  "  When  all  this  trouble 's  o'er." 

**  Monday  P  Tuesday  P  Wednesday  P  Thurs- 
Friday  P  Saturday  P  Sunday  P  or  [day  P 
In  a  week  P"    **Um!-not  before." 


**  Doctor ! "  cried  I,  **  catch  this  eyU 
Fiendl  Bacillus!!  Microbe!!  deyil!! 
Second  s^rllable  in  Tem-pest ! 

Send  lum  to  Plutonian  Shore. 
Send  him  back  to  where  he  came  from, 
To  the  place  he  gets  his  fame  from, 
To  the  place  he  takes  his  name  from ; 

Sick  nim  out  of  my  front  door ! " 
So  the  Doctor  feels  my  pulse,  and. 

As  I  drop  upon  the  floor, 

duoth  the  Doctor,  *'  Some  days  more  i " 
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^'OUT  IN  THE  COLD!" 

["I  am  like  a  trareller  loit  in  the  snow,  who 
begins  to  get  atiff  and  to  link  down  while  the 
mowflakes  cover  him.  In  iaet,  I  am  gradually 
losing  interest  in  politios,  but  the  feeling,  like  that 
of  the  traveller  sinking  under  the  snow,  is  a  pleasant 
one."— iViiiM  SUmarck  to  th^  DfputtUion  of 
Leiptie  8tt»dmU.'\ 

Tax  oentnry  was  waning  fast. 
As  through  a  wintzy  waste  there  passed 
A  man,  who  bore,  'mid  snow  and  loe, 
A  banner  with  the  strange  device, 

Excel  no  more  I 

His  brows  were  blanched ;  his  eye  beneath 
Flashed  like  a  falchion  from  its  sheath ; 
Bed  fields  had  heard  his  armour  clang. 
But  now  he  smiled  and  softly  sang. 

Excel  no  more  I 

In  barracks  huge  he  saw  the  ndght 
Of  mailed  hosts  arrayed  for  fight ; 
Afar  the  fierce  Frank  bayonets  shone, 
And  from  his  lips  escaped  a  moan. 

Excel  no  more ! 

"Think  of  the  Past  I "  the  young  men  said, 
"  like  Saul  you  towered  by  the  hiead 
Midst  those  three  Titans^  Prussia's  pride! " 
Boftly  that  once  stem  yoioe  replied, 

"Excel  no  more  I" 

"  Oh,  stay,"  the  young  men  cried,  "  and  mix 
Once  more  in  Teuton  Politics  I " 
•'  Nay,"  said  the  Titan,  "  I  grow  old, 
And,  like  poor  Ton,  I  am  a-cdd ! 

Excel  no  moro  I  '* 

"  Beware  the  snow-encumbered  branch  I 
Bewaro  the  whelming  ayalanche ! " 
"  Thanks ! "  he  roplied.    "  I  know,  I  know. 
But— well,'!  rather  like  the  snow  I 

Excel  no  more  I" 

"Loetinthesnow!    An  easy  death  I 
Gentle  surcease  of  mortal  breath  I 
I  sink,  I  stiffen,  I  'm  f  oredone  I 
The  feeling  though 's  a  pleasant  one ; 

Excel  no  moro ! '' 

The  traydler  by  his  faithful  hound 
Half-buried  in  the  snow  was  found* 
Still  muttering  from  a  mouth  of  ice 
That  banner's  late  and  strange  derice. 
Excel  nb  moro  I 

Thero  in  the  snow-drift  cold  and  grey, 
Silent,  but  stalwart,  stOl  he  lay. 
Groat  "  Blood-and-lron,'*  brave  and  bold. 
But— for  the  ncmce— ' '  Out  in  the  Gold  I ' ' 
Excel  no  moro  ? 


PAELIAMENT  IN  SPOET; 

Or,  A  Meeting  in  EamuL 

[«  Perhaps  the  popularity  of  the  competition  in 
national  sport  between  the  different  parts  of  the 
Empire  is  worthj  of  the  serious  attention  of  states- 
men . . .  Mr.  Abtlxt  C00PB&  proposes  rowing, 
nnmin^  and  cricket . . .  There  is  something  fasci- 
nating in  the  idea  of  such  a  Pan-Britannic  gather- 
ing."—Dm/y  Fapfr.'\ 

Thb  Speaker,  haying  taken  his  seat  in  the 
PayiliozL  the  Miiuster  for  Cricket  rose  to  moye 
the  third  reading  of  The  Six-balls-to-an-oyer 
Bill. 

The  Biffht  Hon.  Gentleman  said  that  the 
amount  of  time  wasted  in  changing  sides, 
although  the  field  did  their  best  £)  minimise 
the  loss  by  assuming  a  couple  of  positicms 
alternately,  was  yery  serious— especially  in  a 
first-class  match. 

The  Member  for  Melbourne  begged  to  ask 
what  u>a$  a  first-class  match  ? 

The  Member  for  Sydney  roplied.  certainly 
not  a  match  between  Canada  and  Victoria. 
{Laughter.)    Now  eyeryone  was  awaro  that 


TRUTHFUL    BUT   NOT   CONSCIENTIOUS. 

EUUrly  Dowager.  "Now,  Prbkins,  I  bbqxjibs  Toua  Hohest  QpilnoK.  Don't  you 
THINK  THIS  Dress  sTrm  mi?" 

PerkinB  (who  hai  been  cauUoned  ettwaye  to  ipeak  the  truths  on  pain  oj  loeing  herplaee,  warilg). 
"Oh  yes,  my  Lady,  it  suits  your  Ladyship  quitb— ab  onr  may  say— <iuite  *wmv  to 
THE  Ground  I  * " 


New  South  Wales ("  QueUion  !  Order  ! 

Order  J**)  He  begged  pardon,  he  was  in 
order. 

The  Speaxsr.  I  really  must  request 
silence.  The  Minister  for  Cricket  is  intro- 
ducing a  most  important  measuro,  and  the 
least  we  can  do  is  to  reoeiye  his  statement 
with  adequate  attention.  {Oeneral  eheenng.) 

The  Minister  for  Cricket  continued,  and 
said  that  the  measuro  he  had  the  honour  to 
commend  to  their  oaroful  consideration  would 
not  only  lengthen  the  oyer,  but  also  allow 
Cricket  to  be  played  all  the  year  round. 

The  IGnister  for  Football  Degpred  to  remind 
his  Big;ht  Hon.  friend  that  he  had  promised 
to  consider  that  matter  in  Committee.  What 
would  become  of  Football  wero  Cricket  to  be 
played  continuously  f    ("  JJeor,  hear  I ") 

The  Member  for  Bombay  thought  that  a 
matter  of  no  moment.  In  India  Polo  was  of 
infinitely  moro  importance  than  Football,  and 
he  could  not  help  remarking  that,  in  the 


Imperial  Parliament,  repesentine  so  many 
sports,  and  so  many  CoIonieB,  wnero  eyeiy 
great   interest  was   ropresented.  and  weU 

rtpresf'iited,  Polo  Tvaa  absolutely  ignored. 
(Cheers.) 

Tho  Minister  for  Aquatic  Sparts  agreed  wiUi 
the  Hon.  Member.  Polo  vroM  entirely  of 
sufGcipTit  int4?rest  to  warrarit  the  creation  of  a 
sikceial  departmetit  for  its  fruardianship.  But 
at  present  he  was  responsiblo  for  it.  He 
hox»ed  soon  t^  be  able  to  welcome  a  colleague 
who  would  moke  iU  interests  his  continual 
study*    V'Mear,  hear!'') 

The  Miiuster  for  Cricket  concluded  by 
thanking  the  House  for  the  attention  the 
Hon,  Memberi=*  bud  given  to  th«  subject,  and 
sa t  d  own  ami  ds t  lo  ud  appki  1  »e . 

A  division  being  taken*  the  Bill  was  carried 
by  127  to  96.  The  majority  were  composed  of 
Australians  and  Cnn&dimnsi  and  the  minority 
were  Afiicjana,  Tudli^ns,  and  miscellaneous 
Colonists.    The  Rouse  then  adjourned. 
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THE   TRAVELLING   COMPANIONS. 

No.  XXV. 

SonrB— JVtfar  ToreM>.  Culcrjlvd  and  Podbttbt  are  seated  tide  hy 
Me  in  the  gondola^  which  ie  threading  its  way  between  low  banks, 
briaht  with  dumps  <^  Michaelmas  daisies  and  pomegranatS'trees 
laden  with  red  fruit,  Beth  CuLCHAXS  and  Podbxtbt  are  secretly 
nervous  and  anxious  for  encouragement, 

Podbury  {humming  **/fi  Old  Madrid*^  with  sontiment),  La- 
doodle-om-La-doodle-oo :  La-doodle-nm-te-dampfcy-loodle-ool  I 
think  ahe  rather  seemed  to  like  me— those  first  days  at  Brussels, 
don't  you  f 

Cutchard  (absently).  Did  she?  I  daresaj.  (Whistling  **  The 
Wedding  March*^  softly.)  Few-fee;  di-fee-f ee-few-f ew ;  few- 
fiddledy-fee-flddledy-few-tew-few-fee.  I  fancy  I'm  right  in  my 
theory,  ehP 

P<M&.  Oh,  I  shoold  say  so— yes.     What  theory  P 

Culch.  {annoyed).  What  theory  f  Why,  the  one  I  're  been  explain- 
ing to  yon  for  the  last  ten  minutes  I— that  all  this  harshness  of  hers 
lately  is  really,  when  you  oome  to  analyse  it, 
a  decidedly  encouraging  symptom. 

Podb.  But  I  shouldn't  naye  said  Miss 
Troitsb  was  exactly  harsh  to  me— lately,  at 
all  erents. 

Cfulch.  (ioith  impatience).  Miss  Teotter  I 
Ton!  What  an  egotist  you  are.  my  dear 
fellow !  I  was  referring  to  myself  and  Miss 
P^SKDXBOAST.  And  YOU  can't  deny  that, 
both  at  Nuremberg  ana  Constance,  she 

Pobd,  {with  careless  optimism).  Oh,  she  '11 
come  round  all  right,  never  fear.  I  only 
wish  I  was  half  as  taf  e  with  Miss  Tbottkr  I 

Culch.  (moUifled).  Don't  be  too  down- 
hearted, my  dear  Podbubt.  I  happen  to 
know  that  she  likes  you — she  UAa  me  as 
much  last  nights  Did  Miss  Pbxvdsbgast— 
er— say  anything  to  that  effect  about  me  f 

Podb,  Well,— not  exactly,  old  chaiH-not 
to  me,  at  least.  But  I  say.  Miss  Tbotikb 
didn't  tell  you  <Aa/ f  TXot  really  f  Hooray  I 
Then  it  'a  all  right— she  may  have  me,  after 
all! 

Culch.  {chiUingkf).  I  should  adiise  you 
not  to  be  oyer  confident.  {A  silence  foUows, 
which  endures  until  they  reach  the  landing' 
steps  at  TorceUo.)  They  are  here,  you  see 
— thoee  are  eyidentlv  their  gondolas,  I  recog- 
nise thoae  two  doaks.  Now  the  beat  thing 
we  can  do  is  to  separate. 

Podb.  {springing  out).  Right  you  are  I  {To 
himself.)  I  '11  draw  the  church  first,  and  see 
if  she 's  there.  (Ap^proaches  the  door  of 
Santa  Maria:  a  Voice  within^  apparently 
reading  aloud :  **  8ix  bailsy  or  rather  almonds, 
of  purpls  marble  veined  ufith  white  are  set 
around  the  edge  of  the  pulpit,  and  form 
its  only  decoration.'*)  Htfatll,  bv  Jovel 
Narrow  shave  that  I    [He  goes  round  to  hack. 

Culch.  {comes  up  to  the  door).  I  know  I 
shall  find  her  here.  Lucky  I  know  that 
TorceUo  chapter  in  '*  The  Stones  "  yery  neariy 
by  heart  I  ^Reaches  threshold.  A  Voice 
withm. 
ami 

Maud!  and  I  was  as  nearly  as  possible— 1  think  1  '11  go  up 

top  of  the  Campanile  and  see  if  I  can't  discover  where  Htpatia  is. 

[He  ascends  the  tower. 
In  the  Belfry. 

Podb.  {arriving  breathlesss,  and  finding  Culchabd  eranmf  eagerly 
forward).  Oh,  so  you  came  up  too  r    WelL  can  you  see  her  r 

Culch.  S«h!  She's  just  turned  the  comerl  {Vexed.)  She's 
with  Miss  Tbotteb  I  • .  They're  sitting  down  on  the  grass  bdowl 

Podb.   Together?    That's  a  nuisancel    Now  we  shall  have  to 


"  Hypatia,  by  Jove ! 


ithin.  '*  Well,  I  guess  Pm  going  to  olitvi  uv  and  sit  in  that  old 
nphitheatre  there,  and  see  how  tt  feels/")  Good  heavens, — 
aud/  and  I  was  as  nearly  as  poadblo— I  think  I  '11  go  up  to  the 


guess  we  'U 

dying  for  a  talk.    I'm  just 

as  enchanted  as  I  can  be  to  hear  you  've  dismissed  Mr.  Podbubt. 
And  I  expect  you  can  guess  why. 

Podb.{tn  a  whisper).  I  say,  Culchabs,  they 're  going  to  talk  about 
us.    Ought  we  to  listen,  eh?    Better  let  them  know  we 're  here  ? 

Culch.  I  really  don't  see  any  necessity- however {Whistles 

feebly,)    Feedy-f eedy-feedle ! 

,  Podb.  mat  is  the  use  of  fnstling  like  that?    {rddels.)    Lul- 

li-ety  I 


Miss  P.'s  V.  Well,  my  deax  Maud,  I  confess  that  I 

Culch.  It 's  quite  impossible  to  make  them  hear  down  there,  and 
it 's  no  fault  of  ours  if  their  voices  reach  us  occasionaily.  And  it 
does  seem  to  me,  Podbubt,  that,  in  a  matter  which  may  oe  of  vital 
importance  to  me— to  us  both— it  would  be  absurd  to  be  over- 
scrupulous. But  of  course  you  will  please  yourself.  I  intend  to 
remain  where  I  am. 

[Podbxtbt  makes  a  faint-hearted  attempt  to  go,  but  ends  by 
resignina  himself  to  the  situation. 
Miss  T.*s  V.  Now,  Htpatia  Pbshdxboabt,  don't  tell  me  you  're 
not  interested  in  him  I    And  he 's  more  real  suited  to  you  than  ever 
Mr.  Podbubt  was.    Now.  isn't  that  so  t 

Culch.  {withdrawing  hw  head).  Did  you  hear,  Podbubt?  She's 
actually  pleading  for  me  I  Isn*t  she  an  angel  ?  Be  quiet,  now.  I 
must  hear  the  answer ! 

Miss  P.*s  V.  I — I  don't  know,  really.  But,  Maud,  I  want  to  speak 
to  you  about— Somebody.  You  can't  think  how  he  adores  you,  poor 
fellow !    I  have  noticed  it  for  a  long  time. 

Podb.  {beaming).  Culchabd!  You  heard?  She's  putting  in  a 
word  for  me.    What  a  brick  that  girl  is  I 

Miss  T.^s  V,  I  guess  he 's  pretty  rood  at 
concealing  his  fedings,  then.  He^s  been 
keeping  lar  enough  away  I 

Miss  P:s  V.  That  was  my  fault  I  kept 
him  by  me.  You  see,  I  believed  you  had 
quite  tecided  to  accept  Mr.  Culchabd. 

Miss  T:s  V.  Well,  it  does  strike  me  that, 
considering  he  was  adoring  me  all  this  time, 
he  let  himself  be  mana^red  tolerable  easy. 
npoDBUBT  shakes  his  head  in  protestation. 
Miss  P.* s  V,  Ah,  but  let  me  explain.  I 
could  only  keep  him  quiet  by  threatening  to 
ro  home  by  myself,  and  dear  Bob  is  such  a 

devoted  brother  that 

Podb.  Brother!  I  say,  Culchabd,  she 
can't  be  meaning  Bob  all  t^'**  time!  She 
canHI  Can  she  now? 

Culch,  How  on  earth  can  I  tell  ?  If  it  is 
so,  you  must  be  a  philosopher,  my  dear  fellow, 
ana  bear  it— that  ^s  all. 

Miss  P:s  V.  That  does  alter  the  case, 
doesn't  it  ?  And  I  may  tell  him  there 's  some 
hope  for  him?  You  mustn't  judge  him  by 
what  he  is  with  his  friend,  Mr.  Podbubt. 
Bob  has  such  a  much  stronger  and  fin^ 
character! 

Miss  T.U  V.  Oh  well,  if  he  couldn't  stand 
up  more  on  his  edge  than  Mr.  Podbubt! 
Not  that  I  mind  Mr,  Podbubt  any,  there 's 
no  harm  in  him,  but  he 's  too  real  frivolous 
to  amount  to  much. 

Podb.  {collapsing).  Frivolous !  From  her 
too!    Oh,  hang  it  fl/// 

[He  ouries  his  head  m  his  hands  with  a 
groan. 
Miss  T.'s  V,  Well,  see  here,  Htpatia. 
I  'U  take  your  brother  on  trial  for  a  spell,  to 
oblige  you— there.  I  cannt  say  more  at 
present.  And  now— about  the  other.  I  want 
to  know  just  how  you  feel  about  him. 

Culch,  The  other  /—that 's  Me !    I  wish  to 
goodness  you  wouldn't  make  all  that  noise, 
Podbubt,  just  when  it 's  getting  interesting ! 
Miss  P:s  V.  {very  low).  What.is^the  good?    jNothing  will  bring 
him  back — now  ) 

Culch,  Nothing?    How  little  she  knows  me ! 
Miss  T.^s  V.  I  hope  you  don't  consider  me  nothing.    And  a  word 
from  me  would  bring  him  along  pretty  smart.    The  only  question 
is,  whether  I  'm  to  say  it  or  not  r 
MissP:s  V.  (mH^fecfl.  Dar-linffl 

Culch,  I  really  think  1  might  almost  venture  to  go  down,  now,  eh, 
Podbubt?    (No  answer.)    Selfish  brute!  [IndignatUly. 

Miss  T.'^s  V.  But  mind  this— if  he  comes,  you've  got  to  care  for 
him  the  whole  length  of  vour  boa— vou  won' t  persuade  him  to  run  in 
couples  wiUi  anybody  else.  That^s  whv  he  broke  away  the  first 
time— and  you  were  ever  so  mad  with  me  oecause  you  thought  I  was 
at  the  bottom  of  it.  But  it  was  all  his  pride.  He 's  too  real  inde- 
pendent to  shtfe  chances  with  anybody  alive. 
Culch.  How  thoroughly  she  understands  me ! 
Miss  T.^s  V,  And  I  guees  Chablkt  will  grow  out  of  the  great 
Amurrcan  Novel  in  time— it 's  not  going  ever  to  grow  out  of  him, 
anyway! 

Culch.  {bewildered).  Chablxt  ?  I  don't  see  why  she  should  mention 
Yks  Boodeleb  now  / 

Miss  T,*s  V.  I  like  Chablet  ever  so  much,  and  I  'm  not  going 
to  have  him  cavort  around  along  with  a  circus  of  suiton  under 
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▼owB.     So,  if  I   thought  there  was  any  chance   of— well,  say 

Mr.  CULCHABD 

Mi88  P,'»  r.  (mdiffnani).  MAxnoI  how  can  you?  That  odioos 
hyrocritical  creature !  If  you  knew  how  I  despised  and 1 

Mis$T.'$  V.  WeU,  my  dear,  he's  pretty  paltry— hut  we'll  let 
him  wo  at  that— I  guess  his  shares  liaye  gone  down  considerahle  all 
round. 

Culch,  PoDBXTBT,  I— I— this  oouYersation  is  eyidentlv  not  intended 
for— for  othei^-ears.  I  don  *t  know  whether  yow  have  heard  enough, 
I  shall  go  down  I 

Podb,  (mth  a  ghastit/  chuckle).  Like  your  shares,  eh,  old  chap? 

And  mine  too,  for  that  matter.    Well,  I*m  ready  enough  to  go. 

Only,  for  goodness'  sake,  let's  ^et  away  without  heing  seen  I 

[They  Blip  ioftly  down  the  senei  of  inclined  planes^  and  out  to  the 

stepe^^where  they  re-embark.    As  their  gondola  puihee   off^ 

Mr.  Tbottsr  ana  Bob  Pbenderoast  appear  from  the  Museum, 

Mr,  T,  Why,  land  tokes !  ain't  that  Mr.  Podbitrt  and  Mr.  CuL- 
chabdP  Hi!  You  ain't  ever  goingaway  P  There 's  my  darter  and 
Miss  Htpatia.  around  somewhere.— They '11  be  dreadful  disappointed, 
to  have  missed  you ! 

Podb,  (with  an  heroic  attempt  at  cheerinese).  We— we  're  awfully 
disappointed  to  have  missed  them^  Mr.  Tbottbr.  Afraid  we  oan^t 
stop  now  I    Goodbye! 

[CuLCHABD  puiU  hie  hat'brim  over  hie  eyes  and  makes  a  sian  to  the 
gondoliers  to  get  on  quickly ;  Mr.  Tsottsr  comments  tuith  audible 
astonishment  on  thetr  departure  to  Bob,  who  preserves  a  discreet 
silence. 


A  PALMY  DAY  AT  ST.  RAPHAEL. 

ViUa  3fa^a/t.— Delicious  climate  I  StujlBT-Eenbzl  says  it  **  re- 
minds him  of  Devonshire,  without  the  damp."  Mention  of  Devon- 
shire reminds  me  of  the  Duke.    Try  to  point  out  to  my  friends  that 

the  Rossendale  Election  shows  conclusively Curious !    Friends 

all  get  up  and  ffo  out  I  Seems  tiiat  Akdesw  Clulke  si^ecially  told 
them  I  was  to  avoid  all  excitement,  over-exertion,  ana  talk  about 
politics  I  "  Wish  Clabke  would  not  be  so  unreasonable.  Must  talk 
about  Rossendale  to  somebody. 

Off  to  Hyeres—Ui  see  Childebs.  Find  Childsbs  tolerably  chatty. 
Doesn't  seem  to  care  so  much  about  Rossendale  Result  as  I  should 
have  expected.   Stvabt-Rendel  comes  to  fetch  me.   Ahem  I   0£P. 

At  Monte  Carlo, — Feel  so  well,  have  looked  in  here.  Meet 
Wbllb,  the  "  Champion  Plunder."  Asks  me  if  I  've  jgot  a  system ; 
he 's  **  been  losing  heavily,  ana  would  be  glad  of  any  hint."  Suggest 
his  putting  on  the  numbm  of  Rossendale  Majority.    Wklls  seems 

£  leased  at  idea.  Does  so  at  once,  and  loeee  10,000  francs  straiprht  off. 
[eet  him  in  grounds  afterwards,  and  try  to  explain  real  sigmficance 
of  Rossendale  election.  Wslls  disappears.  Curious!  Can  Aitdevw 
Clabxe  have  got  at  Wells  P 

Oolfe  San  «/tian.— French  war-ships  in  Bay.  Admiral  might  like 
to  know  my  views  on  Rossendale  and  politics  generally.  Taken  on 
board.  Admiral  much  interested  in  Madsits  victory.  Admiral 
asks  if  it  was  the  *'  Or  and  Prix  "  that  Madeit  won  ?  Find  he  thinks 
Masen  is  a  horse.  Disappointing.  [  Qu^ry- Andrew  Clabks  again  Y] 
Sent  on  shore  in  boat,  amid  cheers  from  sailors.    Gratifying. 

Back  to  St,  Raphael, — ^Tired,  but  on  the  whole  gratified  with  my 
day.  Friends  pained  to  hear  what  I  've  done,  and  threaten  to 
telegraph  for  Sir  Akdbew!  Shall  paclc  up  and  return.  Letter 
from  MORLET  begging  me  to  stay  where  I  am.  Odd!  Can  Sir 
AifDREw  have  got  at  John  Morlbt  P    Bed,  and  think  it  over. 


BRoraER  Brush,  A.R.A.— Stan*  up,  Staithope  Forbes!  and 
receive  our  congratulations  on  your  election.  Stak-hope  deferred 
maketh  the  painter's  'art  sick  of  waiting,  and  now  A  Forbes,  not 
The  Forbes  (which  his  name  is  James  Staats^  C.  L.  C.  &  D.  R., 
&c.,  &c.),  but  the  Staithope  A-foresaid,  has  obtamed  his  first  grade. 
With  what  pleasure  will  the  Art-loving  Chairman  see  his  Stanhope 
"  on  the  line ! "  In  Burlington  House,  of  course  we  mean,  as  else- 
where, the  situation  would  be  one  of  no  slight  danger. 


**  Pleased  as  Pukch."— A  paragraph  in  the  D,  T,  informed 
Mr,  P,  and  the  public  generally,  that  Dr.  Robsok  Roose  and  Mr. 
Alldtghah  are  contented  with  Mr.  Edward  Lawson's  progress." 
"If  Box"— •* And  Cox"-** are  satisfied,"  then  of  all  Mr.  E.  L.'s 
friends  in  front  none  will  be  more  delighted  to  hear  of  his  complete 
recovery  than  his  neighbour,  Mr,  Punch,  of  85,  Fleet  Street. 


Soheihino  New  nr  Soap.— The  Soap  Trade  is  still  booming. 
Almost  every  week  appears  a  fresh  candidate  for  pubUo  favour,  its 
daim  based  upon  some  alluring  speciality.  We  hear  of  a  newcomer 
likely  to  take  the  cake  (of  soap).  On  sll  the  walls,  and  in  most  of 
the  advertisement  columns,  will  presently  blaze  forth  its  inroud 
legend :— **  The  Satisfactory  Soap— Won't  Wash  Anytidng." 


LEQAL    IMPROVEMENTS. 

In  order  to  husband  our  Judicial  Staff,  in  future  a  Judge 

WILL  BE   expected  TO  HEAR  TWO  CASES  AT  THE  SAME  TIME. 

Portrait  of  a  Judge  trying  a  Theatrical  "Cause  CfxEBRB," 

AND  A  nice  question  AS  TO  A  '*  ReMAINDER-MAN  "  AND  A  "TENANT 

IN  Tail  Male." 


HIGH  (BEERBOHM)  TEEESON  I 

Deab  Mb.  Punch,— I  see  that  Mr.  Beebbohh  Tbee  in  his  recent 
produotion  of  Hamlet  has  introduoed  a  noyelty  into  the  tragedy  by 
inyenting  fresh  business.  Unauthorised  by  the  text,  he  has  included 
Ophelia  amongst  the  Court  '*  attendants,"  and/ finding  her  on  the 
stage,  has  indmged  in  a  dignified  flirtation  (in  dumb  show],  worthy  of 
the  hero  of  L*£nfant  Proaigue  himself.  Now  I  think  tms  a  great 
improTement,  ana  were  the  masterpiece  to  be  **  written  up  "  through- 
out on  the  same  lines,  I  am  sure  the  representation  would  be  reoeiyed 
with  enthusiasm.  It  might  belthat  the  performance  would  be  a  little 
longer,  but  think  of  the  enormous  gain  in  interest.  To  show  you 
what  I  mean,  I  take  the  first  five  lines  of  the  opening  Act : — 

SH  AKSPEARE'S  ^VERSION. 
Scene  1,—Elsinore,    A  Platform  before  the  Castle,    Francisco  on 
his  post.    Enter  to  him  Bernardo. 
Bernardo,  Who's  there? 
IVancisco,  Nay  answer  me :  stand  and  unfold  yourself ! 

This  passage,  furnished  with  proper  business,  might  be  rendered 
the  means  of  showing  the  sort  ot  life  led  by  Laertes ^  justifying  the 
adyioe  subsequently  given  to  him  by  Po^iW  more  aopropnate  to 
the  oonditions  of  the  case  as  now  (for  the  first  time)  fully  divulged, 
Thus— I  give  my  view  of  the  matter : — 

AMENDED  VERSION. 
Scene  I. — Elsimre,  A  Platform  before  the  Castle,  As  the  Curtain 
rises,  shouts  and  laughs  are  heard  without,  A  Village  Maiden 
rushes  in,  as  if  pursued,  S?ie  hides  herself  behind  the  sentry- 
box,  and  then  escapes,  Francisco,  who  is  on  his  post,  looks 
about,  and  is  surrounded  by  Danish  Gallants,  who  have  come  in 
purstiit  of  the^  Maiden,  He  threatens  them^  with  his  arms^  and 
only  one  remains,  who  seems  overcome  by  wine.  The  intoxicated 
Oailant  is  masked,  and  evidently  very  much  the  worse  for  liquor. 
He  clumsily  draws  his  sword,  Francisco  is  about  to  despatch 
him,  when  the  nuuk  falls,  and  in  the  dissipated  reveller  the 
Sentry  recognises  the  bloated  features  of  Laertes,  He  imme- 
diately presents  arms,  as  Laertes  if  his  superior  officer,  Laertes, 
half-sobered  by  this  suggestion  of  discipline,  wishes  to  retire 
unseen,  and  gives  largesse  to  Francisco.  The  Sentry  is  greatly 
gratified,  when  to  them  enters  Bernabdo. 
Ber.  Who's  there? 

Fran,  (sheltering  Laertes,  who  stealthily  retires  by  a  rope-ladder 
which  falls  from  the  battlements  to  the  moat  below).  Nay,  answer 
me.    Stand  and  unfold  yourself ! 

By  my  version  I  really  introduce  a  most  interesting  underplot, 
which,  in  my  omnion,  is  equally  jpleasing  and  auiU|as  defensible  as 
Mr.  Besrbohm  Tree's  busmess  with  OpheUai  ^^-^  ^^ 

Yours,  A  SncKLXB. 
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HUIVIAN   NATURE. 

Jmu$  has  aZioays  vrofested  the  greatest  Indifference  to  {and  contempt  far)  aU  Jhreee  Critieienu  on  hie  Work  {aUKough  he  takes  in  all  the  Papers). 


yxt  this  is  what  hb  lookxd  likx 
whxk  his  kxw  noyxl  was  pbonoxmoed  a 
woek  of  oxnius  by  thb  uppmr  tootinq 
Express, 


And  THIS  IS  how  hb  appxared  whxn  thb 
North  Clapham  Oazettm  dumissxd  that 
IicMOBTAL  Book  as  a  Pibob  of  Dbiybllikq 
Sbnilb  Twaddlb. 


AKD  this    is    THB    WAT  BM  TBBATB  ALL 

Nby^papbbs,  Rbyibws,  Pbbiodicals,  &o., 

&0.,  THAT  LBAVB  THB  ImMOBTAL  BoOK  UM- 
NOTIOBD  1 


THE  ATTACK  ON  THE  "CKSViAL." 

A  Lay  qf  Modem  London, 

[Amngementi  hare  b«en  made  for  great  pwolitioal  meetingt  in  the  Metropolii| 
at  which  the  Liberal  Leaden  will  be  the  principal  tpeakere.] 

Habcttbtius  of  the  triple  chin,  by  the  Nine  Points  he  swore 
The  Capital  shoold  suner  from  Tory  sway  no  more ; 
By  the  X^ine  Points  he  swore  it,  ana  named  a  trysting  day. 
And  bade  his  messengers  ride  forth  east  and  west,  and  south  and  north, 
To  summon  his  array. 

East  and  west,  and  soath  and  north  the  messengers  ride  fast ; 

From  Eennington  to  Poplar  they  'ye  heard  the  trumpet's  blast. 

Bhame  on  the  false  Caucusian  who  loiters  in  his  Club 

When  triple-chin'd  Habcubtiub  prepares  the  foe  to  drub  I 

Too  long  the  Capital  hath  borne  the  stubborn  Tory  yoke, 

Too  long  the  liberals  haye  failed  to  strike  a  swasning  stroke. 

Betrayed  to  Tory  clutches  by  traitors  shrewd  and  strong, 

The  banded  foes  haye  held  it  all  too  firmly  and  too  long. 

Sausbubtcts  and  Gk>8CH£NiXTS  haye  struck  unholy  pact. 

Foes  long  in  dubious  seeming,  but  eyer  friends,  m  tact, 

Deyonian  Cayeitdits.  he  of  the  broad  and  boyine  jowl. 

Who  smiled  but  coldly  eyer,  now  on  oar  cause  doth  scowl. 

Cock-nosed  Cvbiculabius,  once  a  Captain  of  our  host. 

Now  chums  with  bland  Balfoxtbius,  and  makes  that  bond  his  boast. 

Oh,  was  there  eyer  such  a  fl:ang,  so  motley  and  so  mixed. 

To  garrison  a  Citadel  on  which  aU  hopes  are  fixed  f 

Oh,  was  there  eyer  such  a  call  to  strike  one  mighty  blow. 

To  snatch  the  Capital  once  more,  and  lay  the  traitors  low  ? 

HABCUBuns  hurries  onward,  he  wayes  the  Grand  Old  Flag, 

And  when  that  banner  fiouts  the  breeze,  what  slaye  so  base  as  lag  ? 

GLADSTOimra  at  lus  elbow,— not  he  the  Old,  the  Grand,— 

He  shuns  the  fogs  of  winter  in  a  far-off  sunny  land, 

Nursing  his  force  for  the  great  fray  that  may  right  soon  come  on, — 

This  is  not  he  of  Hawarden,  but  the  old  hero's  son : 

There 's  Otto,  of  the  brindled  beard,  Russellius  swift  of  tongue, 

Rkponius  and  LEPByBixrs  into  the  fniy  haye  fiung. 

Sleek-haired  Staksfeldtjs  also,  Mukdblla  of  the  Beak, 

That  CoByrs  of  the  legion,  good  both  to  fight  and  speak, 

Lbo  Platfaibius  follows,  and  braye  Baitsvbjiaxvb  bears 

The  flag  he 's  fond  of  flaunting,  there  gallant  Aitcbps  dares 


All  that  beoomes  a  hero,  whilst  last,  but  oh,  not  least  I 
Kdcbbbletus  fares  forth  to  the  fight  as  o^ers  to  a  feast 
**Now,upP'  aied  stout  Habcubiiu8**Ud!  and  we  yet  shall  trap  *eml 
Kenninfton  calls,  and  Hackney,  with  Fulham,  too,  and  Claphun. 
I  hear  the  cry  of  Chelsea,  Islington  North  and  West 
Raise  wails  that  find  an  echo  in  this  mail-ooyered  breast. 
Bermondsey  and  Whiteohapel  upraise  a  piteous  plaint : 
(*  Wy  don't  our  'eroes  wisit  husT    We  looks  and  there  they  ain't  I ') 
North  Lambeth  long  neglected,  and  Wandsworth  far  South- West, 
(If  I  know  where  these  places  be  I  wish  I  may  be  blest  I) 
Appeal  to  us  for  succour :  then  Peokham,  gallant  Peckham. 
Msjces  a  far  cry  from  her  famed  Rye.   0  brethren,  shall  we  check  'em , 
These  braye  suburban  stalwarts  whose  home  is  in  the  waste 
Afar  from  Pall  Mall  pcnrtals,  swell  Clubs,  and  homes  of  taste. 
But  who  haye  Votes,  my  brethren  ?    Nay^out  ye  men  of  pith. 
And  strike  for  i>ining  Poplar  and  hapless  Hammersmith  I " 
**  Quite  so  I  "  cries  'cute  Muin>ELLA,  the  ooryine  chief  and  conky, 
**  But  he  who  maketh  too  much  noise  may  show  himself  a  donkey. 
The  Capital  seems  quiet.  Sir.  the  garrison  is  still. 
Suppose  we  try  that  old  Gaul  game! "  Habcubtiub  cries,  "I  will! " 
Then  silently  and  slowly,  and  all  in  single  file. 
They  climb  towards  the  Citadel.    BDlbcubtius,  with  a  smile. 
Hath  lus  head  o'er  the  ramparts,  when— Great  C^aAB,  what  is  this  ? 
They  're  greeted  with  one  loud,  prolonged,  and  uniyersal  hiss  / 
The  sudden  sibilation  out  of  silence  stsrtles  all, 
Habcubtius  clangs  lus  buckler.  Otto  nearly  hath  a  fall, 
**  Great  gods,  the  G^se  are  on  us,  those  confounded  Sacred  Geese, 
See  their  long  necks,  twig  their  broad  beaks  I    Cease,  senile  cackhrs, 
oeaseT" 

So  gaspeth  great  Habcubtius,  but  gaspeth  all  in  yain. 

The  gaff  is  blown,  the  anserine  guard  giyes  tongue  with  might  and 


A  stir,  a  tramp  of  mailed  feet,  a  torch-flare  I  Whillaloo  I 
'*  Say,  is  this  Mabcus  Manuus  P    No,  hang  it,  there  be  two. 
Salisbubiub  and  Goschbkius,  with  a  host,  no  doubt,  behind. 
They're  on  their  guard,  whate'er  may  chance,  we  shall  not '  catch 

'em  blind ' 
Like  gudgeon.    No !  there 's  not  a  chance  of  a  surprise  by  night ; 
If  the  Gauls  take  the  Citadel,  ye  gods,  they  '11  haye  to  fight  r* 
How  history  repeats  itself  I    At  least  we  must  a^ee. 
The  Geese  haye  roused  the  Capital  P    And  saved  it  P    We  shall  see  I 


PUNCH,  OR    THE    LONIWN    CHARIVARI.— Fbbbuart  6,  1892. 
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SO   ARTLESS! 

Scmnt—A  Cinderella  Dance, 

Swell  {to  ingenuous  Maiden).  **  Arb  tou  Engaged  1 " 
Ingentunu  Maiden,  **No— but— I  should  so  like  to  bb  !" 
[Andf  as  the  old  game  ?uu  it,  the  consequences 


''COME  HITHER,  HUBERT!" 

We  are  able  to  present  our  readers  with  a  few  notes  of 
a  lecture  to  be  given  by  Professor  Hubebt  Herxomsr, 
K.A.  (by  the  kind  permission  of  Authob  Pdtebo,  EsqOi 
to  aU  managers,  actors,  actresses,  scene-painters,  authors, 
composers,  mnsioians,  costumiers,  and  wig-makers  who 
will  honour  him  with  their  attention.  On  this  occasion 
the  Professor  will  (among  other  things)  explain,  by  the  aid 
of  a  Magic  Lantern  (an  entirely  new  inyention  recently 
discovered  by  Professor  H.  H.)  now  to  enliehten  the  staffe 
darkness  generally.  The  Professor  will  also  combat  the 
erroneous  impression  derived  from  the  dark  a^s  of  Shak- 
sPEABE'stime,  that  the  Moon,  or  the  Man  in  it,— iirobably 
a  lime-lighterman,— ought  servilely  to  follow  the  move- 
ments, in  order  to'  throw  light  upon  them,  of  the  Prin- 
cipal Performer.  The  Professor  will  observe — "Such  a 
course,  on  the  part  of  the  Direction  of  the  Moon,  can  only 
be  considered  beneficial  to  Art,  when  it  is  directed  against 
*  The  Star  System.'  As  each  theatrical  Star  has  its  own 
particular  brilliancy,  why  lug  in  the  Moon  P  Shak- 
SPEABB,  no  doubt,  had  the  Stage  Moon  in  full  view 
when  he  makes  Juliet  roundly  exclaim,  *  Oh,  swear  not 
by  tibe  Moon,  the  inconstant  Moon ! '  as.  of  course,  a 
Moon  bound  to  illuminate  the  business  of  any  one  actor 
must  follow  bim  about,  and  so,  though  'constant'  to 
him  individually,  would  be  open  to  a  general  charge  of 
inconstancy  from  the  spectators  in  front.  Such  a  course 
for  the  Moon  to  take  is,  as  some  of  the  better  instructed 
among  you  may  possibly  be  aware,  quite  unwarranted 
by  the  luiiJir  laws  of  Nature,  &c.,  &c." 

This  interesting  entertainment  will  wind  upwith  a  dia- 
logue between  Arthur  (Jones)  and  Hubert  (Hebkomee), 
of  which  wo  give  an  extract.  It  represents  Arthur  2la 
wishing  to  |}roduce  a  piece,  which  Hubert  forewarns  him 
will  be  a  failure  unless  he  (Hubebt)  paints  the  scenery 
and  manages  it  generally. 

Arthur.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Mubert,  None,  but  to  use  mv  eyes. 

Arthur '_0  Hubert  !    If  you  will,  cut  down  my  *  lengths.' 
~  And  I  '11  be  merry  as  the  day  is  long, 

So  you  don't  interfere.    Tou  'ye  other  irons 

Hot  in  the  fire. 
Hubert  {aside) ,  With  his  innocent  prate 

He  will  awake  mj  mercy  which  lies  dead. 

(Aloud.)  Head  this,  young  Abthub  1 

[Oivee  him  a  Manuscript, 
Arthur  {opens  it.    Starts),  What !  aplay  by  you  I 

To  be  produced  by  m^  /    0  Hubbbt  ! !         [Faints, 

We  regret  that  want  of  space  preveiits  our  giving  any 
more  of  this  charming  work  at  present,  but  no  doubt  it 
will  not  be  lon^  ere  the  Public  has  the  gratification  of 
hearing  and  seemg  it  aU. 


A  PARAGON  FRAME  (OF  MOD). 

[**  I  never  took  anybody's  umbrella." — Plaintiff 
{a  Cook)  in  a  recent  Mrsach  ofJPromise  Cass.] 

CovMOir  are  Cooks,  professed,  plain  alike 
And  common,  youths  their  sustenance  who 
feed  on, 
Common  (I  'm  told)  a  breach  of  promise  suit, 
And  common^  dfunages,  in  courts  agreed  on ; 
Common  are  bnefs  as  blackberries ;  and  fees 
Are  common  quite  as  *  Heather  and  pru- 
nella": 
Common  are  "unprotected''  witnesses 
(**  Credat'* — as  Hobace  somewhere  sings— 

''Apella:") 
But  most  uncommon  seems  a  lowly  Cook 
Who  with  sincerity  can  kiss  the  book 
And  swear  (to  shame  her  betters !)  ne'er  she 

took 
By  sad  **  mistake  or  otherwise."  by  hook ; 
Or,  as  will  eventuate,  by  crook, 
Be  it  silk  or  gingham—anyone's  umbrella! 


Mbs.  Rax  oir  Cubbbnt  Poutigs.— **Poli- 
tiot,"  lays  Mrs.  Rahsboiham,  **iB  one  of 
the  lew  tiiinga  I  know  nothing  about.  But 
itdoet  sasm .to  me'  that  Lcrd  GLaiiTDOLP h 
Cmubuhill  ia  a  w^te  elephant  tied  round 
the  neck  of  Lord  Sausbtjbt*" 


**  Heavens  I  "—Recently  in  the  Athefittum, 
and  copied  elsewhere,  appeared  the  most  in- 
teresting intelligence  that  has  been  received 
on  earth  for  some  time.  '*  The  small  planet 
No.  315"— no  further  address  is  given,  an 
omission  which  will,  no  doubt,  be  rectified 
in  the  next  issue — "which  was  discovered 
at  Nice  by'  M.  Chablois  on  the  4th  Sep- 
tember, 1891,"— the  small  planet,  of  course, 
not  being  out  of  the  nurse's  arms,  was  not 
responsible  for  being  a.t  Nice  at  an  un- 
fasoionable  time,  but  this,  of  course,  is  the 
fault  of  her  parents  and  guardians — **has 
been  named  Constantia."  Rather  late  to 
delay  the  christening  for  nearly  five  months. 
Of  course,  the  brilliant  infant  wiU  not  stav 
at  Nice,  except  by  medical  advice,  but  win 
probably  return  to  No.  315,  Milky  Way  (or 
elsewhere),  on  the  first  opportunitt*  SiejUur 
ad  astra  !    

**  A  SruDEirr  of  Histobt "  writes  to  us  :— 
"Sir, — I  have  been  reading  a  neat  deal 
lately  on  eoolesiastical  subjects^  and  shall  be 
very  much  obliged  if  you  wiU  explain  to 
me  briefiy  what  ^  Indoaed.Orders '  are."  [If 
"A  Student"  will  send  us,  under  cover  to 
our  offioe,  two  P.  0.  Orders  for  two  pounds 
ten  shilU^g^  ^aoh  respectively,  further  ex- 
nlanation  than  that  oonveyed  oy  our  receipt 
{or  the  eame  wilV  be  unnecessary.— Eix.] 


A  RIDDLE. 

I  'm  underneath  your  feet 

In  the  streets  of  London  Town, 

From  town  take  **t," 

Then  give  it  to  me, 
And  you  '11  sell  me  for  a  crown. 


Mbs.  R.  and  the  Pbevahjko  Epidemic.— 
Our  excellent  friend  is  now  convalescent. 
*'  Like  OssAB  or  C^sab's  wife,  I  forget  which 
it  was,"  she  says,  **  I  have  passed  the  Barbi- 
can ! "  Some  one  having  suggested  that  pro- 
bablv  she  meant  '*the  Rubicon,"  Mrs.  R. 
thanked  him  politely,  but  added,  that  she 
perfectly  well  Imew  what  she  was  talking 
about,  and  that  everyone  who  was  acquainted 
with  history  would  understand  her  classical 
delusion.     

PuzzLEB  FOB  A  CosTXJMiEB.— A  Gentleman 
going  to  a  Fancy  Dress  Ball  wants  to  know 
now  ne  can  make  up  for  Lost  Time  ? 

Names  for  the  next  pair  of  Tailed  Monkeys 
sent  to  the  Zoo—"  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Caudal." 


N3.-»* Confessions  of  a  Dutf&jQGl^ 
next  week.  O 
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SHOWING  THAT  SOMETIMES  IT  IS  GOOD  FOR  A  COBBLER  NOT  TO  STICK  TO  HIS  LAST. 

Jbjr  ifairmi.  "I  bucxmbsb  tour  aotino  'Sir  Amthont,*  tears  ago,  whxn  I  was  a  Qirl, 
Sib  Chaklxs  t    Tov  did  it  bplxkdidlt  1 " 

Thg  Oreai  MMMmaHeitm,  **  Ah,  would  tou  belixyb  it,  that  bit  or  AanNO  bbouoht  mx  xobb 
OoMPLiiixHTS  thak  antthino  I  XYXB  DID  f "       Fair  Matron,  "  I  should  THiifK  so,  imdbxd  I " 


TRUE  AND  TEUSTY. 

(A  story  qf  the  Law,) 

I  ALWAYS  liked  LiWBXircs  Lvgeapsnkt,  and 
shall  never  forget  the  first  time  I  met  him. 
He  was  leaying  the  County  Court,  where  I  had 
had  myself  a  small  matter  of  bnsiness,  and  know- 
ing the  same  CoonseL  we  foregathered.  He  was 
increat  spints.    He  had  just  won  his  ease. 

^Tes,'^said  he,  '*  it  was  a  hard  fight,  bat  we 
came  off  all  right.  His  Honour  was  oistinotlT 
in  oar  fayoar,  so  now  I  and  my  oo-trastees  wiU 
have  the  satisfaction  of  feeling  that  the  estate 
has  benefited,  with  no  greater  loss  than  a  few 
months'  delay.  Ehf  and  he  tamed  to  oar 
CoonseL  irho  smiled,  and  shook  his  head  a  little 
doabtfally. 

*'  Can  soaroelygo  so  far  as  that,"  the  man  of 
law  observed.  *^  i  on  see,  these  matters  take  time, 
and  the  other  side  may  appeal." 

**AppealI    Whatisthat?" 

*'I  am  afraid  yoa  will  have  the  fall  oppor- 
tnnity  for  learning^  my  dear  fellow." 

'•  Well,  it  *8  all  nght  ap  to  now,"  cried  Lud- 
AFENirr,  cheerfally,  and  we  separated. 

Two  or  three  years  after  this  I  again  met  the 
litigant,  bat  this  time  in  the  Royal  Coarts  of 
Jostiee.  There  were  streaks  of  white  in  his  hair, 
bat  he  was  still  oheerfoL 

I  asked  him  how  he  was  getting  on  with 
the  matter,  and  he  replied,  *'  As  well  as  might 


be  expected."    Oar  Coansel  had  been  right,  for 
the  liqnidators  had  appealed. 

' '  Bat  we  have  beaten  them  again,  my  dear  Sir  I 
Think  of  that,— beaten  them  again  I " 

**  And  now  yoa  will  have  no  rorther  difficalty, 
I  sappose." 

*'  I  can't  go  quite  so  far  as  that,"  retamed 
LucKAPSKNT,  who  I  noticcd  was  ladopting  legal 
phraseology.  **  Yoa  know  they  may  take  as  ap 
to  the  Hoase  of  Lords,  if  tliey  please  I " 

And  again  time  went  on.  in  the  coarse  of  years 
I  f oond  that  poor  LucKAPBNinr  AoJ  been  taken 
to  Westminster,  and  their  Lordshins  had  decided 
to  give  themselyes  time  to  consider  their  judg- 
ment. 

When  I  met  LucKAPBNirr  again,  the  Hoase  of 
Lords  had  decided  against  him. 

"It  is  very  awkward,"  he  observed,  "they 
will  not  allow  my  costs,  and  so  I  shall  have  to 
pay  them  oat  of  my  own  pocket!  And  what 
makes  it  the  more  annovinsr  is  that,  even  had 
we  won  our  cause,  it  would  nave  led  to  nothing, 
as  the  estate  we  were  fighting  is  practically  bank- 
rupt." 

I  offered  my  conddenoes,  and  we  separated. 

The  last  tune  J  saw  poor  LucKAPBNinr,  he 
looked  a  ver;^  shadow  of  nimself .  He  was  hag- 
gard and  thiiL  and  was  wearing  dothes  of  an 
ancient  cut  ana  threadbare  material.  He  smiled 
as  he  met  me,  and  observed  that  he  was  still 
d  on  the  trust  matter. 
Lt  I  have  come  to  the  last  stage,"  he  said ; 


"  I  have  paid  the  costs  in  full.  And 
now  I  am  going  home." 

"Ooinff  home,"  I  repeated,  and 
noticing  that  he  seemed  feeble,  offered 
him  the  support  of  my  arm.  "I  will 
walk  as  far  as  your  residenoe." 

"  Tou  are  verf  good,"  he  replied, 
"  but  I  am  afraia  that  I  cannot  ask 
you  to  come  in." 

*'  Never  mind  that ;  but  where  do 
you  live?" 

**  Where  should  I  live  after  a  law- 
suit?" he  returned,  with  a  short 
laugh.  "Why,  in  the  Workhouse,  to 
be  sure— in  the  Workhouse! " 

And  as  a  ratepayer,  I  have  assisted 
to  support  him  ever  since ! 


A  MENU  FROM  BIRMINGHAM. 

Potaoss. 

Duchesse. 

ConsommS  deDduge  iTAprdsMoi. 

Poissoirs. 

Hers  d'Eau  i  TApp&t  convenable. 

Crevettes  a TEnvie* 

EmrRtss. 
Petits  Programmes  i  la  Robe  de 

Joseph. 
Filets  de  Yis,  Sauce  Monopole. 
Pattes  de  Matou  auz  Grines. 

lUyis. 

MoiM^me. 
Dinde  Fiddle  de  Jesse. 

LI»UXBB. 

Orchis  en  Boutonnidre. 
Hartijo  Sauce  Soumission. 

RjELEVisk 

Monocle. 
Salmi  de  Paires  Filants  auz  Lis. 

Entbemets. 

(Hteau  Rossendale. 

Conserves  d'£glise  Galloise. 

Boudin  de  Labouohdre  k  la  Lanteme. 

Desssbt. 

Bonbons  de  Famille. 

Hame^ons  de  Flatterie. 

Oublis. 


IN  STATU,— aUO  ? 

Should  Cbomwsll  have  a  statue 
at  Westminster  was  a  buminff  ques- 
tion some  years  ago.  We  all  know 
the  result,  and  nowadays,  who 
oares  F  At  present,  the  question  at 
Oxford  is.  Shall  Cardinal  Nkwicav 
have  a  statue  f  and,  if  so.  Shall  it 
be  just  opposite  the  Martvrs'  Memo- 
rial P  From  one  point  of  view,  the 
situation  is  happily  selected,  as,  of 
course,  Nxwicak  was  on  just  exactly 
opposite  ground  to  Cbavmeb,  Ridlst, 
and  Latdceb.  The  Oxford  Dons 
are  right  in  suppodng  that  no  statue 
can  be  erected  without  a  previous 
desiffn ;  a  design  by  a  hand  that  has 
not  lost  its  cunning.  The  proposed 
site  is  in  Broad  Street,  a  very  sug- 
gestive name  as  opposed  to  narrow- 
ness of  any  sort:  jet  so  eager  are 
the  illogical  Dons  in  the  matter  of 
preservation  of  spaces,  that  before 
even  tlie  base  of  a  day  model  has 
been  commenced,  they  have  already 
prepared  the  ground  for  the  reoep- 
turn  id  the  statue  by  fettisf  up  any 
amount  of  railing  about  wb  pro- 
posed site  I 
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LETTERS   TO   ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  X.— TO  CROOKEDNESS, 

Oblique,  but  fobmidable  Oi^, 

You  have  frequently  fixed  your  abode  in  high  places. 
Are  there  not  recorded  in  history  the  names  of  Idi^  and  states- 
men whom  an  irresistible  desire  to  scheme,  and  trick,  and  over- 
reach, hsLS  brought!  to  the  block  P  The  times  were  difficult— that 
much  one  may  admit.  Noble  heads  of  honourable  and  upright 
men  were  lopped  in  profusion ;  and  it  may  be  argued,  with  some 
show  of  reason,  that  the  man  whose  character  was  as  flawless  as 
pure  crystal,  was  like  to  fare  as  badly  as  the  muddiest  rascal  of 
them  all,  if  his  side  sank  in  defeat.  And  yet  I  cannot  help  belieying 
that,  in  some  oases  at  least,  a  man  might  have  had  a  happier  end  u 
he  had  abstained  from  acts  of  political  turpitude,  whicn  were  as 
irrational  in  their  conception  as  they  were 
ruinous  in  their  effect ;  acts,  that  is,  which, 
in  the  existing  circumstances,  no  sane  man 
could  haye  undertaken  unless  the  mere  doing 
of  these  rogueries  had  been  a  supreme  and  a 
necessary  pleasure  to  him.  There  was  poor 
Chables  the  First.  Surely,  in  spite  of  that 
melancholy,  doomed  face,  he  might  haye  died 
in  peace  if  he  had  only  played  the  game  fairly. 
Jaxes  the  Sscoin),  too.  and  Mablbobouoh, 
the  greatest  Captain  of  liis  are,  and  Boijyo- 
BROKE,  the  eloquent  philosophiser,  the  graye 
moralist,  how  different  might  their  ends  haye 
been  had  not  you,  0  Crookebkess,  presided 
at  their  births,  and  ruled  their  lives.  But, 
ayaunt,  History  I  Here  I  am  straying  into  a 
treatise,  when  I  merely  intended  to  remind  you  of  little 
Peteb  Sheef,  and  of  nis  adventures. 

Peter  and  1  were  freshmen  tojarether  at  Cambria  life  in 
the  remote  past  before  **  Johnmes,"  and  *'  Chappies,  ^^ 
and  "Mashers"  had  been  heard  of,  before  tJio  **oof 
bird"  had  been  fledged  in  its  pink  and  sporting  nent. 
or  the  Egyptian  cigarette  had  asserted  its  univer^i 
sway.  I  daresay  we  differed  but  little  (by  '*  we"  1 
mean  the  freshmen  of  our  year)  from  those  who  have 
lately  appeared  for  the  first  time  in  King's  Parade,  or 
Jesus  Lane.  We  were  very  young  —  we  imawioed 
Proctors  to  be  destitute  of  human  f eeunff ;  we  nte  por- 
tentous breakfasts  of  many  courses,  and,  for  th«  most 
part,  treated  our  allowances  as  though  they  had  been  so 
much  pocket-money.  Also  we  had  an  idea  that  &  man 
who  hiMd  passed  his  thirtieth  year  was  absurdly  gM,  and 
that  nobody  could  be  called  a  boy  whose  name  had  been 
entered  on  the  books  of  a  College.  In  fact,  we  were 
freshmen. 

Peter  and  I  were  a  good  deal  thrown  together  dtmng 
our  first  term.  Like  me,  he  had  come  up  from  one  of 
the  smaller  schools,  and  we  had  not,  therefore,  a  very 
large  number  of  friends  to  start  with.  Peter  was  one 
of  the  pleasantest  fellows  in  the  world,  always  cheerful,  good- 
tempered,  and  obliging.  He  always  seemed  to  have  plenty  of 
money.  Indeed,  I  Know  that  his  father  made  him  an  allowance 
of  £800  a  year,  a  sum  which  was  considerably  more  than  double 
that  received  oy  the  majority  of  his  fellows.  The  parental 
Sheef  I  have  since  discovered  was  a  Solicitor,  who  had  made  his 
mark  and  his  fortune  by  the  crafty  defence  of  shadv  financiers  in 
distress,  of  bogus  company  womoters,  and  generally  oi  the  great  race 
who  live  in  the  narrow  boraer-land  which  divides  the  merely  dis- 
reputable from  the  ix>sitively  indictable.  But  at  that  time  I  didn't 
trouble  my  head  to  inquire  about  Peteb's  father,  and  was  content 
as  most  Undergraduates  are,  to  take  my  friends  as  I  thought  I  found 
them.  Peteb  was  musical;  he  played  several  instruments  with 
skiU,  and  sang  a  capital  song.  With  aU  these  qualities,  he  soon 
became,  to  a  certain  extent,  popular.  He  then  set  up  as  a  giver 
of  good  and  expensive  dinners.  Kept  a  couple  of  horses  in  the  hunt- 
ing season,  devoted  rreat  attention  to  his  dress,  and  made  himself 
unobtrusively  asTeeaole  to  the  little  ||^ods  of  our  miniature  world.  In 
his  second  year  ne  had  gained  a  position ;  most  people  spoke  well  of 
him,  and  liked  him.  It  only  rested  with  Peter  himseli  to  maintain 
what  ho  had  gained,  and  to  enter  on  life  with  troops  of  friends. 
A  few  moments  of  purposeless  folly  were  sufficient  to  shatter 
him. 

I  remember  that  in  my  first  term  I  was  not  verj  tmeably  im- 
pressed by  something  that  Peter  did.  A  dog-fancier  nappened  to 
come  through  the  street  in  which  we  both  lodged,  and  Peter  be^an 
to  bargain  with  him  for  a  fox-terrier,  who,  according  to  the  fancier's 
account,  had  a  pedigree  as  long  and  as  illustrious  as  that  of  a 
Norman  Peer.  Eventually  it  had  been  agreed  that  the  do^  was  to 
become  Peter's  property  in  consideration  of  thirty  shillings  in  cash, 
a  pair  of  trousers,  and  a  bottle  of  brandy.    The  exchange  was  made. 


and  the  man  departed.  Thereupon  Peter  informed  me  with  gle«, 
that  the  trousers  were  a  pair  of  his  father's,  which  had  been  racked 
in  his  portmanteau  by  mistake,  and  that  tke  brandy-bottle  con- 
tained about  fifty  per  cent,  of  water,  that  amount  of  brandy  having 
been  poured  off  oeiore  payment  was  made.  As  Peteb  put  it,  **  I  'ye 
done  nim  in  the  eve,  to  prevent  him  doing  me."  I  tried  in  vain  to 
bring  him  round  to  the  opinion  that  (let  alone  robbing  one's  father) 
cheating  a  cheat  was  one  of  the  lowest  forms  of  roguery.  The  dog- 
fancier  soon  afterwards  returned,  and  nrotested,  with  tears  in  ms 
eyes,  that  the  shabby  trick  had  woundea  him  in  his  tenderest  feel- 
ings, but  he  seemed  quite  willing  to  begin  a  fresh  bargain  with  **  the 
only  gen'lemen,  s'help  me,  as  ever  bested  pore  little  Albo." 

All  this  is,  however,  by  the  way.  I  merely  mention  it  to  illustrate 
Peter's  character.  At  the  University  Steeple-Chase  Meeting, 
which  took  place  at  the  end  of  our  third  October  term.  Sheef  had 
entered  his  animals  for  several  races.  He  was  a  good  rider,  and 
confidently  anticipated  success.  To  celebrate 
the  occasion,  he  had  arranged  a  big  dinner- 
party, and  had  invited  some  twenty  of  us 
to  dme  with  him.  I  had  been  unable  to  go 
to  the  races  myself,  but  at  the  appointed 
hour  I  turned  up  at  Shsef's  rooms.  I 
found  the  table  brilliantly  laid,  waiters 
hanging  about,  and  dozens  of  Champa^e 
in  readiness.  Sheef  was  there,  but.  beside 
myself  J  no  other  guest  had  appeared.  And 
not  a  single  one  came.  I  forget  what  excuse 
the  miserable  host  made,  but  the  result  was 
that  we  two  solemnly  dined  at  a  table  laid 
for  ten  times  our  number.  I  think  I  shall 
remember  that  ghastly  festivity  as  Ions  as  I 
live.  The  next  day  all  Cambrid||[e  knew 
that  Sheef  had  not  only  pulled  one  of  his 
horses  opexdy  and  disgracefully,  but  had 
wilfully  misled  both  his  friends  and  the 
book-makers  as  to  the  horse  he  intended  to 
ride  In  a  race  for  which  entries  were  made 
at  the  post.  I  never  heard  that  he  stood  to 
win  more  than  £50  by  the  transaction.  And 
for  this  paltry  sum  (paltry,  that  is,  to  a  man 
of  his  means)  he  haa  wrecked  his  reputa^on, 
and  all  the  possibilities  of  his  career. 

I  see  him  slinking  about  London  some- 
times. Last  year  he  passed,  with  much  dis- 
credit, through  the  Bankruptcy  Court  He 
has  been  a  Director  of  oountless  Companies, 
for  the  stock  of  fools  seems  to  be  inex- 
haustible. There  can  only  be  one  end  for 
such  a  man  as  Sheef.  The  oool,  callous, 
and  calculating  knave  may  get  clear  through 
to  the  end ;  but  Sheef  always  was  stupioly 
good-natured,  and  good-nature  hangs  uke  a 
millstone  round  the  neck  of  rascality.  I 
cannot  myself  detest  him  as  I  ought  to  do. 
He  was  so  near  to  completely  successful  re- 
spectability. But  crookedness  ruined  him,  in  spite  of  his  better 
wishes.  W  as  it  altogether  his  own  fault  ? 
That,  as  Mr.  Bbet  Habte  observes,  lets  me  out. 

I  remain  as  before,  Diogenes  EoBnrsoir. 


A  Dangerous  Title. 
(To  Mr.  Jouph  Hatton,  Author  of**  CigaretU  JPapert^') 

CioABSTTE  Papers,  Joseph,  when  properly  stuffed. 

Are  meant,  I  suppose^  to  be  zealously  puffed. 

When  we  take  uem  in  hand,  a  consuming  desire 

Attacks  us  to  set  the  gay  trifles  on  fire. 

Tet,  the  brand  being  good  (here 's  the  point  of  my  joke), 

They  are  always  enjoyed  ere  they  vanish  in  smoke. 

From  an  X.  J.  P.  to  Lobd  Chief  Justice  Punch.— Sirj—tiniy 
complain  of  **  the  Licence  of  the  Bar  ?  "  Of  course  it  goes  with,  and 
is  a  part  of,  every  Licence  to  a  Public-house  granted  by  the 
Middlesex  Magistrates.  I  've  retired  some  years  myself,  am  a  bit 
deaf,  and  don't  read  much ;  but  I  heard  just  enough  to  warrant  me 
in  writing  to  you  at  once  on  what  appears  to  me  so  simple  a 
matter.  Robebt  Shallow,  X.  J.  P.,  M.  M, 

At  the  Sign  of  the  Pig  and  Pippin, 

To  the  Future  A.R.A.— Better  luck  next  time,  Mr.  Swan.  Be 
satisfied  that,  though  at  present  unelected,  you  are  Swan,  R.A.,  1.0., 
Rara  Avis,  As  you  can  plume  yourself  on  this,  so  **  t»  hoe  C^gno, 
vinces  !  "  Which  we  caninecaUy  and  not  canonicaUy  for  the  ncmce 
nonoe-sensicallv  render,  '*  In  this  j[matter),_  to  t^e  S^ 
will  (go  in  and)  win! " 


^ggay^T!y<[3ffl^"' 


^  S0nCB.'B4eetad  Commiinieationi  or  Gontributlmia,  whtthar  MB.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietuw  of  aay  dMttiptioB,  wOi 
in  no  ease  be  returned,  not  erea  when  aoeompMiad  bj  a  Stamped  and  Addressed  Xnvelopt,  Gorer,  or  Wrapptr.    To  this  nli 


U-. _jii  v^  _^  . 
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'PLEASnrO  THE  PIGS!" 

Mb.  CHAPinr  receiTed  a 
depatatioii  on  the  anbjeot  of 
the  Swine -fever  last  week. 
Trne  to  his  dramatic  instincts 
as  regards  the  fitness  of  things, 
ih»  Minister  for  Agricaltnre 
was,  on  this  oooasion,  wearing 
a  Bow-wester.  He  regrettea 
that  he  was  nnable  to  don  a 
pig-tail,  which,  as  the  repe- 
aentative  of  the  Fine  OldEng- 
liii^  Gentleman  of  years  gone 
by,  he  i^onld  much  like  to  do, 
bat  it  was  a  fashion  with  the 
of  the  last  centory 
ich  he  hoped  to  see  reriTed 
as  '*  a  tail  of  old  times."  It 
was  better,  far  better  to  be 
pig-tailed  as  were  their  great 
srandfathers,  than  to  be  pig- 
headed as  were  so  many 
people  with  pig-caliar  notions, 
specially  in  Bootland. 

**  I  am  doing  and  have  been 
doing,''  said  the  Ministering 
CHAPLnr,  "my  yery  best  to 
please  the  pigs,  bat  there  are 
some  pigs  that  won't  be  pleased 
when  they  find  that  erery- 
thing  is  not  going  to  be  done 
for  them  gratis.  Ton  may 
take  this  for  granted,  —  I 
should  say  granted.  Now^  let 
me  give  yoa  an  illnstration. 
There  were  five  nigs  belonging 
to  a  weU-known  littery  family. 
The  first  pig  went  to  market 
bat  no  one  woald  purchase 
him,  the  second  pig  staved  at 
home  (not  feelinsr  well),  the 
third  pig  had  plearo  -  pnea- 
monia,  and  the  toorth  pig  was 


(From  a  Private  and  Confidential  Beport) 

in  full  swing  —  if  yoa  can 
imagine  a  pig  in  a  swing— of 
swine -fever;  and  the  fifth 
and  quite  the  smallest  pig  of 
the  lot,  a  mere  sucking-pig. 
went  *  wheeze,wheeze, wneeze  I' 
and  'wheezes'  were  always  a 
very  bad  sign.  A  oropos  of 
'  signs  'I  have  littie  doubt  but 
that  the  well-known  siffn  of  the 
*Pig  and  Whistie'  descends 
to  us  from  ancient  times  of 
Infiuenza.  He  trusted  that 
the  whole  ^-family  would 
soon  be  ^fi^ging  up  again." 

The  Right  Hon.  GenUeman 
finished  by  apologising  for  not 
being  able  to  quote  anything 
apposite  from  the  works  of 
either  the  philosophic  Baoov, 
the  Ettrick  Shepherd  Hoo0,or 
the  poetic  SiTCKLiiro,  his  motto 
for  the  present  being  *^  porker 
verba^*^  and  he  had  to  issue 
a  Circular  about  the  cattle  who 
were  aU  going  wrong. 

The  Deputation  thanked  Mr. 
CHAPLnr.  and  unanimously 
expressed  their  opinion,  that 
where  pigs  were  concerned,  the 
Minister  should  have  his  stve- 
pend  increased.  Noticing  that 
Mr.  CsAFinr  had  risen  from 
his  chair,  and  had  assumed  a 
threatening  attitude,  the  De- 
putation hurriedlj  thanked  the 
Minister  of  Agriculture,  and 
speedily  withdrew. 

Akswxs  to  thx  Riddle  nr 
Last  Week's  Nxticber.-- 
**Mire  +  t  =  Mitre." 


Born,  June  19,  1834.      Dnn,  Jan.  31,  1892. 

8nrBDT  saint-militant,  stout,  genial  soul. 
Through  good  and  ill  report  you  've  reached 

thegioal 
Of  all  brave  effort,  and  attained  that  light 
Which  makes  our  clearest  noontide  seem  as 

night. 
How  much  'twill  show  as  all  I   We  boast  our 

clarity 
Of  spiritual  sense,  but  mutual  charity 
Is  still  our  nearest  need  when  faith  grows  fierce 
And  even  hope  earth's  mists  can  hardly  peroe. 
You  were  much  loved ;  you  spake  a  potent 

word  [heard 

In  the  world's  ear,  and  listening  thousands 
With  joy  that  clear  and  confident  appeal. 
The  lingering  doubts  finer-strung  smrits  feel, 
The  sensitive  shrinkings  from  familiar  touch 
Of  the  high  mysteries,  moved  you  not.    Of 

such 
The  great  tfarong-stirrers  I    And  you  stirred 

ttie  throng  [strong ; 

Who  felt  yoa  honest  and  who  knew  you 
Raev  of  homely  earth,  yet  spirit-fired 
With  all  their  higher  moodt  felt,  loved,  de- 
Pnritan,  yet  of  no  ascetic  strain  [ured. 

Or  arid  straitneas,  freshening  as  the  rain 
And  healthy  as  the  dod;  a  native  loroe 
Inenlt  yet  qoiokening,  cleaving  its  straight 

ooorse  [end. 

Uneheeked,  unchastened,  oonqaering  to  the 
Crudeness  may  chill,  and  oonfioenoe  offend, 
But  manhood,  mother  wit,  and  selfiess  zeal, 
fi^weeh  clear  as  Ught,  and  courage  true  as  steel 
Moit  win  the  many.    Honest  soul  and  brave. 
The  greatest  drop  their  garlands  on  your 

grave! 


'LOOK  HERI.UPONmS  mTUa£ANQQNTHfSf' 

( ThjT  ffhymarkH  Sftvxld  mh*it  fliwf  ^^i^hl  to  K ) 


Mr,  E.  KtnxhU 
haTB  play«d  MamUt. 


SIj  dMf  Trae,  T  might  to 
First,  mj  Home— K*'mblB» 
8fr^citir!lyJ  Shjik«p*arf'«  autbontf — *  Oh,  that  thi» 
loo  too  *o]icl  ticsh  wfltild  mdt,*  And  *gnin,  *  Fat  «id 
'  K&jit  of  breath  * ! " 

I  Mf.  It.  Tree.  *' All  rifbti  my  d*ar  Kpmble, 
^  Qqil«  true  -whtd  jim  inv ;  und^  mit  uiirht  J  nm 
I  unoblci  to  pUy,  you  ihall  ht  mj  noublle !  ** 


WHIPPED  IN   VAIN. 
(By  an  M.P,  o/a  Retiring  Nature, 

The  Whip,  he  writes  to  me  to-day. 
Not,  as  nis  wont,  in  tones  pacific. 

But  in  the  very  strongest  wav. 
And  using  language  quite  terrific. 

He  hopes  to  see  me  in  my  place. 
And  woe  hetide  the  sad  seceder. 

Whose  ahsence  helps  to  throw  disgrace 
Both  on  his  Party  and  his  Leader. 

I  throw  my  hat  up  to  the  sky. 

At  taunts  of  treason  or  defection 
I  flip  my  fingers.    What  care  I P 

For  I  do  NOT  seek  re-election  ! 


•*Thib  iNDKinTRB  WirNBSgBTH."— Ac- 
cording to  the  Timee  of  Friday  last,  Febru- 
ary 5,  Cardinal  MAirimrG  died  practically  a 
pau];>er.  He  had  given  everything  away  in 
charity.  He  was  a  **  Prince  of  the  Church,*' 
and  his  gifts  to  others  were,  indeed,  princely. 
In  the  wills  and  deeds  of  how  many  of  oui 
Very  Reverend  and  Eig[ht  Reverend  Lord- 
ships shall  we  find  nothing  gathered  up  and 
bequeathed  of  the  loaves  and  fishes  which 
have  fallen  to  their  share  ?  Buch  a  testameni 
as  the  Cardinal's  would  be  in  quite  a  New 
Testamentary  spirit. 

FoBEioir  hSTD  Hoxx  Nsws.— '*  The  Prussia]] 
Education  Bill,"  remarked  an  elderly  bache- 
lor to  Mr.  Pbiee  Familias,  **is  a  very  im- 
portant matter :  becauseyou see " 

'*  Hanr  the  Prussian  Education  Bill ! "  in- 
terrupted Piter  F.,  testily.  "You  should 
see  the  English  Education  Bill  I '  ve  had  fa 
my  boy's  sobooling  last  half  I  'li  « ■  i^ 

iQitizerTi  I ^V'^ 


VOL  nr. 
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MR.    PUNCH   TO   THE    LIFEBOAT-MEN. 


[The  President  of  the  Board  of  Trade  hat, 
of  the  lifeboats  of  Atherfield,  Brightstone,  and 
of  the  steamahip  Sider,] 

YouK  hand,  lad!    'Tis  wet  with  the  brine, 

and  the  salt  spray  has  sodden  your  hair, 
And  the  face  of  you  glisteneth  pale  with  the 

stress  of  the  struggle  out  there ; 
But  the  sayour  of  salt  is  as  sweet  to  the  sense 

of  a  Briton,  sometimes. 
As  the  fraffranoe  of  wet  mignonette,  or  the 

scent  01  the  bee-haunted  Umes. 

Ay,  sweeter  is  manhood,  though  rough,  than 
the  smoothest  effeminate  diarms 

To  the  old  sea-king  strain  in  our  blood  in  the 
season  of  shocks  and  alarms, 


bv  command  of  the  Qubbn,  conveyed,  through  the  Boval  National  Lifeboat  Institution,  to  the 
Brooke,  Her  Majesty's  warm  appreciation  ox  their  gallant  conduct  in  saving  the  crew  and  passi 


erawi 
passengers 


When  the  winds  and  the  wayes  and  the  rocks 
make  a  chaos  of  danger  and  strife  ; 

And  the  need  of  the  moment  is  pluck,  and 
the  guerdon  of  yalour  is  life. 

That  fi:uerdon  you  'ye  snatched  from  the  teeth 

of  the  thundering  tiger-maVd  wayes. 
And  the  yalour  that  smites  is  as  naught,  after 

all,  to  the  yalour  that  sayee. 
They  are  safe  on  the  shore,  who  had  sunk  in 

the  whirl  of  the  floods  but  ioftyou  ! 
And  some  said  you  had  lost  your  old  grit  and 

deyotion  I    We  knew  'twas  not  true. 


The  soft-hearted  shore-going  critics  of  con- 
duct themselyes  would  not  dare. 

The  triyial  cocksure  belittlers  of  dangers  they 
haye  not  to  share. 

Claim  much— oh  «o  much,  from  rough  man- 
hood,—unflinching  cool  daring  in  fraj, 

And  selflessness  utter,  from  toilers  with  little 
of  praise,  and  less  pay. 

Her  heroes  to  get  "on  the  chei^"  from  the 
rough  rank  and  file  of  her  sons 

Has  been  England's  good  fortune  so  long,  that 
the  scribblers',  swift  .tongue-babble  nmi 
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Totheoldeasvtiineintlioatthooffht.  **  Gal- 
lant ie&-aog8  and  lif  e-nyersT  "    Tea  I 

But  poor  dribleta  of  lyrical  praise  should  not 
be  their  sole  ^eidon,  I  goess. 

On  the  ooast,  in  the  mine,  at  the  fire,  in' the 

dark  oitf  byeways  at  night. 
They  are  ready  the  wayes,  or  the  flames,  or 

the  bludgeoning  burglar  to  fight. 
And  are  we  quite  as  ready  to  mark,  or  to 

fashion  a  fitting  rewara 
For  the  ooorsely-olad  oommonplaoe  men  who 

our  life  and  our  property  guard? 

A  question  Punch  puts  to  the  Public,''and  on 

your  behalf,  my  braye  lad. 
And  that  of  your  labouring  like.    To  accept 

your  stout  help  we  are  glad : 
If  supply  of  cheap  heroes  thotdd  slacken, 

and  life-saying  yalour  grow  dear— 
Say  as  courts,  party-statesmen,  or  churches 

— 'twould  make  some  exchequers  look 

queer. 

Do  we  quite  do  our  part,  we  shore-goers? 

Those  lights  could  not  flash  through  the 

fog. 
And  how  often  must  rescuer  willing  lie^idle 

on  land  like  a  lo^ 
For  lack  of  the  warning  of  coast-wires'  from 

lighthouse  or  lightship  ?    'Tis  flat 
That  we,  lad,  haye  not  done  our  duty,  until 

we  haye  altered  all  that. 

Well,  ^ou  haye  done  yours,  and  successfully, 

tM8  time  at  least,  and  at  night 
All  rescued      How  gladly  the  IsuBt  must  haye 

looked  on  that  braye  **  Comet  Light,'' 
As  you  put  from  the  waye-battered  wreck. 

Cold,  surf-buJSeted,  weary,  and  drenched, 
Your  pluck,  like  the  glare  from  that  beacon, 

flamed  on  through  the  dark  hours  un- 

quenohed. 

Xor  then  was  your  labour  at  end.    ThereVas 

treasure  to  saye  and  to  land. 
Well   done,    life-boat    heroes,    once   more! 

Punch  is  iiroud  to  take  grip  of  your  hand  I 
Your  QuEBK,  eyer  quick  to  praise  manhood, 

has  spoken  in  words  you  will  hail, 
And  'twere  shame  to  the  People  of  England, 

if  they  in  their  part  were  to  fail. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  GUARDS. 

A  Seng  of  SenHmerUf  to  the  Tune  of  ' '  Fair  Lady 
£lizabeth  Mugg."    {'*  B^eeUd  Addrestes.") 

["  The  last  of  the  old  Mail-ffuards  is  about  to 
disappear  from  the  terrice  of  the  Poet  Office. 
Fifty-dz  yean  have  elapsed  since  Mr.  Hosbs 
NoBBS— for  such  is  the  Tenerable  official's  name — 
was  selected  to  undertake  the  duties  of  Guard  to 
one  of  the  Royal  Mails."— 2>at/y  Telegraph.] 

HisioBiCAL  Muse  I  are  you  sober  f 

Is  he,  the  old  Mail-ffuard,  aliye. 
Who  probably  swigi^  sound  October 

From    flagons,    in    One,   Eight,    Three, 
FiyeP 
When  Pilch  went  a-slogging,  and  Clabke 

Was  a-studying  slow  underhand  lobs  ? 
Hooray  for  that  eyergreen  spark. 

The  yeteran  Guard,  Moses  Nobbs  I  * 

Why,  Mosxs,  thus  bring  to  a  dose 

Your  fifty-six  years  on  the  road  ? 
Do  you  yearn,  after  all,  for  repose. 

who  with  zeal  half-a-century  glowed  ? 
The  Muse  makes  her  moan  at  your  loss, 

And  Sentiment  silently  sobs. 
Ah !  Time,  friend,  will  play  pitch- and-toss 

With  all  of  us,  eyen  a  Nobbs  I 

*  The  Telegraph  gives  the  gentleman's  nsme 
both  as  "  KoBBS^'  and  "  Nooos."  As  *<  Kobbs  " 
eomes  first,  Mr.  l\tneh  adopts  it,  he  hopes  without 
BMsnaming  the  illustrious  reteran. 


':^^.. 


'-Atv-»/^ 


KIND    INQUIRIES. 


The  Dean*s  Wife.  "Is  the  drab  Bishop  still  living?" 
JBjpiscopal  Butler.  "Oh  tvs,  Ma'am.     He's  bsttbr  to-dat  1 
GoiKo  to  Disappoint  'em  tetI" 


We  ki  all  sating  hb  's 


One  sees  your  Mail-C!oach  all  a-blaze, 

A  masterly  hand  on  the  rein, 
In  those  roUicking,  railway-less  days. 

Which  neyer  shall  grreet  us  affain. 
That  tootling  tin-horn  one  can  hear ; 

The  old  buffers,  with  breeches  and  fobs, 
One  can  picture ;  they  doubtless  were  dear 

To  the  Dosom  of  braye  Moses  Nobbs. 

That  blunderbuss,  too  I    Good  old  Guard  I 

At  what  Knight  of  the  Road  has  it  shot  f 
And  do  you  remember  the  bard 

Who  gaye  us  '*  The  Tantivy  Trot  f '' 
Mr.  EeKRTON  Wabbubton  *b  gone. 

No  longer  the  Highwayman  robs ; 
And  sUence  now  settles  upon 

The  Last  of  the  Guards— Mosbs  Nobbs  I 


Yet  obliyion  shall  not  descend 

On  that  name  till  a  staye  hath^been  sung. 
The  Muse  is  antiquity's  friend. 

And  in  praise  of  the  past  will  giye  tongue. 
If  Cbaoknall,  the  Tantiyy  Whip, 

Claimed  song,  they  're  hnt  parvenu  snobs 
Who  say  that  the  lyre  should  let  slip 

The  memory  of  stout  Mosbs  Nobbs. 

The  Mail-Coach,  my  Kobbs,  is  no  more 

What  it  was  when  you  put  on  the  man ; 
We  'ye  Mail  Trains,  all  rattle  and  roar, 

And  that  portent,  the  Packet  Post  Van. 
A  Pullman,  and  not  the  Box-seat, 

Is  the  aim  of  our  modem  Lord  Bobs  ; 
But  the  old  recollections  are  sweet ;  [NobbsI 

And  Punch  drinks  to  your  health,  Moexs 
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CONFESSIONS   OF  A   DUFFER. 

IV.-THE   DUFFER  AS   COLLECTOB. 
I  MAT  be  a  Duffer,  bat  I  hope  I  am  neither  an  idiot  nor  a  cad.    I 


I  spend,  in  some  time,  periiaps,  a  hnodred  pouBda*  With  a  hundred 
;  pounds,  and  with  luok,  and  OTudenoe.  and  ounning,  he  might 
I  perhaps  buy  one  small  yolume  wfaioh  a  ooUeotor  who  knew  his  busi- 
'  ness  would  not  wholly  disdain.  But,  as  it  is,  he  has  squandered  his 
money,  and  has  nothing  to  show  for  it  but  a  heap  oi  trash,  of  the 


have  never  collected  postage-stamps,  nor  outraged  common  humanity  \  wrong  date,  without  the  necessary  misprints  in  the  right  places, 
by  asking  people  to  send  me  their  autographs.  With  these  excep-  ragged,  short,  and^  'above  all,  imperfect.  I  suppose  I  have  the 
tions  I  have  failed  as  a  collector  of  almost  every  thing.    Tc  ^     •»     .     n    x 

YOU  need  luck,  and  a  dash  of  unscrupulousness,  and  careful 

to  details,  and  a  sceptical  habit  of  mind.    Even  as „  _ 

used  to  waste  my  shillings  at  a  funny  little  curiosity-shop,  kept  by 
a  nice  old  lady  who  knew  no  more  about  her  wares  than  I  did.    Here 
I  acquired  quite  a  series  of  old  coppers,  which  Mrs.  Somsbville  said 
were  ancient  Bactrian.     We  asked  where  Baotria  was,  and  she 
replied  that  it  was  a  **  country  beyond  Cyrus."    We  answered  that 
Cyrus  was  not  a  territorial  but  a  personal  name,  **  A  fellow,  dod*t 
you  know,  not  a  place,"  but  the 
old    lady's    information    stopped 
there.  I  wonder  where  my  Bactnan 
Collection  is   now.     Certainly  I 
never  sold  it;  indeed,  I  never  sold 
anything ;  not  only  because  nobod  v 
would  buy.  but  because,  after  all, 
one  is  a  Collector,  not  a  tradesman. 
Birds'  eggs  I  would  have  collected 
if  I  could,  but  you  had  first  to 
find  the  bird's   nest  (almost   an  O 
impossible  quest  for  a  bom  Duffer),  '"-^y/i? 
and  to  blow  the  egps,  which,  let       vj^  it 
me  teUyou,  needs moety  of  hand- 
ling.   I  did  once  find  a  thrush's 
nest,  and  tried  blowing  an  egg, 
but  it  was  not  wholly  a  success, 
and  the  egg  (the  contents  of  which 
I  accidentally  absorbed)  was  not 
wholly  fresh.   Then  it  is  awkward 
when  you  are  at  the  top  of  a  tall 
tree,  with  an  egg  in  your  mouth, 
for  safety,  if  the  other  boys  make 

50U  laugh,  as  you  try  to  come 
own.  It  is  the  egg  which, — but 
enough !  Everyone  who  has  been 
in  that  position  will  understand 
what  is  meant.  It  is  not  difficult 
to  collect  shells  on  the  seashore, 
but  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  find 
out  what  shells  they  are,  after  you 
have  collected  them. 


Conchology  is  no  child's  play. 
As  to  collecting  marine  animals  for 


an  aquanum,  the  trouble  begins 
when  you  toiget  your  acquisitions, 
and  carry  them  about  for  some 
time  in  the  pockets  of  your  jacket. 
That  jacket  is  apt  to  be  dusted  by 
the  bigger  boys,  who  also  interfere 
with  your  affections  for  toads, 
lizards,  snakes  and  other  live  stock 
dear  to  youth.  The  common  am- 
bition of  boyhood  is  to  be  a  great 
rabbit-grower,  but,  somehow,  my 
rabbits  did  not  thrive.  The  cats 
got  at  them,  and,  in  shooting  at 
the  cats  with  a  crossbow,  I  had  the 
misfortune  to  break  several  win- 
dows, and  riddle  a  conservatory. 

The  chief  objects  of  my  later  ambition  have  been  rare  old  books, 
gems,  engravings,  china,  and  so  forth.  All  these  things,  if  they 
are  to  be  coUeoted,  demand  that  you  shall  have  your  wits  about  you ; 
and  the  peculiarity  of  the  Duffer  is  that  his  wits  are  always  wool- 
gathering. A  nice  collection  of  wool  they  must  have  stored  up  some- 
where. As  to  books,  one  invariably  begins  by  collecting  the  wrone 
things.  In  novels  and  essays  you  read  of  **  priceless  Ekevirs,"  ana 
**  Aldines  worth  their  weight  in  gold."  Firea  with  hope,  you  hang 
about  all  the  stalls,  where  70U  find  myriads  of  Elzevirs,  dumpy, 
dirty  litde  tomes,  in  small  illegible  type,  and  lemons  of  Aldines, 
books  quite  as  dirtj,  if  not  so  dumpy,  and  equally  illegible,  for  they 
are  minted  in  itabcs.  Ton  think  you  are  in  luck,  invest  largely, 
and  oegin  to  give  vourself  the  airs  of  an  amateur  and  a  discoverer. 
Then  comes  somebody  who  knows  ab^t  the  matter  in  hand,  and 
who  tells  yon,  with  all  the  savage  joy  of  a  collector,  that  nobody 
wants  any  Elzevirs  and  Aldinet,  except  a  very  few,  and  they  must 
be  in  beautiful  old  bindings,  uncut  down,  or  scarcely  cut  down  by 
the  binder.  These  you  may  kmg  for,  but  you  certainly  will  never 
find  them  in  the  fourpenny  box.  The  Duffer  is  always  making  the 
mistake  of  buying  smaU  bargains,  aa  he  thinks  tharn*  and  so  he  will 


glee,  the  regular  collector,  and  shows  you  that  Lueasta  has  not  the 

'rait  of  Lovelace,  that  Caear  has  not  his  pagination  all  wrong 

he  ought  to  have),  that  the  Moli^res  are  Lvons  piraoies,  that 

:  of  Gilbert's  Genileman^s  JDivereion  is  not  bouna  up  with  the 

rest,  ^at,  generally  speaking,  there  are  pages  missing  here  and 

there  all  through  your  books,  which  you  have  never  ^'collated." 

that  a  ticket  of  Padeloup,  the 
binder,  has  been  taken  off  some 
broken  board  of  a  book,  and  stuck 
on  to  a  modem  imitation,  and  so 
forth,  aU  through  the  collection. 
Ton  cannot  sell  it;  nobody  will 
take  as  a  present  this  Library  of  a 
Gentleman  who  has  given  up  col- 
lecting; even  Free  libraries  do 
not  want  this  kind  of  treasure,  and 
so  it  remains,  littering  your  shelves, 
a  monument  of  folly.  Happy  are 
the  Duffers  whose  eyes  are  im- 
penetrably sealed,  ana  who  can  go 
on  believing,  in  spite  of  a  modem 
water-mark,  in  their  sham  BuRirs 
MSS.  and  their  volumes  with 
autographs  of  all  the  celebrated 
characters  in  history.  But  my  eyes 
are  purged,  and  I  do  not  think  you 
shall  find  me  collecting  old  books 
any  more.  Certainly  I  shall  not 
venture  into  auction-rooms,  com- 
pete with  the  Trade,  and  get  left 
with  a  book  artfiilly  run  up, 
thaiiks  to  my  enthusiasm,  to  four 
or  five  times^ts  market  value. 

As  to  china,  what  the  Duffer 
buys  is  invariably  cracked,  and  the 
**  marks"  on  which  he  places  con- 
fidence are  flagrant  imitations.  He 
usually  begins  by  supposing  that 
Crown  Derby  is  a  priceless  pos- 
session^ also  he  has  a  touching 
faith  in  chipped  blue  and  white 
cups  and  saucers,  marked  with  a 
crescent.  Worcester  they  may  be, 
but  not  the  right  sort  of  Worcester. 
And  Crown  Derby  is  the  very 
Aldine  or  Elzevir  of  this  market. 
Ton  might  as  well  collect  shares 
in  the  Great  Montezuma  GK>ld 
Mine,  and  expect  to  derive  benefit 
from  the  investment. 

Gtems  are  among  the  things 
that  the  Duffer  may  most  wisely 
collect,  for  the  excellent  reason 
that,  in  this  country,  he  veryseldom 
indeed  finds  any  for  sale.  He  can- 
not come  to  much  soitow,  for  lack 
is  different.    How  many  beautiful 


*'  And,  in  ihooting  at  the  cats  with  a  crossbow,  I  had  the  misfortune 
to  break  sereral  windows.'* 


of  opportunities.    In  Italy  it 

works  of  Art  I  have  acquired  in  Florence,  at  considerable  ransoms,  all 
of  them  signed  in  neat,  but  illegible  Greek  capitals.  I  puzzled  over 
them  with  microscopes.  The  names  seemedfto  end  in  IXAHX.  I 
thought  myself  a  rival  of  Blagas,  or  Lord  Kilsyth,  or  the  British 
Museum.  Then  my  friend,  WiLxms,  came  in.  *'  Pretty  enough 
pastes  of  the  last  century  I  see."  ne  remarks.  "  Pastes  I— last 
century  I "  I  indignantly  exclaim ;  '*  why  they  're  of  the  best  period : 
Sards,  aU  of  them  signed,  but  I  can't  make  out  the  artist's  name.'' 
"It  is  PiCHLEB,"  savs  WiLKiKS,  ''hc  usually  sig[ned.  for  fear  his 
things  riiould  be  sold  as  antiques."  I  had  to  give  in  about  Pichlvr 
(which  certainly  does  not  sound  veiv  Greek);  "but  here,"  I  said, 
**  you  can't  call  ^Att  paste,  you  can't  scratch  the  back  of  it."  '*  I 
know  I  can't,"  says  Wilkins,  examining  the  ring,  "  for  a  very  good 
reason,  because  a  thin  layer  oi  sard  has  oeen  inserted  behind.  But 
it's  paste,  for  all  that." 

"  Well,"  I  say,  "here's  a  genuine  ancient  ring,  old  gold,  and  a 
lovely  head  of  Proeperine  in  cornelian." 

"Well,  this  i$  odd^"  says  Wnjmrs,  "I  know  the  setting  is 
genuine,  I  have  seen  it  before.     But  then  it  had  a  rubbishy  late 
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bit  of  work  in  it,  and  I  was  in  the  atelier  when  a  gem-outter  shaved 
away  the  top  of  the  stone,  and  copied  your  head  of  Prosperine  on  it 
from  a  Sicilian  coin.  I  can  show  you  a  coin  of  the  same  stamp  in 
my  collection." 

And  he  showed  me  it,  otherwise  I  might  have  remained  incre- 
dulous. *' These  scarabs,"  he  went  on,  *^are  from  Birmingham,  I 
know  the  glaze.  That  gold  Egyptian  ring.  Queen  Tali's  do  you 
say,  is  Coptic^  Cairo  is  full  of  them.  That  nead  of  Casab  is  a  copy 
from  the  one  in  the  British  Museum." 

*'  Why,  it  is  rough  with  age,"  I  said. 

**Ay,  they've  stuffed  it  down  a  turkey's  crop,  and  it  has  got 
rubbed  up  in  the  gravel  with  which  the  ingenious  bird  assists  the 
process  oi  digestion.  A  man  who  could  swallow  that  gem  is  a  goose." 

I  am  presenting  my  esteemed  collection  of  ancient  engraved  stones 
to  my  nephew  at  school,  who  shows  all  the  character  of  the  collector. 
He  may  swop  them  for  bats,  or  tarts,  or  he  may  learn  wisdom  from 
the  misfortunes  of  his  uncle. 


IN  THIS  STYLE,  SIX-AND-EIGHTPENCE. 

Mr.  Badgerer,Q,C.  [risina  to  cross-examine).  Then  you  assert  that 
the  golden  dinner-sei^oe  which  we  are  inquiring  about  was  in  your 
possession  on  the  evening  of  July  26th  at  half -past  eight  o'clock  ? 

Plaintiff.  I  do. 

Mr.  Badaerer^  Q.  C.  And  that  when  you  went  to  take  them  out  of 
the  strong-box  at  9*15  for  your  party  they  had  disappeared  P 

Plaint^.  Quite  so. 

Mr.  Badgerer,  Q.  C»  Pardon  my  suggesting  such  a  thinff,  but  I 
am  instructed  to  a^  you  whether,  when  you  paid  £800  to  the  rate- 
collector  for  arrears  of  rates  on  the  very  next  day,  you  had  not 
obtained  that  sum  by  selling  a  portion  of  this  gold  plate  vourself  ? 

The  Judge,  Really,  Mr.  BAnGERER,  this  won't  do  at  all.  *'  Legal 
bullying  "  is  a  thing  of  the  past,  and  I  shall  have  to  commit  you  for 
contempt  if  you  make  these  unworthy  suggestions  to  the  Witness. 

Mr.  Badgerer^  Q.  C.  But,  m'Lud,  the  whole  point  of  the  defence 
is  that  the  rlaintiff  himself  sto 

The  Judge  {hastily  interposing).  Sh!    Tou  must  not  talk  like 

that.  Remember  that  '*  the  floor  of  the  Court  is  not  the  same  thing 
as  the  interior  of  a  coal-barge." 

Mr.  Badgerer,  Q.C.  (,siMUy).  Yery  well.  But  I  really  don't 
know  how  I  am  to  conduct  my  case  if  your  Ludship  intervenes  to 
chec^  me.  {To  Witness.)  I  can  ask  you  this  at  anv  rate.  Did  you 
or  did  you  not  run  up  to  Town  by  an  early  train  the  morning  aiter 
the  robbery.? 

Plaintiff  Certainly  I  did.  I  went  to  see  my  tailor,  in  Bond  Street. 

Mr.  Badgerer.  Q.  C.  And  why  did  you,  then,  go  all  the  way  from 
Bond  Street  to  the  City,  eh  P 

Plaintiff  {gravelled).  My  Lord,  I  must  appeal  for  protection.  The 
question  is  a  bulljring  one. 

The  Judge.  Oh,  certainly!  Counsel  has  no  right  to  ask  such 
things.  He  ought  to  take  the  charitable  view  of  your  actions,  and 
suppose  that  you  went  to  the  City  for  a  mid-day  chop,  or  because 
you  wanted  to  look  at  St.  Paul's,  or  something  of  that  kind.  We 
must  really  try  and  conduct  our  business  as  nobly  as  we  can. 

Mr.  Badgerer y  Q.C.  {pleasantly).  **  Que  Messieurs  les  assassins 
eommencent  I  *'  Then  we  will  presume  that  your  predilection  for 
City  chops  is  so  great,  that  you  went  a  couple  of  miles  out  of  your 
way  to  get  one,  and  that  your  reason  for  dropping  in  at  the  estab- 
lishment of  Messrs.  Blahx,  Goldsmiths,  ana  offering  them  half-a- 
dozen  dessert-plates 

The  Judge  {interrupting).  Oh,  really,  this  is  not  at  all 

Plaintiff.  Quite  the  reverse.  I  won't  stay  here  to  be  insulted  by 
anybody  r  [^Exit  hurriedly. 

Mr.  Badgerer y  Q.C.  I  am  afraid  the  Police  Officers  who  are  wait- 
ing outside  to  arrest  our  friend  who  has  just  left  the  box  will  also  be 
denounced  as  *'  legal  bullies."  But  after  all  one  can't  cross-examine 
a  rogue  on  rosewater  principles.  And  if  we  Barristers  sometimes  do 
make  things  rather  rough  for  innocent  Witnesses,  by  dragging  out 
unpleasant  incidents  in  their  careers,  or  su^ ^ting  some  that  never 
occurred,  by  so  acting  we  provide  a  powerful  inducement  to  people  to 
avoid  having  such  unpleasant  incidents  to  be  dragged  out.  ^d  if  the 
fear  of  cross-examination  prevents  actions  being  Drought,  it  thereby 
also  nrevents  would-be  litigants  ruining  themselves  in  law  expenses. 
With  submission,  m'Lud,  and  if  your  Ludship  pleases,  I  would  say 
that  we  '*  legal  bullies"  are  public  benefactors  in  disguise. 

The  Judge.  There 's  something  in  what  you  say,  Mr.  BiJ>OEBEB. 
But  the  disguise  need  not  be  so  complete  as  it  is.  I  suppose  it's  a 
verdict  for  the  Defendants  P  With  costs,  yes.  Gentiemen  of  the 
Jurv,  I  can't  sufficientiy  express  my  sense  of  the  nobility  of  your 
conauct  in  listening  to  the  evidence  as  you  have  done — ^though, 
of  course,  if  you  haa  not  listened^  I  should  have  committed  you  all 
for  contempt  in  double-quick  tune— and  you  will  now  return  a 
verdict  for  the  Defendants. \Left  sitting, 

**  The  TEiVELLiKe  Co]CPAiaoNs."*No.  XXYI.  next  week. 


LEGAL    IMPROVEMENTS. 

ANOTHER  SAVING. 

During  the  Adjournment,  thbir  Lordships  will  assist  in  the 
Refrsshmsnt  Department. 

Thirsty  Attorney.  "Not  too  much  Froth  on,  my  Lud!" 


TO  POLICE  CONSTABLES  SMEETH  AND  TAPPIN. 
[In  endeaTOuring  to  capture  a  rang  of  burglars  at  Greenwich^  these  two 
constables  were  dreadfully  battered.    But  they  kept  up  the  pursuit  until  the 
ruffians  were  secured.] 

ToxTB  hand,  Mr.  Tappin,  your  hand,  Mr.  Smesth  . 

To  the  men  who  protect  us  we  offer  no  wreath. 

Thejr  face  for  our  sakes  all  the  rogues  and  the  brutes, 

Getnng  cracks  from  their  bludgeons  and  kicks  &om  their  hoots. 

They  are  battered  and  bruised,  yet  they  never  give  in. 
Ana  at  last  by  good  luck  they  may  manage  to  win. 
Then,  their  heads  beaten  in  tul  through  scorning  to  shirk, 
Scan^  and  seamed  they  return  without  fuss  to  their  work. 

0  pair  of  good-plucked  'uns,  ye  heroes  in  blue. 
As  modest  as  brave,  let  us  give  you  your  due. 
Though  we  cannot  do  much,  we '11  do  all  that  we  can. 
Since  our  hearts  throb  with  pride  at  the  sight  of  a  Man. 

Mr.  Smseth  you  're  a  man,  Mr.  Tappik's  another ; 
Mr.  Punch—jptoj  permit  him— henceforth  is  your  brother. 
We  are  proudTof  you  both,  and  we  'U  all  of  us  cheer 
iiiese  Peelers  from  Greenwich  who  never  knew  fear. 


MORE  BONES  TO  PICK  WITH  THE  SCHOOL  BOARD. 

Wb  see  there  has  been  some  churlish  cavilling  in  some  quarters 
because  the  School  Management  Committee  of  the  London  School 
Board  passed  a  requisition  in  November  last,  sanctioning  the  purchase 
of  an  articulated  skeleton  for  the  Belleville  Road  School,  at  the  very 
reasonable  sum  of  £8  IQs.  Why  make  any  bones  about  the  matter  r 
What  more  ornamental  and  indeed  indispensable  article  of  school- 
furniture  than  a  human  skeleton  nearly  six  foot  high  ?  Still,  should 
the  past  system  of  expenditure  be  continued  in  the  future,  Mr.  Punch 
would  suggest  that  excellent  and  infinitely  cheaper  substitutes  for 
skeletons  will  be  found  in  the  persons  of  the  rate-payers  themselves. 

Cupid's  Tennis-Courts.— Under  the  heading  **  Tennis  in  the 
Riviera,"  the  Daily  Telegraph  recentiy  gave  us  some  importont 
news,  which  should  largely  influence  the  Matrimonial  Market.  The 
names  of  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  both  **  singles  "  (a  not  stricUy  gram- 
matical plural,  by  the  way,  but  what's  grammar  in  a  game  of 
Thirty  to  Love?)  were  given.  There  was,  nowever,  no  mention  of 
*'  ties  "  or  of  matches  to  come. 

A  C0KBE8P0in)BNT  SlONnTG  HdCSELF  "MiNCmO  LA2JE"  WEITB8, 

— **  Sir,— The  Saturday  Review  complained  of  Mr.  Tree's  gait  as 
Hamlety  *  which,'  said  the  Critic,  *  reminds  one  too  much  of  Agag.' 
Most  cutting  comparison  for  an  actor  sticking  rigidly  to  the 
Shakspearian  text  I  If  there  were  interpolations  m  the  text  of  Mr. 
Beebbohm  Tiube's  own  introduction,  then  indeed  he  might  remind 
them  of  A-gag :  that  is,  if  he  were  continually  a-gagging.— M.  L." 

New  Book.— Soon  may  be  expected,  A  Guid§{t^%}^^^Unknown 
Tongsy  by  the  Author  of  A  Handbook  to  Poker.  C 
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FICTION — PRESENT  STYLE. 


Gertrude,  "You  never  do  aktthino  now,  Maroajiet,  but  go  to  all  sorts  of  Churohbs,  and  read  those  old  Books  of 
Theology.    You  neyer  used  to  be  like  that."       Margaret  "How  can  I  help  it,  GertyI— I  *m  writing  a  Popular  Novel  I" 


TAKE  CARE ! 

A  Song  of  Ck)NVALEscENCS  after  Influenza. 

By  an  Impatient  Patient, 

Am-'' Beware  J" 

*  *  1  FEEL  as  well  as  well  can  be !  "— 

Take  care/ 
La  Grippe's] deceptive  dontoher  see, 
'  Beware !    Beware  I 
Trust  it  not, 
'Twill  be  fooling  thee; 

It 's  just  three  weeks  since  I  was.**  down !  '*— 

Take  care  I 
'*  I  'm  wanted  very  much  in  town." 

Beware  I    Beware  I 

Rnnnorisk^ 
-  'Tis  humbugging  thee ! 

"  J  feel  all  right,-as  well  as  you  I  *'- 

Take  care! 
What  feeling  tells  you  is  not  true ! 

Beware !    Beware  I 

Pneumonia  waits 
To  be  nipping.thee ! 

**  You  Doctors  are  such  funny  chaps  I  "— 

Take  care/ 
We  know  the  dangers  of  Relapse. 

Beware  I    Beware  I 

Flout  me  not, 
7'm  not  fooling  thee  I 


**  Too  long  you  pillow  us  and  pill  us !  "— 

Take  care  / 
You  don't  half  know  that  blarmed  bacillus. 

Beware !    Beware ! 

Brave  it  not. 
Twill  be  flooring  thee  I 

'*The  fever's  gone,  the  aches  seem  van- 
Takecare/  [ished."— 

They  come  back  when   you  think   *em 
banished. 

Beware !    Beware  1 
Trust  'em  not. 
They'll  be  dodging  thee  I 

**  Oh,  come,  I  say,  look  here,  you  know !  "— 

Take  care/ 
Your  pulse  is  yet  two  beats  too  slow. 

Beware  I    Beware ! 

Trifle  not, 
Sense  is  schooling  thee ! 

**  Three  weeks  have  I  been  on  my  back  I  "— 

Take  care  / 
You  don't  want  to  renew  the  rack. 

Beware !    Beware ! 

East  winds  are  out. 
They'll  be  cooling  thee ! 

**  It  is  a  beast  of  a  complaint  I " — 

Take  care  / 
Don't  storm !    Your  pulse  is  fluttering,  faint. 

Beware  T    Beware ! 

Worry  not, 
Think  ox  syncope  / 


"TushI     Taking   Care's    the   awfullest 
worry!"— 
Take  care  / 
For  '*  Complications  "  punish  hurry. 
Beware  I    Beware ! 
Resist  him  not. 
Who'd  be  ruling  thee! 

Keep  warm  indoors,  take  lots  of  rest. 

Take  care/ 
That  of  all  counsels  is  the  best. 
Beware!    Beware! 
Outf    Cert'nlyno^.' 
For  two  week*— or  three  / 
\Jieft  fuming, 

•*0n  the  Sly."— The  name  of  Mr.  J.  E. 
Sly  was  mentioned  in  the  World  last  week 
as  a  candidate  for  the  office  of  High  Bailiff 
of  the  City  of  London  Court.  Quite  a 
Shakspearian  name  is  Sly,  '*Look  in  the 
Chromdes,"  quoth  Christopher  of  that  ilk. 
**We  came  in  with  Richabd  Conqueror.'' 
We  drink  success  to  him  in  *'  a  pot  of  the 
smallest  ale"  and  **Let  the  World  slip,"— 
whether  it  did  slip  or  not,  the  event  will 
prove, — **  We  shall  ne'er  be  younger." 

'*  Charles,  His  Friends."— The  Gentle- 
men who  sought  to  adorn  King  Charlu's 
statue  with  wreaths  on  the  dOth  January,  are 
not  to  be  beheaded.  like  the  White  Koee 
League,  their  Jacobark  is  worse  than  their 
Jacobite.    ,gj^j^ed  by  VjUU^  Lt 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  H.P. 


ov^E  of  OunmonSt  Tu^i^d'i^,  Fehm- 
ury  y^^Houso  met  to-d«3'  fnr  what, 

the  RiQB   OF   QlEKN    A>'NE'?i  GaTE 

tells  mp,  iTiU9t  nee<l»  be  list  Session 
i>i  present  Fiirhjiment.  Appropri- 
ately funereal  air  t^ver  srtnr'^  and 
pTocfH^'ding-s*  irsudly  M  lumbers 
v^til^n  to  work  in  hijjhei^t  spirits. 
11-  ni^^mber^  in  years  irotie  bj%  Wore 
the  hhght  of  ne^h  ot  iu  hiph  plftoes 
fell  \%\yon  hira*  how  dear  old  Peteb 
Kn.wPB  <?njoyed  himsf^lf  on  these 
tw^pnMoTiN,  What  \ox\^  strides  he 
used  to  take,  hiHtlitiR-  tonnd  fro! 
What  thunderou.H  siapti  yyi  friendly 
welcome  he  bestowed  on  shrinkmg 
shoulders !  What  digs  of  deep  and  subtle  humour  he  dealt  to  unresponsive 
ribs! 

If  Pbteb  were  with  us  to-day,  it  is  probable  that  even  his  effervescence  of 
natural  spirits  would  droop  under  prevalent  gloom.  The  familiar  place  is  a 
House  of  Mourning.  Members  treaa  softlr,  lest  they  should  disturb  the  sick  or 
wake  the  dead.  Everyone  has  had  the  influenza,  fears  he  is  going  to  catch  it, 
or  mourns  someone  whom  it  haa  snatched  away. 

When  Speaicer  took  Chair  and  business  oommenced,  a  glance  round  crowded 
bendies  brought  back  memorv  of  much  that  has  ha^ypened  in  the  Eecess. 

**  'Tis  not  alone  this  inky  cloak,  good  Tobt,  worn  in  sign  of  public  mourning,*' 
said  WiLFBZD  Lawsok,  strangely  subdued;  **the  House  of  Commons  has  had 
its  losses.** 

**  Yes,*'  I  say,  looking  across  at  the  Treasury  Bench,  where  in  the  last  weeks 
of  July  we  were  wont  to  see  the  kindly  anxious  face  of  Old  Moralitt,  never 
more  to  cheer  us  with  his  little  aphorisms,  and  incite  to  following  his  pathwav 
of  duty  to  his  QrT:EN  and  country^  In  his  place,  alert,  youthful,  strong,  with 
ready  smile  breaking  the  unfamiliar  gravity  of  face  and  manner,  sits  the 
new  Leader,  still  blushing  under  effect  of  ringing  cheer  that  welcomed  him  to 
his  high  position. 

Lower  down,  filled  up  by  another,  is  the  place  whence  used  frequently  to 
arise  a  tall,  almost  gaunt,  figure,  which,  with  voice  and  manner  indicating  dose 
associations  with  the  Church  pulpit,  read  from  manuscript  neatly-constructed 
answers  designed  to  crush  Hennikeb-Heatok.  A  kindly  man  and  an  able  was 
Raises,  who  did  not  obtain  full  recognition  for  his  administration  of  the  office 
to  which  he  was  called. 

On  the  other  side  of  [the  (House  a  great  ^ap  is  made  hj  the  withdrawal  of 
Pabitell  frpm  the  scene.  A.  second,  of  quite  other  association,  yawns  where 
genial  Dick  Poweb  used  to  sit,  and  wonder  what  on  earth  he  did  in  this  galley, 
when  he  might  have  been  riding  to  hounds  in  County  Waterf ord.    HABToroTON 

Sone,  too,  an  unspeakable  loss  to  gentlemen  on  the  benches  immediately  behind, 
[any  are  the  weary  hours  they  nave  wiled  away  wondering  whether,  at  the 
next  backward  jerk  of  the  head  of  the  deeping  statesman,  his  hat  would 
tumble  off,  or  whether  catastrophe  would  be  further  postponed.  In  Habtikg- 
TOX*s  place  site  Chakbeblain,  much  too  wide  awake  to  afford  opportunity  for 
speculation  on  that  or  cognate  circumstance. 

In  his  old  comer-seat,  in  friendly  contiguity,  with  his  revered  friend  on 
the  Treasury  Bench,  GBAja>0LPH  lounges  contemplative.  Met  him  earlier  in 
afternoon,  rassed  us  in  corridor  as  I  was  talking  to  the  Mabkiss,  who  was 
anxious  to  know  how  the  dinner  went  off  last  night,  at  which  nephew  Abthttb 
appeared  in  character  of  the  New  Host  at  Downing  Street.  The  Mabkiss  looked 
narrowly  at  GRA]n)OLPH  as  he  passed  with  heaa  hung  down,  tugging  at  his 
moustacne. 

**Tou  remember  Tobt,  what  Heine  said  of  Db  MussetP    'A  young 


man  with^a  great  future  —  behind  him.'  There  he 
goes," 

"  Don't  you  believe  it,  my  Lord,"  I  said,  with  the 
frankness  tnat  endears  me  to  the  aristocracy.  **  Tou  *11 
make  a  grave  mistake  if  you  act  upon  that  view  of 
Gbakdolph's  position." 

''Ah,  well,^said  the  Mabeiss,  a  Uttle  hastily;!'* I 
must  go  and  see  Stbatheden  akd  Campbell  about  this 
Portugal  business." 

As  ne  strode  off  I  thought  how  precise  and  graphic 
remains  Lord  Ltttok's  description  of  him,  written  belore 
he  came  to  the  Premiership : — 

"  The  large  Blooching  shoulder,  as  oppressed 
By  the  prone  head,  hAbitiially  stoops 
Above  a  world  his  contemplative  gaze 
Peruies,  finding  little  there  to  praisp. " 

Sorry  I  vexed  him. 

Some  disappointment  at  Gbaitdolph's  appearance. 
Hoped  he  might  do  honour  to  occasion  by  presenting 
hiinself  in  the  attire  clad  in  which  he  of  late  roamed 
through  Mashonaland.  It  would  have  been  much  more 
picturesque  than  either  of  the  uniforms  in  which  mover 
and  seconder  of  Address  are  obviously  and  uncomfort- 
ably sewn  up  preparatory  to  reciting  the  bald  oommon- 
place  of  their  studiously  conned  lesson. 

"He  might  at  least,"  said  Chapuk,  who,'a0  Minister 
for  Agriculture,  takes  an  interest  in  specimens  of  animal 
produce, "  have  brought  wi^h  him  the  skin  of  one  of  those 
nine  lions  he  shot  from  the  oak  in  which  Chables  the 
FiBST  took  refuge." 

Gbaitdolph  affects  not  to  hear  this  whispered  remark. 
It  was  addressed  to  Nicholas  Wood,  who,  leaning  over 
back  of  Treasury  Bench,  laboriously  explains  that 
Chaplut  is  a  little  mixed;  that  the  oak-tree  to  which  he 

alludes  was  grown 


on  English  ground 
— wasn't  it  in  Wor- 


cestershire P  —  and 
therefore  could  not 
afford  a  safe  place 
of  retreat  whence 
lions  might  be 
potted  in  Central 
Africa. 

"There  is,"  said 
Nicholas,  empha- 
tically, "  no  gun 
made  that  would 
carry  so  far." 

"Pish  I"  said 
Chaplin,  somewhat 
inconsequentially. 

Gbaedolph  looks 

across     at      Front 

Opposition    Bench, 

and  wonders    how 

Mr.  G.  is  enjojring 

himself      in      the 

Sunny     South. 

' '  Younger  than  any 

of     'em,"     Gbak- 

liw  J        ij  «    M     dolph      admits. 

No  gun  made  would  carry  so  far."      .4  qj^  ^^^t  with  a 

general  sweeping  away  of  the  Leaders  in  their  places 
last  Session,  only  he  should  be  left.  Expect  he  '11  see  us 
all  out." 

"Order!  order!" 

'Tis  the  voice  of  the  Speaseb.  I  thought  he  'd  com- 
plain. 

"Notices  of  Motion!"  he  calls,  in  sonorous  voice. 
Then  the  dreary  business  begins,  Milxaf  having  all  the 
fun  to  himself  as  he  pulls  a  lucky  number  out  of  the 
Ballot  Box,  and  Members  rise  in  long  succession,  giving 
notice  of  interminable  Bills  and  Motions,  just  as  they 
did  at  the  beginning  of  last  Session,  when  Habtdtotoit 
slept  on  the  Front  Opposition  Bench,  when  Old  Mobalitt 
fidgetted  uneasily  in  the  seat  ot  Leader,  and  when 
PABinsLL  stood  with  his  back  to  the  wall  in  Committee 
Boom  No.  15. 


Tbttlt  and  Reellt.— Why  didn't  they  at  onoe  elect 
CoTTOir,  Alderman,  Poet,  and  Haberdasher,  for  the  office 
of  City  Chamberlain,  witnout  waiting  for  a  diow  of  hands 
and  the  rest  of  it  P  Of  course  Cotion ougMtp  have.he^ 
elected  right  off  the  reeLigitized  by  VnOiJVlC 


VOnoI.— B^teted 

^  10  MM  b«  rttUBtd^iot 
nrewilllMBO 


or  OntribatlOBi,  wh«th«r  Ml., 


IfiMM,  SrAwiagi,  M  flatifM  «f  nf 
'  iRTtkM  OofWt  ar 


TitUinla 
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JIM'S   JOTTINGS. 

No.  n.— RATS'-RENTS,  THE  RENTERS  AND  THE  RENTED. 

[In  which  Ginob&  Jimmy  nyes  his  yiewB  of  Lazarus,  Dires,  Dirt,  Mother 
Church,  Slum-Freeholders  and  "  Freedom  of  Contract."] 

'*  The  Golgotha  of  Slumlandl  "    That 's  a  phrase  as  I  am  told 
Is  made  use  of  by  a  party,— wich  that  party  must  be  bold, — 
In  the  name  of  Mister  Lazarus,  a  good  Saint  Pan- 

crage  gent, 
Wot  has  writ  a  book  on  Slnmland,  and  its  Land- 
lords, and  its  Rent.* 

He 's  a  Member  of  the  *'  Westry  'Ealth  Committee," 

so  it  seems, 
And  the  storv  wot  he  teUs  irill  sound,  to  somey 

lUce  'orria  dreams. 
But,  lor  bless  yerl  toe  knows  better,  and  if  sech 

'cute  coves  as  'im 
Want  to  ferret  bout  the  facksy  they  might  apply 

to  GmoER  Jim. 
There's  the  mischief  in  these  matters;   them  as 

knows  won't  always  tell. 
Wy,  if  you  want  to  spot  a  **  screw,"  or  track  up  a 

bad  smell, 
Tou  've  ^t  to  be  a  f oxer,  for  whilst  slums  makes 

topx>ing  rent. 
There  will  always  be  lots  'anging  round  to  put  yer 

off  the  scent ! 
I  can  teU  yer  arf  the  right  'uns  even  ain't  quite 

in  Uie  Know, 
And  there 's  lots  o*  little  fakes  to  make  'em  boggle, 

or  go  slow. 
Werry  plorserble  their  statements,  and  they  puts 

'em  nice  and  plain. 
And  a  crockidile  can  drop  'em  when  'e  once  turns 

on  the  main. 

All  the  tenants'  faults;  they  likes  it,  dirt,  and 

scrowging,  and  damp  walls ! 
They  ffit  iieed  to  'orrid  odours !    0  the  Landlord's 

tear-drop  falls 
Werry  often,  when  collecting  of  his  rents,  to  see  the  'oles 
Where  the  x>arties  as  must  pay  'em  up  prefers  to  stick,  pore  souls ! 

No  compulsion,  not  a  mossel  I    Aii,  my  noble  lords  and  gents 
Who  are  up  in  arms  for  Libbaty— that  is,  of  paying  rents— 
You've  rum  notions  of  Compulsion.    Nockt  Sprio^ins  sez,  sez  'e, 
While  you've  got  a  chice  of  starving,  or  the  workus,  ain't  yer 
free/ 

Free?     0  yus,  we're   free    all  round    like;  there  ain't  ne'er  a 

bloomin'  slave, 
White  or  black,  but  wot  is  free  enough— to  pop  into  'is  grave ; 
Though  if  they  ketch  yer  trying  even  that  game,  and  yer/a«/, 
Yer  next  skool  for  teaching  freedom  ain't  the  workus,  but  the  jail ! 

'Andcuffs  ain't  the  sole  *'  Compulsion,"  nor  yet  laws  .ain't,  nor  yet 

whips; 
There  is  sech  things  as  'unger,  and  yer  starving  kids'  white  lips. 
And  bizness  ties,  a  hempty  purse,  bad  'ealth,  and  ne'er  a  crust ; 
Swells  may  swear  these  ain't  Compulsion,  but  toe  know  as  they 

means  mtist. 

Ah  I  wot  precious  rum  things  words  is,  'ow  they  seems  to  fog  the 

wise! 
If  they  'd  only  come  and  look  at  things^  that  is  with  their  hownheyes, 
And  not  filantropic  barnacles  or  goldian  giglamps — ^lor ! 
Wot  a  lob  of  graos  and  gushers  might  shut  up  tneir  blessed  jor ! 

The  nobs  who  're  down  on  workmen,  'cos  on  '*  knobsticks"  they  will 

frown. 
Has  a  'arty  love  for  Libbaty— when  keepin'  wages  down. 
Contrack  's  a  sacred  'oly  thing,  freedom  camt  'ave  that  broke,  [joke. 
But  Free  Contrack  wot  *s  forced  on  yer— wy,  o'course,  that  sounds  a 

If  they  knowed  us  and  our  sort,  gents,  they  would  know  Free  Con- 
track 's  fudge. 
When  one  side  aiirt  got  a  copper,  'as  been  six  weeks  on  the  trudge, 
Or  'as  built  his  little  bizness  up  in  one  pertikler  spot. 
And  if  the  rent 's  raised  on  'im  must  turn  bout,  and  starve  or  rot ! 

Coarse  words,  my  lords  and  ladies !    Well,  yer  may  as  well  be  dumb, 

wot  concerns  bus  in  the  Slum. 
,  and  I  cannot  'elp  but.think 
spiled  our  case  by  piling  on  the  pink. 

Foxes  'ave  'oles,  the  Book  sez ;  well,  no  doubt  they  feels  content. 
For  they  finds,  or  makes,  their  'ouses,  and  don't  'ave  to  pay  no  rent ; 

*  Landlordism^  by  HxiotT  Lazarvs. 


j  But  our  'oles— well,  someone  builds  'em  for  us,  such,  in  course, 

I  is  kind, 

I  But  it  ain't  a  bad  investment,  as  them  Landlords  seems  to  find. 

I  The  Marquiges  and  Mother  Church  pick  lots  of  little  plums. 
And  the  wust  on  'em  don't  seem  to  be  their  proputty  in  slums. 
Oh,  I  'd  like  to  take  a  Bishop  on  the  trot  around  our  court. 
And  then  arsk  'ow  the  Church  spends  the  coin  collected  from  our  sort 

Wot 's  the  use  of  pictering  'orrors  ?    Let  'im  put  'is 

'oly  nose 
To  the  pain  of  close  hinspection ;  let  his  wenerable 

toes 
Pick  a  pathway  through  our  gutter,  let  his  gaiters 

dimb  our  stairs ; 
And  when  'e  kneels  that  evening,  I  should  like  to 

'ear  'is  prayers  I 

I  'm  afraid  that  in  Rats'  Rents  he  mightn't  find  a 

place  to  kneel 
Without  soiling  of  his  small  clothes.    Yus,  to  live 

in  dirt,  I  feel 
Is  a  'orrid  degradation ;  but  one  thing  I  'd  like  to 

know, 
Is  it  wus  than  living  on  it  ?    Let  'im  answer ;  it 's 

his  go. 

**  AU  a  blowing"  ain't  much  patemised,  not  down 

our  Court,  it  ain't. 
Wich  we  aren't  as  sweet  as  iersons,  not  yet  as  fresh 

as  i>aint ! 
For  yer  don't  get  spicy  breezes  in  a  den  all  dirt 

and  diisk. 
From  a  *apenny  bunch  o'  wallflower,  or  a  penny 

plamt  o'  musk. 

Wot  do  you  think  ?  Bless  yer  'earts,  gents,  I  wos 
down  some  months  ago 

With  a  bout  o'  the  rheumatics,  and  'ad  got  so 
precious  low 

I  wos  sent  by  some  good  ladies,  wot  acrost  me 
chanced  to  come — 

Bless  their  kindness !— to  a  'ewin  called  a  Conva- 
lescent 'Ome. 

Phew  I  Wen  I  come  back  to  Rats'  Rents,  'ow  I  sickened  of  its  smells, 
Arter  all  them  trees  and  'ayfields,  and  them  laylocks  and  blue-bells. 
And  sometimes  I  think— pertikler  when  I  'm  nabbed  by  them  old 

pains — 
Wot  a  proi)er  world  it  might  be  if  it  weren't  for  dirt  and  drains. 

Who 's  to  blame  for  Dirt  ?  Yer  washups,  praps  it  ain't  for  me  to  say, 
But— I  don't  think  there  'd  be  much  of  it  if  'twasn't  made  to  pay  ! 
Who  does  it  pay  ?    The  Renters  or  the  Rented  ?    I  've  no  doubt 
When  you  spot  who  cops  the  Slum-swag— wy,  yer  won't  be  so  fur  out  I 


v/Z'V^^ 


WRIGHT  AND  WRONG. 


**  We  are  getting  on  by  leaps  and  bounds,"  remarked  Mr.  Wildet 
Wright,  during  a  recent  case.  Whereat  there  was  *' laughter." 
But  Mr.  Horace 'Browke,  for  Plaintiff,  "objected  to  remarks  of 
this  kind."  Then  Mr.  Justice  Collins  begged  Mr.  W.  Weight 
**  not  to  make  suchpioturesque  interjections."  Later  on,  Mr.  Horace 
Browne  said  to  a  Witness  (whose  name,  **  Burbage,"  ought  to  have 
elicited  from  Judge  or  Counsel  some  apposite  Shakspearian  allusion 
—but  it  didn't).  **  Then  you  had  him  on  toast."  This  also  was 
received  with  "  laughter."  But  Mr.  Wildet  Wright  did  not  object 
to  this.  No !  he  let  it  pass  without  interruption,  implying  by  his 
eloquent  silence  that  such  a  remark  was  neither  a  **  picturesque 
interjection,"  nor  sufficiently  humorous  for  him  to  take  objection  to 
it.    The  other  day,  in  a  County  Court,  a  Barrister  refused  to  go  on 

with  a  case  until  the  Judge  nad  done  smiling!    But **Thi8 

is  another  story."     


Good  Orace-ious! 

Two  out  of  three,  my  Grace  !    That  sounds  a  drubber. 

No  chance  for  England  now  to  **  win  the  rubber." 

We  deemed  you  romping  in,  that  second  Cable ; 

But  your  team  didn't.   Tact  is,  'twasn't  Abel 

(Though  Abel  in  himself  was  quite  a  team). 

Well,  well,  your  Sheffield  blades  met  quite  the  cream 

Of  Comirtalk  Cricketers.    Cheer  up,  cut  in! 

And  when  March  comes,  make  that  Third  Match  a  Win ! 

We  're  sure  that  while  you  hold  the  Captain's  place. 

Your  men  will  win  or  lose  with  a  good  Grace  I 

Suggested  Title  for  ak  Account  of  a  CtoRGio^  Ballet  of 
Ugly  Girls.— The  Story  of  the  Glittering  Plain. 
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"STRAY  SHEEP." 

[As  illustraUd  by  Mr,  Chamberlain  in  his  Speech  in  the  House  on  Thursday ^  February  11.) 


'*  Those  Shbkp  who  nsysr  heabd  thbib  Shepherd's  voice  ; 
Who  did  not  know,  yet  would  not  learn  their  way  ; 
Who  strayed  themselves,  yet  grieved  that  I  should  stra' 


Di^Jtized  by 


Google 
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PERFECTLY   PLAIN. 

Voung  Wife,  "Oh,  Tm  so  happy!     How  is  it  you'vb  kxysr  Mabried,  Miss  Pbtmmb?" 

Miss  Prymme,  **Mt  dbar,  I  nkyer  hays  acceptsd— and  nkyxr  would  aoobpt— any  Offer  of  Marriage  1" 

[And  then  her  Questioner  began  softly  playing  the  old  Air,  **  Nobody  axed  you" 


THE  TWO  SHEPHERDS. 

[Mr.  John  Morlbt  was,  on  Feb.  6,  atNewcastle- 
on-Tyne.  initiated  a  Hon.  Member  of  the  Loyal 
Order  of  Ancient  Shepherds,  and  afterwards,  in  a 
speech  in  the  People^s  Pakoe,  sharply  criticised 
Mr.  Chambbrlaim*8  plan  for  Old  A^  Pensions, 
expressing  his  preference  for  *'  more  modest  opera- 
tions "  in  the  direction  of  relaxing  and  enlarging 
the  provisions  of  the  Poor  Law.] 

To  the  Tune  ofBums's  "  The  Twa  fferdej* 

0,  all  ye  poor  and  aged  flocks, 
Dealt  witn  in  fashion  orthodox 
By  Bumble  bodies  hard  as  rooks, 

And  stem  as  tykes ; 
And  treated  like  mere  waifs  and  crocks. 

Or  herded  Smikes  I 

Two  brother  Shepherds,  as  men  thought, 
HaTB  somehow  fallen  out  and  fought, 
Though  each  your  welfare  swore  he  sought ; 

Flock-herding  eWes, 
What  can  this  bickerinjg  haYO  brought 

Between  themselYes  ? 

0.  earnest  Jom^  and  jocund  Joe, 
How  could  two  Shepherds  shindy  so. 
Old  light  and  New  Light,  con.  and  pro  f 

Now  dash  mY  buttons  I 
A  squabblingpastor  is  a  toe 

To  all  poor  muttons. 

0  Sirs,  whoe'er  would  have  expected 
That  crook  and  pipe  you  'd  have  neglected, 
By  foolish  love  of  tight  infected 

Concerning  food  ? 
As  though  the  sheep  would  have  rejected 

Aught  that  is  good  I 


What  herd  like  Joseph  could  prevail  ? 
His  voice  was  heard  o*er  hill  and  dale ; 
He  knew  each  sheep  from  head  to  tail 

In  vale  or  height, 
And  told  whether  'twas  sick  or  hale 

At  the  first  sight. 

But  Joe  had  a  new-fangled  plan 
For  feeding  ancient  sheep.    The  man 
Posed  as  a  true  Arcadian, 

With  a  grreat  gift 
For  zeal  humanitarian, 

Combined  with  thrift. 

But    John   replied,  **  Pooh-pooh !    Your 

scheme 
Is  but  an  optimistic  dream. 
Whose  *  shadowy  incentives '  seem 

The  merest  spooks. 
Better  the  ancient  plans,  I  deem, 
Food,  folds,  and  crooks. 

**  Tou  do  not  grapple  with  the  case 
Of  poorest  sheep,  a  numerous  race. 
As  to  the  black  ones,  with  what  face 

Claim  care  for  such  ? 
'Tis'.hungry  old  sheep  of  good  race 

My  feelings  touch. 

•*  Your  scheme  will  cost  no  end — and  fail. 
No  sheep  who  ever  twitched  a  tail 
So  foolish  is— I  would  not  rail!— 

As  such  a  *  herd.' 
I  'd.'.  modest  operations '  hail. 

But  yours  ?— absurd ! 

•*  Better  reform,  relax,  extend 
The  old  provisions.    I  commend 


Plenty  of  food,  and  care  no  end, 
For  all  poor  sheep ; 

But  flocks  would  not  get  poor,  my  friend. 
Had  they  good  keep  J  " 

Fancy  how  Joe  would  cock  a  nose 
At  **  Cockney  John,"  as  certain  foes 
Called  Joseph's  rival.    Words  like  those 

Part  Shepherd  swains. 
Sad  when  crook-wielders  meet  as  foes 

On  pastoral  plains  I 

Such  two !  0,  do  I  live  to  see 
Such  famous  pastors  disagree. 
Calling  each  other—woe  is  me ! — 

Bad  names  by  turns  P 
Shall  we  not  iay  in  diction  free 

With  Bobbie  Burns  ? 

**;0 1  a'  ye  flocks,  owre  a'  the  hills 
By  mosses,  meadows,  moors  and  fells. 
Come  join  your  oounsels  and  vour  skills 

To  cowe  the  lairds. 
And  get  the  brutes  the  power  tnemsels 

To  choose  their  herds  !  " 


''And  a  Good  Judge,  too!" 

Theee  is  a  good  Justice  named  Gbanthait, 
Who  teUs  lawyers  trutiis  that  should  haunt 

There  are  seeds  of  reform  ['em. 

In  his  speech,  wise  as  warm, 
And  long  may  he  flourish— to  plant  'em ! 

Stbange  but  Tbue.— When  does  a  Hus- 
band find  his  Wife  out  ?  When  he  finds  her 
at  home  and  she  doesn't  expect  him. 
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THE   TRAVELLING   COMPANIONS. 

No.  XXVI. 
Scene— On   the  Lagoom,    QmjCEJXD  and  Podbttbt's  gmdola 


I  can't  stand  beingr 
"  than  "jabbering," 


Podb,  [exasperated).  There  you  go  again ! 
jawed  at,  Culchabd,  and  I  won't  I 

Culch.  I  am  no  more  oonsoious  of  '*  jawing 
and  if  that  is  how  I  am  to  be  spoken  to ! 

Podb»  I  know.  Look  here,  it 's  no  use.  You  must  go  to  Florence 
by  yourself.  I  simply  don't  feel  up  to  it,  and  that 's  the  truth.  I 
shall  just  potter  about  heie,  till— tul  they  go. 

Cwch.  As  you  choose.    I  gave  you  the  opportunity— out  of  kind- 
ness.   If  you  prefer  to  make  yourself  ridiculous  by  hanging  about 
'  mine.    I  daresay  I  shall  enjoy  Florence  at 


Hearing  Venice/  The  aoricot-tinted  diaper  on  the  facade  of  the 
JDueal  Palace  it  ahreadj/  dietinouiehabte,  and  behind  its  battle- 
ments the fearUgrey  summits  of  the  domes  of  St.  Mark*s  shim- 
mer in  the  warm  air,    Culchabi)  and  Podbubt  have  hardly   ^^^     ^    ^^    ^^^^^  ^ 
exchanged  a  sentence  as  yet.      TAe  former  has  just  left  of  here,  it^s  no'conoemof 
lugubrumslu  whtsUtngas  much  as  he  can  rjmember  of  'J  Che   least  as  well  by  myself, 
/orp,"  the  latter  ustiU  humming     The  Dead  March  m  ^am/,"  .         rjy^  ^]^  ^^li  u^  arrive  at  the  Hotel  Dandolo,  where  they  are 
although  m  a  hveUer  manner  than  at  first.  received  on  the  steps  by  the  Porter. 

Culch.  Well,  my  dear  Podbitbt,  out  or  oxx)edition  has  turned  |  Porter.  Goot  afternoon,  Schendlemen.  You  have  a  bleasant  dimes 
out  rather  disastrously !  i  at  Torcello,  yes  ?    Aoh  I  you  haf  pi  your  gondoliers  vif deen  franc  P 

Podb.  (suspending  the  Dead  March,  chokily).  Not  much  mistake  |  Zey  sohvindie  you,  oal  ze  gondoliers  alvays  schvindles  eferypody, 
about  tMt—hnt  there,  it 's  no  good  talking  about  it.  Jolly  that  |  yes  ^  Zero  is  som  ledders  for  you.  I  vetch  zem.  [He  bustles  away. 
brown  and  yellow  sail  looks  on  the  fruit-barge  there.    See  P  ;     Mr.  Bellerby  {suddenly  emergttiafrotn  a  recess  in  the  entrance,  as 

Culch.  {sardonically).  Isn't  it  a  little   late   in   the   day  to   be   Ae  recognises  CvjjcrjliCd).  Why,  bless  me,  there 's  a  face  I  know ! 

Met  at  Lugano,  didn't  weP    To  be  sure— very 


tiy}' 
cultivating  an  eye  for  colour  P    I  was  about  to 
say  that  those  two  girls  have  treated  us  in- 
famously.   I  say  deuberately,  my  dear  Pod- 
bubt, infamously  ! 

Podb.  Now  drop  it,  CvLCHAjan,  do  you  hear  P 
I  won't  hear  a  word  against  either  of  them.  It 
serves  us  jolly  well  nght  for  not  knowing  our 
own  mindEs  better— though  I  no  more  dr^imed 

that  old  Bob  would Oh,  hang  it,  I  can't 

talk  about  it  yet ! 

Cukh.  That's  childishness,  my  dear  fellow; 
you  ought  to  talk  about  it— it  will  do  you  good. 
And  really,  I'm  not  at  all  sure,  after  all,  that 
we  have  not  both  of  us  had  a  fortunate  escape. 
One  is  very  apt  to— er— overrate  the  fascinations 
of  persons  one  meets  abroad.  Now,  neither  of 
those  two  was  quite 

Podb.  {desperately).  Take  care !  I  swear  I  '11 
pitch  vou  out  of  tniB  gondola,  imless  you  stop 
that  jabber! 

Culch.  {ufith  wounded  dignity).  I  am  willing  to 
make  great  allowanoes  for  your  state  of  mind, 
PoDBUET,  but  such  an  expression  as— as>aWer, 
applied  to  my— er— well-meant  attempts  at  con- 
solation, and  just  as  I  was  about  to  propose  an 
arrangement— really,  it 's  too  much  t  The  mo- 
ment we  readi  the  hotel,  I  will  relieve  you  from 
any  further  infliction  from  {bitterly)  what  you 
arepleaaed  to  call xny  "jabber I " 

Podb.  {sulkily).  Very  well—  'm  sure  I  don't 
care!  {To  himself)  Even  old  Culchabd  won't 
have  anything  to  do  with  me  now!  I  must 
have  somebody  to  talk  to— or  I  shall  go  off  my 
head!  {Aloud.)  I  say,  old  chap  /  {No  answer!) 
Look  here — ^it  's  bad  enough  as  it  ifl  without  our 
having  a  row !    Never  mind  anything  I  said. 

Culch.  I  do  mind — I  must.  1  am  not  accus- 
tomed to  hear  myself  called  a — a  Jabberer/ 

Podb.  I  didn^t  call  you  a  jabberer— I  only  said 
you  talked  jabber.  I— I  hardly  know  what  I 
do  say,  when  I  'm  like  this.  And  I  'm  deuced 
sorry  I  spoke — there ! 

Culch.  {relaxing).  Well,  do  you  withdraw 
jabber  ? 

Podb.  Certainly,  old  chap.  I  like  you  to  talk, 
only  not — not  against  Her,  you  know  I  W  hat  were  you  goinff  to  propose  ?  I 

Culch.  Well,  my  idea  was  this.  My  leave  is  practically  unlimited  I 
— at  least,  without  vanity,  I  think  I  may  say  that  my  Chief  suf -  I 
ficiently  appreciates  my  services  not  to  make  a  fuss  about  a  few  i  returning  imme<iiately." 


**  Reads  with  a  gradually  lengtheniug 
countenance." 


pleasant  chat  we  had  too!  So  you  're  at  Venice, 
ehP  I  know  every  stone  of  it  by  heart,  as  I 
needn't  say.  The  first  time  I  was  ever  at 
Venice 

Culch.  {taking  a  btdky  envelope  from  the 
Porter).  Just  so— how  are  you?  Er— will  you 
excuse  me  P 

[He  opens  the  envelope  and  finds  a  blue  official^ 
looking  endosure,  which  he  reads  with  a 
gradually  lengthening  countenance, 

Mr.  B.  {as  Qm/mxXD  thrusts  the  letter  an- 
grily into  his  pocket).  You're  new  to  Venice,  I 
thiiijc  P  Well,  just  let  me  give  you  a  word  of 
advice.  Now  you  are  here — you  make  them 
give  you  some  tunny.  Insist  on  it,  Sir.  Why, 
when  I  was  here  first 

Cidch.  (imnatiently).  1  know.  I  mean,  you 
told  me  that  before.    And  I  have  tasted  tunny. 

Mr.  B.  Ha !  well,  what  did  you  think  of  it  P 
Delicious,  eh  P 

Culch.  {forgetting  all  his  rnanners).  Beastly, 
Sir,  beastly!  ILeaves  the  scaf idolised  Mr.  B. 
abruptly,  and  rushes  off  to  get  a  telegram  form 
at  the  bureau. 

Mr.  Crawley  Strutt  {pouncing  on  Podbuby  iVi 
the  hall,  as  he  finishes  the  perusal  of  his  letter). 
Excuse  me — ^but  surely  I  have  the  honour  of 
addressing  Lord  Gbobge  GukbletonP  You 
may  perhaps  just  recollect,  my  Lord P 

Podb.  {blankly).  Think  you've  made  a  mis- 
take, really. 

Mr.  C.  S.  Is  it  possible !  I  have  come  across 
so  many  people  wmle  I  've  been  away  that— but 
surely  we  have  met  somewhere  f  Why,  of 
course.  Sir  Johk  Jubbee  !  you  must  pardon  me, 
Sir  JoHK 

Podb.  {recognising  him).  My  name 's  PoD- 
BUET— plain  PoDBXTET,  but  you're  quite  right. 
You  have  met  me — and  you've  met  my  boot- 
maker too.  *  *  Lord  Uppeesole,"  eh  P  That 's 
where  the  mistake  came  in ! 

3fr.  C.  S.  {with  hauteur).  I  think  not,  Sir;  I 

have  no  recollection  of  the  circumstance.    I  see 

now  your  face  is  quite  unfamiliar  to  me. 

IHe  moves  away :  Podbuet  gets  a  telegram  form  and  sits  doum 

at  a  table  in  the  haU  opposite  Culchabd. 

Cidch.  {reading  over  his  telegram).  **  Yours  just  received.    Am 


extra  days.  So  I  thought  I  'd  just  run  down  to  Florence  and  Naples, 
and  perhaps  catch  a  P.  &  0.  at  Brindisi.  I  suppose  you  're  not  tied 
to  time  in  any  way  P 

Podb.  (dolefully).  Free  as  a  bird !  If  the  Oovemor  had  wanted  me 
back  in  the  City,  he  'd  have  let  roe  know  it.    Well  P 

Culch.  Well,  if  you  like  to  come  with  me,  I— I  shall  be  very  pleased 
to  have  your  company. 

Podb.  {considering).  1  don't  care  if  I  do — ^it  may  cheer  me  up  a 
bit.  Florence,  eh  P— and  Naples  P  I  shouldn't  mind  alook  at  Florence. 
Or  Rome.    How  about  Rome,  now  P 

Culch.  (to  himself).  Was  I  wise  to  expose  myself  to  this  sort  of 

thing  a^amf  I 'm  almost  sorry  I {Aloud.)  Bly  desLrie]lGW,ii  we 

are  to  travel  together  in  any  sort  of  comfort,  you  must  leave  all 
details  to  me.  And  there 's  one  thing  I  do  insist  on.  In  future  we 
must  keep  to  our  original  resolution— not  to  be  drawn  into  any 
chance  acquaintanceship.  I  don't  want  to  reproach  you.  but  if, 
when  we  were  first  at  Brussels,  you  had  not  allowed  yourself  to  get 
so  intimate  with  the  Tbottees,  all  this  would  never 


Podb.ldo.,  do.).  "  Letter  to  hand.  No  end  sorry.  Start  at  once." 
{Seeing  Culchjled.)    Wiring  to  Florence  for  room,  eh  P 

Culch.  Er— no.  The  fact  is,  I  've  just  heard  from  my  Chief —a— a 
most  intemperate  communication,  insisting  on  my  instant  return  to 
my  duties!  I  shall  have  to  humour  him,  I  suppose,  and  leave 
at  once. 

Podb.  So  shall  I.  No  end  of  a  shirty  letter  from  the  Governor. 
Wants  to  know  how  much  longer  I  expect  him  to  be  tied  to  the 
office.  Old  humbug,  when  he  only  turns  up  twice  a  week  for  a 
couple  of  hours  I 

The  Porter.  Peg  your  hardens,  Schendlemen,  but  if  you  haf  qvide 
done  vid  ze  schtamps  on  your  ledders,  I  gollect  hostage  schtainps, 
yes. 

Culch.  [irritably  flinging  him  the  envelope).  Oh,  confound  it  alL 
take  them.  /  don't  want  them !  {He  looks  at  his  letter  once  more.) 
I  say,  PoDBUEY,  it— it 's  worse  than  I  thought.  This  thing 's  a  week 
old  r  Must  have  been  lying  in  my  rooms  all  this  time— or  else  in 
that  infernal  Italian  post ! 
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Ptidb.  Whew,  old  chap !  I  say,  I  wouldn't  he  yoa  for  Bomething  I 
Won't  you  catch  it  when  vou  do  turn  up  ?  But  look  here— as  things 
are,  we  may  as  well  travel  home  together,  eh  ? 

CSdeh.  {with  a  flicker  of  resentment) .  In  sjftte  of  my  tendency  to 
'•jaw"and**jahher"? 

Podb.  Oh,  never  mind  all  that  now.  We  're  companions  in  mis- 
fortune, you  know,  and  we  'd  better  stick  together,  and  keep  each 
other's  spirits  up.  After  all,  you're  in  a  much  worse  hat  than 
Jam! 

Culch,  If  that*$  the  way  you  propose  to  keep  my  spirits  up! 

But  let  us  keep  together,  by  all  means,  if  you  wish  it, 

and  just  go  and  iind  out  when  the  next  train  starts,  wul  jou  f  (To 
himielf  ae  PoDfiUBT  departe,)  I  must  put  up  with  him  a  little 
longer.  I  suppose.  Ah  me !  Sow  dijfferenUy  1  should  be  feeling 
now,  if  Htpatia  had  only  been  true  to  herself.  But  that 's  all  over, 
and  I  daresay  it's  better  so  .  . ,  I  daresay  I 

[JJtf  ttroUe  into  the  hotel^parden^  ana  begins  to  read  his  ChieJ^s 
missive  once  mbre^  %n  the  hope  of  deciphering  some  faint 
encouragement  between  the  lines, 

FINIS. 


A  TENNYSONIAN  FRAGMENT. 


inn 


So  in  the  village 
the  Poet  dwelt. 
His  honev  -  dew  was 
gone ;  onlv  the  pouch, 
ms  cousin's  work,  her 
empty  labour,  left. 
But  still  he  sniffed  it, 
still  a  fragrance  clung 
And  lingered  all  about 
ike  broidered  flowers. 
Then  came  his  land- 
lord, saying  in  broad 
Scotch, 

'*  Smoke  plug,  mon," 

whom  he   looked  at 

doubtfully. 

came   the   ^^rocer,  saying, 

""  llaa  some  twist 

At  tippnoe,"  whom  he  answered 

with  a  qualm. 
But  when  they  left  him  to  himself 

agnin, 
Twist,  like  a  fiend's  breath  from  a 

di^staIlt  room 
iJiHusinjf   through    the   passage, 

cript;  the  smell 
Deepening  had  power  upon  him, 

and  he  mixt 
}lh  furicies  with  the  billow-lifted 

Of  Biscay,  and  the  rollings  of  a 
ship. 

And  on  that  night  he  made  a  little  son^. 

And  called  his  song  *'  The  Song  of  Twist  and  Plug,** 

And  sang  it :  scarcely  could  he  make  or  sing. 

"  Bank  is  black  plug,  thou(fh  smoked  in  wind  and  rain ; 
And  rank  is  twist,  which  gives  no  end  of  pain ; 
I  know  not  whidi  is  ranker,  no,  not  I. 

'  *  Plug,  art  thou  rank  ?    Then  milder  twist  must  be ; 
Plug,  thou  art  milder :  rank  is  twist  to  me. 

0  Twist,  if  plug  be  milder,  let  me  buy. 

'*  Rank  twist,  that  seems  to  make  me  fade  away, 
Bank  plug,  that  navvies  smoke  in  loveless  clay, 

1  know  not  which  is  ranker,  no,  not  I. 

*'  I  fain  would  purchase  flake,  if  that  could  be ; 
I  ncNeds  must  purchase  plug,  ah  woe  is  me ! 
Plug  and  a  cutty,  a  cutty,  let  me  buy." 


J^ 


CoMPUGATBD  Case.— The  other  day,  an  Italian  Omn-grinder  was 
arrested  for  having  shot  one  Giubxpfb  Pii..  *'He  admitted  the 
ehMTge "  (we  quote  the  Olobe)^  '*  but  said  the  gun  went  off  aooi- 
dentally.''  Wnen  a  Gentleman  * '  admits  the  charge  "  (though  indeed 
it  was  the  other  one  who  did  that),  how  the  gun  went  off  seems  to 
be  a  matter  of  secondary  importance. 

The  Kucs  akd  thk  Thikg.— A  vote  of  thanks  to  Sir  Chaeles 
RuaaKLL,  after  his  address  to  the  liberal  and  Radical  Association, 
was  earned  by  a  Wapping  Migority. 


A    LATTERDAY   VALENTINE. 

(Lea>  Year:  New  Stylk.) 

{Frotn  Miss  Anastasia  Jay,  New  York,  to  Thomas,  Earl  of  Duvlrwnxe, 
Londofi, ) 

But  their  disappearance 


Valentines  plebeian 

Cannot  fix  an  Earl— 
I  'm  as  you  may  see^  an 

Ardent  Yankee  girL 
Nothing    **soft"  you  'U    find 
here. 

No  old-fashioned  lay ; 
Sav  then,  you  '11  be  mine,  dear, 

In  the  modem  way. 

You  (we  haven't  met  as 

Yet  I  must  record) 
Figure  in  Debrett  as 

Out-and-out  a  Lord : 
Ancestors,  a  thousand. 

Dignities,  a  score- 
Hear    my    bashful    vows, 
and 

Think  this  matter  o'er. 

I  don't  in  for  Pa  go : 

Pa  despised  New  York ; 
Porpa  in  Chicago 

Cultivated  pork : 
Ma  was  bom  a  Gbrald ; 

Birth    was     Morma's 
pride — 
As  the  New  York  Herald 

Mentioned  when  she  died. 


Well,  my  pile 's  a  million. 

That 's  a  fact,  you  bet : 
I  'm  in  our  cotillon 

Quite  the  Broadway  Pet : 
I  can  sing  like  Patti  ; 

And  to  win  I  went 
For  the  Cincinnati 

Tennis  Tournament. 

I  've  a  lovely  right  hand ; 

For  my  face  I 've  sat 
By  electric  lightr— and 

Elegant  at  that  I 
I  enclose  the  photo. 

Just  for  you  to  see. 
But  denj  tit  toto 

That  it  flatters  me. 

You,  1  've  read,  are  rather 

**Up    the    Spout"    for 
cash, 
Owing  to  your  father 

Having  been  so  splash : 
/from  debt  could  nee  you. 

And  in  Politics 
Calculate  to  see  you 

Bagging  all  the  tricks. 

Any  Earl  who  marries 

Anastasia  Ja7 
Will  (exoept  in  Paris) 

Get  his  little  way, 
Fear  no  interference ; 

Relatives  remain, — 


Beats  me  to  explain. 

Thomas,  I  adore  thee  !— 
**  Thoilas  "  is  thy  name. 

Isn't  it  ?— the  more  the 
Scandal  and  the  shame ! 

All  I  ask  you,  Tom,  is 
Just  one  loving  line. 


One  type-written  promise 
Publishing  you  mine. 

Matrimonv's  heart  is 

Houselike,  **  half -detached," 
Seldom  save  at  parties 

Or  in  papers  matched — 
Answer  ^*  Ves,"  or  hreak  'U 

This  poor  heart  of  mine. 
Be  my  Pin-deSiecle, 

Be  my  Valentine ! 


QuEBT  BT  A  DsPBXSSED  CONVALESCENT.— "  This  Influenza  is 
nothing  new,  nor  is  the  Microbe.  Wasn't  Micbobius  an  ancient 
classic  writer  P  Didn't  he  treat  this  subject  historically  ?  There 's 
evidently  some  coi^hision  of  ideas  somewhere.    As  Hamlet  says : — 

•  0,  cursed  spite 
That  ever  I  was  bora  to  set  it  right.' 

But  I  beg  pardon,  that  'set  it  right'  shows  that  Hamlet  was  a 
Surgeon,  not  a  Ph]rsician.    Excuse  me.    'To  bed  I    To  bed!'" 

Sad  Thought  in  mt  own  Libraby.— I  am  a  stranger  among 
books.  Resting  on  their  shdves,  they  ail  turn  their  backs  on  me. 
En  revanche,  if  I  And  among  them  a  new  one,  a  perfect  stranger  to 
me,  I  cut  him. 
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TRUE   HOSPITALITY. 

{Sir  Bonamy  Craws  gives  seven  Dinner  Parties  a  wuJe^  and  expects  his  Friends  to  come  and  ^oose  their  ovm  day,  and  inscribe  their  Karnes  and 

the  DaU  on  the  Dinner-Book  in  the  Hall,) 

Fair  Visitor.    "Look,  OiorozI     Wednisday,  thb  17th,  the  Fbtterbts  are  gohino.     That'll  do  capitally!"     (Writes 
down  **  Mr,  and  Mrs,  Topham  Sawyer,  Feb,  llth,")    "And  there  'a  room  tor  one  more.    Let  'b  drive  roitnd  to  Emily's,  and  get 

HER  to  come  and  PTTT  HER  NaME  DOWN  FOR  THE  SAME  DaY  1  " 


ESSENCE  OF  PARLUMENT. 

EXTEACTED  FBOM  THE  DIABY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  Ft^fruary  8. — ^The  oominff  of  Prince 
Arthur  anxiously  looked  for  as  Members  gathered  for  last 
Session  of  a  memorable  Parliament.  Whem  in  August  last,  he, 
with  the  rest  of  us,  went  away,  Old  Moralitt  still  sat  in 
Leader's  place.  He  was.  truly,  just  then  absent  in  the  flesh,  already 
wasting  with  the  dire  disease  that  carried  him  off.  It  was  Jokim 
who  occupied  the  place  of  Leader  ;  Prince  ARTHxm,  content  to  sit 
lower  down.  It  seemed  to  some  that  when  yacancy  occurred  Jokim, 
that  Yoteran  Child  of  Promise,  would  step  in,  and  younger  men  wait 
their  turn.  But  vouth  of  certain  quality  must  come  to  the  front,  as 
Bonaparte  testified  even  before  he  went  to  Italy,  and  as  Pitt 
showed  when  the  Rockingham  Administration  went  to  pieces. 

Prince  Arthur  came  in  shortly  after  four  o'clock.  House  full, 
especially  on  Opposition  Benches;  faint  blush  suffused  ingenuous 
cheek  as  welcoming  cheer  arose.  Seemed  to  know  his  way  to 
Leader's  place,  and  took  it  naturally.  Pretty  to  see  Jokim  drop  in 
on  one  side  of  him  with  Matthews  on  the  other,  buttressing  him 
about  with  financial   reputation   and   legal   erudition.      Tableau 

Suite  undesigned,  but  none  the  less  effective.  Prince  Arthur^  young, 
ot-tempered  and,  though  not  without  parts,  prone  to  commit  errors 
of  judgment.  But  with  Jokim  at  his  left  shoulder,  and  Henry 
Matthews  at  his  right,  humble  citizens  lookinjir  on  from  opposite 
Benches,  felt  a  sweet  content.  On  such  a  basis,  the  Constitution 
miffht  stEuid  any  blast. 

in  absence  of  Mr.  G.,  who  still  dallies  with  the  sunshine  of 
Riviera,  Squire  of  Malwood,  fresh  &om  hunting  in  the  New 
Forest,  more  than  fills  the  place  of  Leader  of  Opposition.  A  favour- 
able opportunity  for  distin^ruishing  himself  marred  by  accidental 
prevalence  of  funereal  associations. 

•*The  Squire,"  said  Plunket— watching  him  as,  with  legs 
reverently  crossed,  and  elbow  sympathisingly  resting  on  box,  care- 


fully su»restive 

intoned  nis  lamentation — ** 


of  life-siied    figure  of  >  tombstone-mourner,    he 
is  not  fitted  for  the  part,  and  conse- 
quently overdoes  it.    VAUegro  is  his  line.    II  Penseroso  does  not 
suit  him." 

Evervone  glad  when,  sermon  over,  and  the  black-edged  folios 
put  ande,  the  Squire  bejgan  business.  Happy  enough  in  his  attack 
on  JoxDC,  always  a  telling  subject  in  present  House  of  Commons. 

'*He  is,"  says  Sage  of  Queen  Anne's  Gate,  drawing  upon  his 
theatrical  experiences,   '*like  the  Policeman  in  the  Pantomime; 
always  safe  for  a  roar  of  laughter  if  you  bonnet  him  or  trip  him  up 
over  the  doorstep." 
For  the  rest,  as  Prince  Arthur  pointed  out  when  he  came  to 
dy.  Squire's  speech  had  very  little  to  do  with  the  Address,  on 
ich  it  was    ostensibly  based.     Couldn't  resist   temptation   of 
enlarging  on  financial  science  for  the  edification  of  the  unhappy 
JoxiM. 
"  Finance,"  observed  Dicky  Temple,  "is  Harcourt's  foible." 
'*Yes,"  said  Jennings,  whom  everyone  is  glad  to  see  back  in 
better  health,  *'  and  funeral  sermons  are  his  forte." 

Through  nearly  hour  and  half  the  Squire  mourned  and  jibed. 
Prince  Arthur  listening  attentively,  all  unconscious  of  the  onades 
hovering  about  the  historic  seat  in  which  he  lounged,  as  nearly  as 
possible,  at  full  length— Old  Morality,  kindly  generous,  pleased  in 
another's  prosperitv ;  Stafford  Northcote,  marvelling  at  the  mad- 
ness of  a  world  he  has  not  been  loth  to  quit ;  Dizzy  tickled  with  the 
whole  situation^  though  perhaps  a  little  shocked  to  see  a  Leader  of 
the  House  resting  apparently  on  his  shoulder-blades  in  the  seat 
where  from  1874  to  1876  there  posed  an  upright  statuesque  figure  with 
folded  arms  and  mask-like  face,  lit  up  now  and  then  by  the  gleam  of 
eyes  that  saw  everything  whilst  thejr  seemed  to  be  looking  no  whither. 
Fam  was  there,  too,  with  slightly  raised  eyebrows  as  they  fell  on  the 
youthful  form  already  installed  in  a  place  he  had  not  reached  till  he 
was  almost  twice  the  age  of  the  newcomer.  Johnky  Russsll, 
scowled  at  the  intruder  under  a  hat  a-size-and-half  too  big  for  his 
legs.    Cakning  looked  on,  and  thought  of  his  brief  tenure  of  the 
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"THE  COMING  OF  ARTHUR." 


Shade  of  Paic.  "  fl'M !   A  LITTLE  YOUNG  FOR  THE  PART, -DON'T  YOU  THINK  ! 


r^ 


^T 


Shade  OF  DizzT.   **  WELL,  YES  I      WE  HAD  TO  WAIT   FOR   IT   A   GOOD   MANY   YEARS! -BUT    I   THINK 
HE  'LL  DO  !  I  " 


Digitized  by 


Google 


FXBBUABT  20,  1892.] 


PUNCH,  OE  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


93 


same  place  whilst  the  oentnry  was  young.    Still  farther  in  the  shade 
Prrrjoined  the  group. 

**  Well  at  least  he  was  even  younger  when  he  oame  to  our  place," 
Pak  whispered  in  Dizzy's  ear,  startling  him  as  he  inadyertently 
touched  his  cheek  with  the  straw  he  still  seems  to  hold  in  his  teeth, 
as  he  did  when  John  Lebch  was  alive. 

Prince  Abthtj&,  facing  the  crowded  Opposition  Benches,  of  course 
saw  nothing  of  this ;  lounged  and  listened  smilingly  as  the  Squire, 
having  shaken  up  JoKnc  and  his  one-pound  notes,  went  off  to  Exeter 
to  pummel  the  Mabkiss. 

iu$ineis  done, — ^Address  moved. 

TF></»««dIay.— Evidently  going  to  he  an  Agricultural  Lahourer's 
Session.  Small  Holdings  mil  put  in  fore- 
front of  Programme.  District  Councils 
hinted  at.  In  this  situation  it  was  stroke 
of  genius,  due  I  helieve  to  the  Mabkiss. 
that  such  happy  selection  was  made  oi 
Mover  of  Address. 

**It'8  trifles  that  make  up  the  mass, 
mj  dear  nephew,"  the  Matuttw  said,  when 
this  matter  was  heing  discussed  in  the 
Recess.  *'  No  detail  is  so  small  that  we  can 
afford  to  omit  it.  It  was  a  happy  thought 
of  yours,  perhaps  a  little  too  subtle  for  some 
intellects,  to  associate  CHAPLnr  with  Small 
Holdings.  In  this  other  matter,  let  me 
have  my  way.  Put  up  Hodge  to  move  the 
Address.  It  will  be  worth  10,000  votes  in 
the  agricultural  districts.  I  suppose  he 
wouldn't  like  to  come  down  in  a  smock 
frock  with  a  whip  in  his  handP  Don't 
know  why  he  shouldn't;  quite  as  reason- 
able as  a  civilian  ^etting^nimself  up  as  a 
Colonel  or  an  Admiral.  With  Hodgb  in  a 
smock  frock  moving  the  Address  we  'd 
sweep  the  country.  But  that  I  must  leave 
to  you*;  only  let  us  have  Hodge." 

So  it  was  arranged.  But  Member  for 
Accrington  wouldn't  stand  the  smock- 
frock.  Insisted  upon  coming  out  in  war-  _ 
IDce  uniform.  ^Trousers  a  Htfle  tight  about  Orator  Hodge  (in  mufti) 
the  knees,  and  jacket  perhaps  a  trine  too  °  ^  ^ 
tasselly.    But  made  verv  good  speech  in  the  circumstances. 

Bu8me$9  done, — Bills  Drought  in  by  the  half  hundred. 

Thursday  A^t^A/.— Things  been  rather  dull  hitherto.    House  as  it 


were  lying  under  a  pall,  ''Every  man,"  as  O'Havlon  says,  ''not 
knowing  what  moment  may  be  his  next."  Still  on  Debate  on 
Address.  When  resumed  to-night,  Chakberlaiv  stepped  into 
ring  and  took  off  his  coat.  When  Members  saw  the  faithral  Jesse 
brinjgr  in  sponge  and  vine^-bottle,  knew  there  would  be  some  sport. 
Anticipation  not  disappointed.  Joe  in  flue  fighting  form.  Went  for 
the  Squire  of  Malwood  round  after  round ;  occasionally  turned  to 
aim  a  "wonner"  at  his  "Bight  Hon.  Friend"  John  Morlet. 
Conservatives  delighted ;  had  always  thought  just  what  Joe  was  say- 
ing, but  hadn't  managed  to  put  their  ideas  into  such  easily  fleeting, 
barbed  sentences.  Only  once  was  there  any  shade  on  the  faces  oi 
the  countrv  gentlemen  opposite.  That  spread  when  Joe  proposed  to 
quote  the  "  lines  of  Chttrchill." 

"No.  no,"  said  Lord  Henry  Bruce  in  audible  whisper,  "he'd 
better  leave  Grandolph  alone.  Never*  knew  he  wrote  poetrjr.  If 
he  did,  there 's  lots  of  others.  Why,  when  we  're  going  on  so  nicely, 
why  drag  in  Churchill  ?  " 

Depression  only  momentary.  Conservative  cheers  rose  again  and 
again  as  Joe,  turning  a  mocking  face,  and  shaking  a  minatory  fore- 
finger at  the  passive  monumental  figure  of  the  guileless  Squire  of 
Malwood,  did,  as  John  Morlet,  with  rare  outburst  of  anger,  pre- 
sently said,  from  his  place  in  the  centre  of  the  liberal  Camp, 
"  denounce  and  assail  Liberal  principles.  Liberal  measures,  and  his 
old  Liberal  colleagues." 

After  this  it  was  nothing  that,  some  hours  later,  0*Hanlon,  rising 
from  a  Back  Bench,  and  speakinf  on  another  turn  of  the  Debate, 
should  observe,  in  loud  voice,  with  eye  fixed  in  fine  frenzy  on  the 
nape  of  the  Squire's  neck,  as  he  sat  on  the  Front  Bench  with  folded 
arms,  "I  do  not  believe  in  the  Opposition  Leaders,  who  have  split 
up  my  Party,  and  are  now  living  on  its  blood." 

Btmneu  dime, — Joseph  turns  and  rends  his  Brethren. 

Friday  Night, — ^In  Commons  night  wasted  by  re-delivery  of 
speeches  made  last  year  by  Irish  Members  pleading  for  amnesty  for 
Dynamitards.  John  Redmond  began  it.  No  Irish  Member  could 
afford  to  be  off  on  this  scene,  so  one  after  another  they  trotted  out 
their  speeches  of  yester-year. 

Lords  much  more  usefully  occupied  in  discussing  London  Fog. 
MiDDLETON  moved  for  Royal  Commission.  Majuoss  drew  fine  dis- 
tinction. "  What  you  reaUy  want  to  remedy,"  he  said.  "  is  not  the 
fog  itself,  but  its  colour."  Rather  seemed  to  like  the  fog,  per  m,  if 
omy  his  particular  fancy  in  matter  of  colour  gratified.  Didn't 
mention  what  colour  he  preferred ;  but  fresh  difficulty  looming  out 
of  the  fog  evident.  Tastes  differ.  If  every  man  is  to  have  his  own 
particular  coloured  fog,  our  last  state  will  oe  worse  than  Uie  first. 

Btmness  done, — None. 


AN  INFLUENZA  SONG. 

Ara— "  Ohy  we're  all  nodditC:* 

Oh,  we'  ve  none  coddlin', 

Cod,  cod,  coddlin' ; 
Oh.  we ' ve  none  coddlin'. 
At  our  house  at  home ! 

Ha  I— my  Father  has  a  cough- 
Now— my  Mother  has  a  wheeze ; 

What  I !  my  Brother  has  a  pain 
In  forehead,  arms,  chest,  back  and  knees. 
So — ^we  've  three  coddlin',  &c. 

How  my  eldest  Sister  aches 
From  her  forehead  to  her  toes ! 

And  my  second  Brother's  eyes 
Are  weeping  either  side  his  nose. 
So— we  've  five  coddlin',  &c. 

There 's  my  eldest  Brother  down 
With  a  pain  all  round  his  head. 

Ah  I  I  'm  the  only  one  who 's  up— 
OhI...Oh!...I'UgotobedjI 
So— were  're  all  coddlin',  &c. 

As  the  Doctor  orders  Port, 

Orders  Burgundy,  Champagne, 
Good  living  and  good  drinkin^g:. 
Why  we  none  of  us  complain, 
While  we  're — ^all  coddlin'. 

Cod,  cod,  coddlin'. 
While  we  're  all  coddlin' 
At  our  house  at  home ! 


Bt  a  Small  Western.— Orientals  take  off 
their  shoes  on  entering  a  Mosque.  We  re- 
move our  hats  on  entering  a  Church.  Both 
symbolical ;  one  leaves  his  understanding 
outside;  the  other  enters  with  a  clear  head. 


HORACE    IN 

To  THE  County  Council. 

New  vessel,  now  returning  ship 
From  this  thy  tried  and  trial  trip, 

Befit  in  dock  awhile :  I  fear 

Tour  ballast  looks  a  trifle 
queer. 

Your  rigging  ("rigging"  is  a 

word 
By  other  folk  than  seamen  heard) 

Has  got  a  little  loose ;  you  need 

An  overhaul,  you  do  indeed. 

Tour  sails  (or  purchases  ?)  should 

stay 
The  stress — and  Press— that  "[on 
them  weigh : 
This  constant  playing  to^the 

gods 
Wiir^scarcely  weather  blus- 
tering odds. 

In  vain   to  blazon  "London's 

Heart" 
As  figure-head,  if  thus  you  part 
Unseaworthy ;  in  vain  to  boast 
Your  *  *  boom ' '— a^cranky  boom 
at  most. 

We  rate  you,  we  who  pay  your  rates : 

Beware  the  overhauUng  fates. 

Beware  lest  down  you  go  at  last 
The  sport  and  puppet  of  the  blast. 


LONDON. 

{Ad  Rkupublicau,) 


I  always  voted  you  a  bore. 
But  never  auite  so  much  before 

Besoufifht  you  with  a  frugal  mind 
To  sail  not  quite  so  near  the  wind. 


Mbs.  R.  AoAiK.— To  our  excellent  old  lady,  being  convalescent,  her  niece  was  reading 
the  news.  She  commenced  about  the  County  Council,  the  first  item  in  the  report  beinff 
headed,  "An  Articulated  Skeleton."  "Ah I"  interrupted  the  good  lady,  "murder  will 
out  I    And  where  did  they  find  the  skeleton  of  the  Articulated  Clerk  h  " 
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AN    INCOMPLETE    BIRTHDAY   PRESENT. 

Ethel  *'What'8  thb  hatter,  Mamma  ?" 

Mamma,  '*£tb£l,  thxrk  are  tour  new  Golf  things  just  come,  that  I 

ORDERED    FOR    YOU     FROM     EdINBORO,    AND — ISN'T    IT    PROVOKING  ?— THEY 'VE 
ACTUALLY  FORGOTTEN  THE  LlJfKa!" 


IN  THE  BEAT  OF  WISDOM. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Dmrv  Lane  Lodge  of  Freemasons, 
said  the  Daily  Telegraph,  '^  with  all  due  Bolemnity  was 
Mr.  8.  B.  Bancroft  installed  in  the  Chair  of  King 
Solomon."  This,  whether  an  easy  chair  or  not,  ought 
to  be  the  seat  of  wisdom.  Poor  Solomon,  the  very  much 
married  man,  was  not,  however,  particularly  wise  in  his 
latter  days,  hut.  of  course,  this  chair  was  the  one  used  by 
the  Great  Grand  Master  Mason  before  it  was  taken  from 
under  him,  and  he  fell  so  heavily,  '*  never  to  rise  again." 
How  fortunate  for  the  Drury  Lane  Masons  to  have 
obtained  this  chair  of  Solomon's.  No  doubt  it  was  one 
of  his  wise  descendants,  of  whom  there  are  not  a  few  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Drury  Lane^  who  consented  to  part 
with  this  treasure  to  the  Masomc  Lodgers.  8o  here 's 
King  Solomon  Bust  Bancroft's  good  health  I  '*  Point, 
left,  right  I  One,  two,  three  ! "    (they  drink.) 


A  Query  by  "Pen."— There  was  a  "  Pickwick  Exam." 
invented  by  Calvbrley  the  Inimitable.  Why  not  a 
**Pendennis"  or  "Vanity  Fair"  Exam. ?  A  prapoe,  I 
would  just  ask  one  question  of  the  Thackerayan  student, 
and  it  is  this  :— There  was  one  Becky  whom  everybody 
knows,  but  there  was  another  Becky  as  good,  as  kind,  as 
sympathetic,  and  as  simple,  as  the  first  Becky  was  bad. 
cruel,  selfish,  and  cunning.  Where  is  Becky  the  Second 
to  be  found  in  W.  M.  Thackeray's  Works  P 


Her  Note  and  Query.— Mrs.  R.  was  listening  to  a 
ghost-story.  "After  all/'  observed  her  nephew,  "the 
question  is,  is  it  true  ?  True,  or  not  true  '  there 's  the 
rubl'"  " Ah!/ there's  the  rubl'"  repeated  our  old 
friend,  meditatively.  "I  wonder  if  that  expression  is 
the  origin  of  the  proverb,  *  Truth  is  strangeri^than 
Friction?'"        

Local  Colour.—"  I  should  like  to  give  all  my  creditors 
a  dinner,"  quoth  the  jovial  and  ho^itable  Owen  Orl- 
ROUND.  "  Where  shsll  I  have  it  ?  '^  "  Well,"  replied 
his  old  friend  Joe  Kosus,  "have  it  at  Duns  Table." 

City  Men. — "  Hope  springs  eternal,"  and  the  motto  for 
a  probable  Lord  Mayor  in  the  not  very  dim  and  distant 
future  must  be  "  Knill  deiperandum.*' 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Professor  Hubert  Herkomer  has  "  dried  his  impressions,"  and 

S'ven  them  to  the  public  in  a  handsome  volume  brought  out  by 
acmillan  &  Co.  It  is  all  interesting  even  to  a  non- artistic  laic, 
for  there  is  much  "  dry  point "  of  general  application  in  the  Profes- 
sor's lectures.  Yet,  amid  all  his  learning  and  his  liffht-hearted 
style,  there  is  occasionally  a  strain  of  melancholy,  as  when  he  pic- 
tures himself  to  us  as  "  etching  and  scratohiiur  on  a  bed  of  burr." 
Painful,  verv;  likewise  Dantesque.— infemallv  Dantesque.  But 
there  is  another  and  a  more  cheerful  view  whion  the  Baron  prefers 
to  take,  and  that  is,  the  word-i)icture  which  the  Professor  gives  us 
of  his  littie  room  in  his  Bavarian  home,  where  he  says,  "  Under 


the  seat  by  the  table  are  my  botties"— ahl  auite 
this  I — "  with  the  mordants,  and  m^  dishes  for  the  plates."  Isn't 
this  rare  I  "I  should  add,  there  is  a  stove  near  the  door."  0 
Sybarite  I  Doesn't  this  suggest  the  notion  of  a  delightful  littie 
dinner  d  deux!  With  "the  mordants,"— which  is,  of  course,  a 
ffeneric  name  for  sauces  of  varied  piquancy, — and  with  nis 
"  dishes  "  artisticallv  prepared  and  set  before  "  the  plates,"  as  in 
due  order  they  should  be.  he  is  as  correct  as  he  is  origmal.  A  true 
bon  vivant.  The  Baron  highly  commends  the  book,  which  only  for 
the  rare  etchings  it  contains,  is  well  worth  the  attention  of  every 
amateur  of  Art,  and  that  he,  the  Baron,  may,  one  of  these  days, 
dine  with  him.  the  Professor,  is  the  sincere  wish  of  his  tiiily,  and 


everybody  else's  truly. 


The  Baron  de  Book-Worms. 


"  Stuff  and  (no)  Nonsense  I "— "  Begorra,  'tis  an  iU  wind  that 
blows  nobody  any  good,"  said  The  O'Gorman  Dizer,  when  he  heard 
that  on  account  of  the  Influenza  there  was  a  Papal  dispensation  from 
fasting  and  abstinence  throughout  the  United  Kingdom. 


Dogs  and  Cats— (Correspondence.)— Sir,— A  recent 
letter  to  the  Spectator  mentions  the  case  of  a  man  who 
'  *  barked  like  a  dog  in  his  sleep."  The  writer  would  like 
to  know  if  anyone  has  ever  nad  a  similar  experience. 
Well,  Sir,  I  knew  a  whole  family  of  Barkkrs,  but  I 
never  heard  them  bark.  I  knew  three  Catts,  sisters, 
who  kept  a  diop,  and  came  from  Cheshire;  yet  they  were  very 
serious  persons,  and  nevergrinned.  Since  this  enenence  I  have 
doubted  the  simile  of  ike  Cheshire  specimen  of  the  feline  race  being 
founded  on  fact.— Yours,  &c.,  Cato. 


^^^^--j:^ 


LEGAL    IMPROVEMENTS^ 


^T 


Thk  Cbakcert  Jvoomb  will  bi  xxpictbd  to  take  the  ImrxxT 
SviToiu  out  foe  am  Aibino  in  the  Pake.    N.B.— After  4  r.u. 
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PLEASURES 


Afrr  Lvnohbox  thb  "  Bbatiko  " 


LiTTLB  Wild. 


WEATHER  REFORM. 

Sib, — Aoquietioenoe  in  the  state  of  the  weather  is  no 
longer  eomme  U  faut.  Bombarding  the  Empyrean  is  as 
little  regarded  as  throwing  stones  at  monkeys,  that  they 
may  make  reprisals  with  cocoa-nuto:  Je^,  the  sucoess  of 
the  rain-makers  is  yery  doubtful.  Their  premisses  even 
are  disallowed  by  manv  considerable  authorities.  The 
little  experiment  which  I  propose  to  submit  to  the 
meteorological  officials  is  f oundea  on  a  fact  of  uniyersal 
exnerience,  and,  if  successful,  would  be  of  immense 
utility.  Ever^  smoker  must  be  aware  that  the  force  of 
the  wind  vanes  inversely  as  the  number  of  matches. 
I  On  an  absolutely  still  day,  with  a  heavy  pall  of  fog  over 
the  streets,  the  striking  of  the  last  match  to  light  a  pipe 
is  invariably  accompanied  by  a  breeze,  just  strong 
enough  to  extinguish  the  nascent  flame.  Now  if  two  or 
three  thousand  men  simultaneously  struck  a  last  match, 
the  \ '  3  i/i  \  111  ti  H  i  Lj  1  .> .  aid  be  of  very  respectable  strength 
— ati^'iiiotDC'ter  could  ioM  that. 

My  pr^iKJsal  then,  is  this.  When  anticyolonio  con- 
ditions Dext  prevail,  aud  the  great  smoke-cloud  incubates 
its  cletch  of  miorobcR,  let  some  5,000  men,  provided  at 
the  publie  expenne  with  a  pipe  of  tobacco  ana  one  match 
eaeht  be  Btatianed  in  the  City,  at  every  comer  and  along 
tl '"  ^tieets,  like  the  police  on  Lord  Mayor's  Day.  At  a 
given  signal,  say  the  firing  of  the  Tower  guns,  eaoh  man 
strikes  his  match.  Judging  from  the  invariable  result 
in  my  own  case,  this  would  be  followed  by  5,000  pufEs 
of  wind  of  sufficient  strength  to  extinguish  the  lights,  or, 
better  still,  to  give  the  5,000  men  some  thirty  seconds 
of  intense  anxiety,  while  the  wind  plays  between  their 
fingers  and  over  their  hands  and  round  the  bowls  of  their 
pipes.  Multiplying  the  men  by  the  seconds  (5,000  x  30) 
you  get  approximately  the  amount  of  the  wind,  in  wear 
and  tare  and  tret.  If  this  experiment  were  conducted  on 
a  duly  extensive  scale  round  London ;  say  at  Brixton, 
Kensington,  Holloway  and  Stepnev;  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  a  cyclone  would  be  established,  and  the  fog 
effectuallv  dissipated.  The  cost  would  be  slight,  and  the 
pipe  of  tobacco  would  afford  a  welcome  treat  to  many  a 
poor  fellow  out  of  work  in  these  hard  times. 
Yours  obediently, 

The  Care,  .^iolian  Road,  S,  W,  TiiZR  ppifer. 


ROBERTS  CURE  FOR  THE  HINFLUENZY. 

I  HOPES  as  I  shall  not  be  blamed  for  my  hordaoity  in 
writin  as  I  am  writin,  but  it 's  reelly  all  the  fault  of  my  good- 
natred  Amerryoan  frend.  He  says  as  it's  my  bounden  dooty  to  do 
so,  if  ony  to  prove  the  trooth  of  the  old  prowerb  that  tells  us,  **  that 
Waiters  rushes  in  where  Docters  fears  to  tread ! "  He 's  pleased  to 
say  as  he  has  never  bin  in  better  helththan  all  larst  Jennewerry  at 
the  Grand  Hotel,  and  that  he  owes  it  all  to  my  sage  adwice. 

'*  Allers  let  Nater  be  your  Dick  Tater  I  "  In  depressin  times  like 
these  here,  keep  the  pot  a  bilin'  so  to  speak ;  and  stand  firm  to  the 
three  hesses.  Soup.  Shampane,  and  Sunlight. 

The  Soup  must  be  Thick  Turtel,  such  as  Natur  purwides  in  this 
here  cold  seeson,  not  the  Thin  Turtel  of  Summer.  The  Shampane 
must  be  Kich  Clicko,  or  the  worry  best  Pummery,  sitch  as  you 
can  taste  the  ffinerous  grapes  in.  not  the  p|ore  dry  stuff  as  young 
Swells  drinks,  oecoz  they  're  told  as  how  it 's  f  ashnabel ;  and  the 
Sunlight  can  ginerally  be  got  if  you  knows  where  to  look  for  it. 
For  instance  now,  in  one  of  the  cold  foggy  days  of  last  month,  my 
Amerryoan  frend  said  to  me,  **  What  on  airth,  Robbbt,  can  &  gen- 
tleman find  to  do  on  sitch  a  orful  day  as  this  ?"  So  sez  I,  **  Take 
a  Cab  to  Wictoria  Station,  and  go  to  the  Cristel  Pallis,  wark  about 
in  the  brillient  sunshine  as  you  will  find  there  a  waiting  for  you, 
for  about  two  howers,  not  a  moment  longer,  then  cum  strait  back, 
and  you  shall  find  a  lovly  lunch." 

And  off  he  went,  a  larfing  to  think  how  he  would  emuse  himself 
when  he  came  back  by  pitching  into  pore  me.  But  it  does  so  happen 
as  Waiters  ain't  not  quite  so  deaf  as  sum  peeple  thinks 'em,  andPve 
offen  'erd  peeple  say,  thatamost  always,  if  you  sees  the  Sun  a  trying 
for  to  peep  thro  the  fog,  and  see  how  we  aU  gits  on  without  him,  a 
leetle  way  out  of  town,  on  an  'ill,  yon  will  see  him  a  shining  away 
like  fun  I 

Well,  xacly  at  2*30,  in  cums  my  frend,  a  grinnin  away  like  the 
f ablus  Chesher  Cat,  and  he  savs,  savs  he,  why  Mr.  Robert,  you  're 
a  reglar  ooigurerl  It  was  all  xaolv  as  vou  prosefied!  I  had  two 
hours'  glorious  stroll  in  the  Cristel  Pallis  Gardings  in  the  lovly 
sunshine! 

Hin  ten  minutes'  time  he  was  seated  at  a  purfekly  luvly  lunch, 
and  a  peggin  away  with  sitch  a  happytight  as  princes  mite  enwy  I 


In  times  like  these,  dine  out  reglar  either  two  or  three  times  a 
week,  and  drink  generusly,  but  wisely,  not  too  well,  and  on  receiving 
the  accustomed  At, 
think  of  the  ard  times 
the  pore  Waiter  has 
had.  to  pass  through 
lately,  and  dubble,  or 
ewen  tribbel  the  ac- 
custumd  Fee.  You'll 
never  miss  it,  but,  on 
the  contrairy,  will  ueep 
all  the  sounder  for  it. 

Never  read  no  ac- 
counts in  Noosepapers 
of  hillnesses  and  sich- 
like,  and  keep  a  few 
little  sixpences  in  your 
ticket  pocket;  t^en  if 
a  pore  woman  arsks 
you  if  you  have  a 
penny  to  spare,  sav  no, 
but  praps  this  will  do 
as  well,  and  give  her 
a  sixpence,  and  then 
see  her  look  of  esto- 
nished  rapoher,  aye, 
and  ewen  share  it  to 
some  small  degree. 

Check  a  frown,  and 

encouridge  a  smile,  and 

the    one   will   wanish      ^El 
away,    and   the    other  ^^ 
dewelope  into   a  larf.  ^^ 
Let  your  principle  vir- 
tues be  ginerosi^  and  ope,  and  allers  look  on  the  brite  side  of  ewery 
think,  as  the  MiUer  said  to  the  Sweep.  Robfbt. 


/^^  T 

A    HuMAK  Pabadox.— The  man^whoHSP^^es  away  lEis'^riends 
without  losing  them.  igiTi^^cPC 


1^  VOnOK— ^maeted  CommuBieations  or  OoBtribiitioiis,  whethar  MB.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Piotnraa  of  aaj  dwnlpklOBt  will 
^^  b^  no  easa  ba  ratoraad,  not  even  whan  aaaompuiad  bj  a  Stamped  and  Addrttsad  Xavcla^  0«?«r,  or  Wrapper.    TO  tkia  nit 
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CONFESSIONS   OF   A   DUFFER. 

y.— THE  DUFFER  AT  GBICEET. 

To  hear  mv  remarks  on  the  Cricket,  in  the  PaTilion,  you  n^ht 
think  that  I  nad  been  a  great  player  entirely,  in  my  day.  **  Who 
is  that  fine  old  English  sportsman,''  yon  might  ask,  who  seems  to 
have  been  so  intimate  with  Mtnv,  and  FtjllerPilch.  and  Gasfsnter. 
and  Hatwakd  and  Tabbant  and  Jacxson  and  G.  D.  MAHSHAif  t 
No  donbt  we  see  in  him  the  remains  of  a  sterling  Gricketer  of  the  old 
school.*'  And  then  when  I  lay  down  the  law  on  the  inionity  of 
boundary  hits,  *'  always  ran  them  out  in  my  time,"  and  on  the  tame 
stupidity  of  lettmg  baJls  to  the  off  go  unpunished,  and  the  wickedness 
of  dispensing  with  a  long  Stop^  you  would  be  more  and  more  pur- 
suaded  that  I  had  at  least,  played  for  my  county.  Well,  I 
have  played  for  mv  county,  but  as  the  county  I  played  for 
was  Berwickshire,  there  is  perhaps  nothing  to  be  so  Tery  proud 
of  in  that  distinction.  But  this  I  will  say  for  the  Gncketing 
Duffer ;  he  is  your  true  enthusiast  When  I  go  to  Lord's  on  a 
summer  day,  which  of  my  contemporaries  do  I  meet  there  P  Not  the 
men  who  played  for  the  Univer- 
si^,  not  the  Eenittb  and 
MrrcHXLLs  and  Bittlesb,  but  the 
Burviving  members  of  Gollege 
Second  faeyens  in  the  old  days  of 
Cowley  Marsh,  when  every  man 
brought  his  own  bottle  of  Oxford 
wine  for  luncheon.  These  are 
the  yeterans  who  contribute  most 
to  the  crowd  of  lookers-on.  They 
never  were  of  any  use  as  players, 
but  their  hearts  were  in  the 
game,  and  from  the  game  they 
will  never  be  divorced.  It  is  an 
iU  thinff  for  an  outsider  to  drop 
a  remarK  about  Gricket  amon^  us, 
at  about  deven  o'clock  in  a 
country  house  smoking  -  room. 
After  that  the  time  flies  in  a 
paradise  of  reminiscences,  till 
about  4  A.M.  or  some  such  "  wee. 
short  hour  ayont  the  Twd',"  it 
one  may  quote  Bubks  without 
being  insulted  by  all  the  numer- 
ous and  capable  wits  of  Glasgow. 
Why  is  it  that  the  Duffer  keeps 
up  his  interest  in  Gricket,  whue 
the  good  players  cease  to  care 
much  about  it?  Perhaps  their 
interest  was  selfish ;  his  is  purely 
ideal,  and  consequently  immortal. 
To  nim  Gricket  was  ever  an 
unembodied  joy  of  which  he 
could  make  nothing  palnable: 
nothing  subject  to  the  cold  law  of 
averages.    Mine  was  0'3. 

My  own  introduction  to  Gricket, 
as  to  Golf,  was  peculiarly  poig- 
nant.   I  and  my  brother,  aged 

more  or  less  about  six  or  seven, 

were    invited  to    play    by    the 
local  Glub,  and  we  eacn  received 

exactly  one  very  slow  and  considerate  lob.  But  his  lob  took  him  on 
the  eye.  and  mine,  kicking  on  a  bad  wicket,  had  me  on  the  knee- 
pan.  The  subsequent  proceedings  did  not  interest  us  very  much,  but 
there  is  nothing  like  entering  children  early  at  a  manly  pastime. 

Intellectual  application  wLU,  to  some  extent,  overcome  physical 
difficulties.  By  working  at  least  five  hours  a  day,  and  by  reading 
the  Cricket  Fteld  daily  and  nifirhdy,  I  did  learn  to  bowl  a  little, 
with  a  kind  of  twist.  This,  while  it  lasted,  in  a  bowlerless  country, 
was  a  delightful  accomplishment.  You  got  into  much  better  sport- 
ing society  than  you  deserved,  and,  in  remote  parts  of  the  pastoral 
districts  you  were  looked  up  to  as  one  whose  name  had  been  in  BeWe 
Life ;  we  still  had  BeWs  Life  then.  It  was  no  very  difficult  matter 
to  bowl  a  rustic  team  for  a  score  of  runs  or  so,  and  all  went  merry  as 
a  wedding  bell.  But.  alas,  when  Drumthwacket  played  Tulioch^orum, 
there  was  a  young  Gambridge  man  staying  with  the  latter  chieftain. 
I  began,  as  I  usually  did,  by  *  Working  "  Tullochgorum's  Piper  and 
his  chief  Butler,  and  his  heaa  Stalker,  and  then  Smith  of  King's  came 
in.  The  ground,  as  usual,  had  four  sides.  He  hit  me  over  the  en- 
closure at  each  of  the  four  sides,  for  I  changed  my  end  after  being 
knocked  for  five  fours  in  his  first  over.  After  that,  my  prestige  was 
gone.  The  rustics,  instead  of  crawling  about  their  wicxets,  took  to 
walking  in  and  smacking  me.  This  would  not  have  mattered,  if 
any  of  the  Drumthwacket  team  could  have  held  a  catch,  and  if  the 
wicket-keeper  had  not  let  Smith  off  four  times  in  one  over.    My 

roL  cu.  ] 
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character  was  lost,  and  all  was  ended  with  me  north  of  the  Gbampians, 
where  the  wickets  are  peculiarly  suitable  to  my  style  of  delivery. 

As  to  batting,  there  is  little  that  is  pleasant  to  coiiess..  As  soon 
as  I  got  a  distant  view  of  a  ball,  I  was  ever  tempted  to  whack  wildly 
in  its  direction.  There  was  no  use  in  waiting  for  it,  the  more  I 
looked  at  it  the  less  I  liked  it.  So  I  whacked,  and,  if  you  always  do 
this,  a  ball  will  sometimes  land  on  the  driving  i^rt  ot  the  bat,  and 
then  it  usually  happened  that  my  companion,  striving  for  a  five  or  a 
six,  ran  me  out.  If  he  did  not,  I  did  not  stay  long.  The  wicket- 
keeper  was  a  person  whose  existence  I  always  treated  as  une 
^uantitS  nSgligeableyBJid  sometimes  the  ball  woula  bound  off  his  pads 
into  the  stumps.  The  fielders  would  occasionally  hold  a  catch,  any- 
thing may  happen.  On  the  other  hand  there  was  this  to  be  said  for 
my  style  of  batting,  that  the  most  experienced  Gricketer  could  not  tell 
where  or  in  what  direction  I  would  nit  any  given  ball.  If  it  was  on 
the  off,  that  was  no  reason  why  I  idiould  not  bang  it  to  square-leg, 
a  stroke  which  has  become  fashionable  since  my  time,  but  in  those 
old  days,  you  did  not  often  see  it  in  first-dass  Gricket.  It  was  rather 
regarded  as  '*  an  agrarian  outrage."  Forei^ers  and  ladies  would 
find    Gricket   a  more   buoyant   diversion  if   all  the  world,  and 

especially  Lewis  Hall  and 
Shbewsbttbt,  played  on  my 
inrinciples.  Innings  would  not 
last  so  long.  Not  so  many 
matches  would  be  drawn.  The 
fielders  would  not  catch  cold. 

To  speak  of  fielding  is  to  revive 
unspeakable  sorrows.  For  a 
short-sighted  man,  whose  finders 
are  thumbs,  no  post  in  the  field 
is  exactly  grateful.  I  have  been 
at  long-leg,  and,  watching  the 
game  intently,  have  perceived  the 
batters  running,  ana  have  heard 
cries  of  **  well  fielded  I  "  These 
cries  were  ironical.  The  ball  had 
been  hit  past  me,  but  I  was  not 
fortunate  enough  to  observe  the 
circumstance.  A  fielder  of  this 
calibre  always  ends  by  finding  his 
way  to  short-leg.  A  prudent 
man  can  do  a  good  deal  here  by 
watching  the  umpire,  dodging 
when  he  dodges,  and  getting 
behind  him  on  occasion.  But  I 
was  not  prudent.  I  observed  that 
a  certain  player  hit  veiy  much 
behind  the  lej?,  so  there,  ^*  in  the 
mad  pride  oi  intellectualitv,"  I 
privily  stationed  myself.  He  did 
nit  very  fine,  very  fine  indeed, 
into  my  eye.  The  same  misfor- 
tune has  attended  me  at  short- 
slip;  it  should  have  been  a 
wicket,  it  was  a  black  eye,  or  the 
loss  of  a  tooth  or  two,  as  might 
happen.  In  fact,  I  sometimes 
wonder  myself  at  the  contemptu- 
ous  frankness  of  my  own  remarks 
HBBP^  on  the  fielding  at  Lord's.     For 

-^  -   r .         ,_n  if  a  catch  could  be  missed  (and 

most  catches  can),  I  was  the  man 
to  miss  it.  Swift  ones  used  to  hit  me  and  hurt  me,  long  ones  I 
always  misjudged,  little  simple  poppy  ones  spun  out  of  my  fingers. 
Now  the  tmluoky  thing  about  Gncket,  for  a  Duffer,  is  that  your 
misfortunes  do  not  hurt  yourself  alone.  It  is  not  as  in  a  single  at 
Gk>lf,  it  is  not  as  in  fismng,  or  riding,  or  wherever  you  have  no 
partner.  To  drop  catches  is  to  madden  the  bowler  not  unnaturally, 
and  to  lengthen  the  period  of  leather-hunting.  Gricket  is  a  social 
game,  and  its  proficients  soon  give  the  cold  shoulder  to  the  Duffer. 
Me  has  his  place,  however,  in  the  nature  of  things.  It  is  he  who 
keeps  up  the  enthusiasm,  who  remembers  every  run  that  anjrbody 
made  in  any  given  match.  In  fact,  at  Gricket,  the  Duffer's  mission 
is  to  be  a  "judge  of  the  game  :  "  I  don't  mean  an  Umpire,  very  far 
from  that.  If  you  once  let  the  Duffer  umpire  he  could  ruin  the 
stoutest  side,  and  secure  victory  to  the  feeblest.  I  may  say  that,  at 
least  in  this  capacity,  I  have  proved  really  useful  to  my  party  in 
country  matches.  But.  in  the  long  run,  my  capacity  even  for 
umpiring  came  to  be  douoted,  and  now  I  am  only  a  critic  of  Gricket. 
There  is  none  more  relentless,  not  one  with  a  higher  standard,  at 
least  where  no  personal  feelii^s  are  concerned.  For  I  have  remarked 
that,  if  a  Gambridge  man  writes  about  an  Oxford  victory  (which  he 
seldom  has  to  do)^  or  if  an  Oxford  man  writes  on  a  Gambndge  victory 
(a  frequent  affliction),  he  always  leaves  you  with  the  impression  that, 
in  spite  of  fi£[ure8,  ms  side  had  at  least  a  moral  triumph.  These 
admirable  writers  nave  all  been  Duffers. 
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TIMES  CHANGE. 

['*  The  '  Banges  Act '  constitutea  ...  a  standing 
menace  to  rights  of  common  wherever  commons 
and  open  spaces  exist.*' — The  TimeM."] 

*'Thb  old  order  ohanges,  yielding  place  to 

new." 
By   Phoebus,  you   are  right,  melliflaouB 

TENNTSoirl  [view, 

Conld  Norman  Wnxuv  this   oonjuncture 

He  *d  greet  our  Progress  with— weU,  scarce 

a  benison; 
He,  though  ranked  high  'midst  monarchs  and 

commanders, 
Had  the  same  weakness  as  our  troops  in 

Flanders. 

Egbert  the  Devil's  ruthless  son  would  clear 
A  county  to  make  coverts,  deer-runs,  chaces. 
What  had  he  thought  of  modem  notions 
queer 
Concerning   Common    Rights   and    Open 
Spaces  ?  [them, 

*'  The  People— who  are  varlets !— still  oppose 
Whether  the  Powers  that  be  make  or  enclose 
them!" 

•*  The  People  venuB  Powers  that  Be  I "    Ah, 
yes! 
Imperious  Norman,  that's  a  modem  trial 
That's  always  being  argued  more  or  less  ; 

The  Press  Keeps  now  such  vigilant  espial 
On  every  grasping  would-be  public  plunderer. 
You,  Sire,  had  not  to  reoKon  with  **The 
Thunderer  I " 

Times  change,  stark  soldier,  and  we  have  the 

Timet 
Premier  to  check  and  snub  Chief  Secretaries. 
Countin(^  land-grabbing  high  among  earth's 

crimes  fvaries. 

Would  have  amazed  you !    Public  j  udgment 

You  and  your  wolf-hound,  William,  would 

not  now 
Try  a  "clean  sweep,"— without  a  general 

row. 

Ask  Otto  I    He  is  somewhat  in  your  style. 

But  he  could  tell  you  what  new  risks  environ 
The  ancient  art  of  Ruling.    You  may  smile 

At  Print  and  Paper  versus  Blood  and  Iron, 
But  Sovereign  and  Crown,  though  loved  by 

many. 
Stand  now  no  chance  against  the  Popular 
Penny. 

Ask  ]£alwood*s  Squire  again  I     He  knows 
rigrhtwell 
The  New  Democracy, — and  the  New  Forest ; 
Our  great  Plantagenet,  a  true  blue  "  Swell," 
Fights  for  the  People  when  their  need  is 
sorest. 
In  Norman  Billt  he  'd  own  small  belief  ; 
The  People's  William  is  Aw  favourite  chief. 

Your  ghostly  presence  in  these  verdant  glades 
Mignt  startle  Staihiope,  musing  on  his 
Ranges, 
But  not  the  angriest  of  Royal  Shades 
May  now  arrest  the  progress  of   Time's 
changes. 
True,  much  is  yielded  yet  to  Swelldom's 

"Sport," 
But  some  aver  that  even  its  time  is  short. 

No,  Clearances  and  Riehts  of  Common,  now 
Own  not  the  sway  ot  autocrats  capricious. 
Small  use,  great  Shade,  to  knit  that  haughty 
brow, 
And  swear  your  action  would  be  expeditious. 
The  days  of  Curfew  and  of  Forest  Law 
Are  passed.     We  're  swayed  by  Justice— and 
Free  Jaw  I 

"For  Value  Received."— Aldgate Ward 
changed  Alderman  Lusk  for  one  PorWD. 


WHAT   OUR   ARTiST   HAS   TO    PUT    UP   WITH, 

BEFORE  HE  TURNS  LIKE  A  CRUSHED  WORM, 
Our  Art  Critio  {paironisingly),    "Ha — hum!     Well,  tour  Colour  is  fairly  decent, 

AND  YOU  HAVE  NIGISH  FEELING    FOR    LlGHT    AND  ShADB,    AND   CBIAROaOURO,       BUT  WHKRS 
YOU  ALWAYS   FAIL  TO  PLEASE,    SOMEHOW,    IS  IN  YOUR  EXECUTION!  " 

Our  Artist    "My  Execution t     Ah!     Just  so.      I've  no  doubt  that  roujw,  now 

WOULD  BE  MORE  GENERALLY  POPULAR  !  " 


From  Parliamentary  Examination 
Paper. 

Qti««^ibn.~Explain  the  term  ''Standing 
Orders." 

Answer  1.— It  means  that  when  a  visitor 
to  the  House  has  an  order  for  the  Speaker's 
Gfallery.  and  can't  find  a  seat,  he  then  oecomes 
one  of  tne  Standing  Orders.--Si8TE  Viator. 

Answer  2.  —  Wnen  a  friendly  M.P.  sees 
three  of  us  waiting  for  him,  takes  us  to  the 
bar  of  the  House,  and  orders  diin&s  all  round, 
which  we  ti^e  standing. — ^BiBE2n)UM  Est. 


India  for  the  Irish!— "An  amended 
estimate  of  the  present  Paddy  Crop  has  been 
published  by  the  Local  Gk>vemment."  ( Vide 
Times  for  Feb.  15.)  What  more  can  the  most 
thorough  Home-Rulers  want,  if  they  would 
only  be  content  to  make  their  home  in  Burmah 
instead  of  Ireland?  '*  Local  Government  "can 
soon  be  developed,  for  'tisbut  Home  Rule  in  the 
bud,  and  the  '* Paddy  Crop"  is  already  there. 

Motto  for  the  New  Recorder  of  the 
CiTT  of  London.—'*  Hall  There  I " 
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"OOKBIHIirO  AHTTSEHEHT  WITH   nTSTBITCTIOV.'* 

(A  Sketch  at  the  CoUtcHon  of  Inttrununti  of  Torture,) 

Scnrs— T^  Maddox  Street  OaUertee.  A  large  and  appropriately 
lighted  room.  Upon  fffalla  of  a  eonibre  enmson^  varunu  Imple- 
mente  of  Torture  are  arranged  with  eoneiderable  taste,  ana  an 
euefar  decorative  effect j  the  central  epace  heingreserved  for  more 
elaoortUe  contrivance*  m  wood  ana  iron.  Visitors  discovered 
inspecting  the  Exhibition  by  the  aid  of  the  excellent  Catalogues, 
with  t?ie  subdued  appreciation  of  persons  conscious  t?uU  they  are 
spending  a  very  pleasant  and  profitable  afternoon, 

Mr,  Chamdhouse  Ooole  {as  he  enters,  to  Mrs.  G.  Q,),  Now,  my 
dear,  the  first  thing  I  want  to  see  is  that  Iron  Maiden  there 's  so 
much  talk  abont^^    I  wonder  whereabouts  it  is? 

Mrs,  C,  O,  I  think  that  mnst  be  it,  up  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room.  Bat  don't  you  thinks  dear,  it  would  be  nicer  to  see  the 
other  things  first,  and  keep 
that  for  the  last  f 

Mr,  C.  O,  (struck  hy  the 
refinement  of  this  sugges- 
tion).  Well,  upon  my  word, 
Akika.  1  almost  think  it 
would! 

Mr,  Frederic  FriveU  {to 
his  wife,  whom  -he  takes  a 
marital  pleasure  in  shock' 
ing),  Wnat  fun  those  old 
f  eUowB  must  have  had  in 
thoee  days,  mustn't  they  ? 

Mrs,  FriveU  (a  serwus 
lady).  I  don't  think  fun  is 
at  all  the  right  word, 
Fbedsbic.  I  do  wish  you 
wouldn't  take  these  things 
so  lightly.  I'm  sure  it's 
melanoholT  enough  to  look 
atallthesehorrid  machines, 
and  thJT^k 

Mr.  F.  That  Torture  is 
a  lost  art?  Isn't  that  what 
you  were  going  to  say? 
But  it's  not,  yjm  know; 
we've  refined  it— that's 
all.  Look  at  the  Photo- 
grapher, and  the  Inter- 
yiewer,  and  the  Pathetic 

Reciter,  and  the 

[Mrs.  F.  endeavours  to 
convince  him  that  she 
didnH  mean  thai  at  all, 
and  that  he  is  comparing 
totally  different  things. 

An  Aphoristic  Uncle  (to 
an  irreverent  Nephew), 
No.  89.  **A  Long-spiked 
Wooden  Roller,  Imown  as 
a  •Spiked  Hare.!"  You 
see,   Tox,   my    boy,    the 

Tictimwas (Describes 

the  process,)  *  Some  of 
the  old  writers  describe 
this  torture  as  being  most 
fearful,"  so  the  Catalogue 
tells  us. 

Tom^my^boy  (after  tn- 


specting  the  smkesi,  Well,  do  you  know.  Uncle,  I  shouldn't  be  at  all 
surprised  if  the  old  Johnnies  weren't  so  far  out. 

The  Aph,  Uncle,  Another  illustration,  my  boy,  of  "Man's 
inhumanity  to  Man  "  I 

Tom-my-boy,  Not  bad  for  you,  Uncle — only  you  cribbed  it  out 
of  the  Catalogue,  you  know  I  [The  A,  U,  gives  him  up. 

An  Indulgent  Parent  enters,  leading  a  small  boy  in  a  taU  hat,  and 
is  presently  recogntsed  by  the  A.  U. 

The  A,  U  So  you  *ve  brought  your  son  to  see  this  collection,  hey  ? 
Well,  it 's  of  the  matest  educational  yalue  to  a  thoughtful  youth- 
rich  in  moral  and  historical  instruction ! 

7^  LP.  WeU,  it  was  like  this,  you  see.  I  had  to  take  him  to 
the  dentist's,  and,  finding  we  should  haTe  half-an-hour  or  so  to 
spare  before  he  could  attend  to  him,  I  thought  we  'd  just  drop  in 
here  and  amuse  ourselires— eh.  Bobbt?  Wonderfully  ingemous, 
yoji  know,  in  their  way,  some  of  these  thinirs  I  Now,  here  '•  a  thing 
—  A  Spanish  mouth-pear,  made  of  iron."  You  see,  Bobbt,  they 
forced  it  into  the  mouth  and  touched  a  screw,  and  it  sprang  open, 
preventing  the  victim  from  screaming. 


Bobby,  Y-yes,  father.  Should  you  think  Mr.  Fawcxpps  will  have 
one  of  those  ? 

The  I,  P.  {annoyed).  Now,  what  is  the  use  of  my  taking  you  to 
a  place  of  this  sort  to  diyert  your  thoughts,  if  your  mind  is  running 
on  something  else  all  the  time  ?  I  won't  have  it,  do  you  hear.  Eigoy 
yourself  like  a  sensible  boy  I 

Bobby,  Y-ves,  Father,  I  am.  It— it 's  quite  cured  my  toothache 
already— r«a&y  it  has ! 

Mrs,  FriveU  (reading  from  Catalogue),  "A  Penitent's  Girdle, 
made  of  barbed  wire,  which,  when  worn  next  to  the  flesh,  caused 
I  the  most  unpleasant  and  uncomfortable  irritation."  Oh,  F&bdxbic, 
'  just  fancy  that  I 

Mr,  F,  My  dear  Cecilia,  I  can  quite  fancy  it  I 
Mrs,  F,  But  I  thou^t  these  tortures  were  only  for  Malefactors. 
Why  do  they  call  it  a  Penitent* s  Girdle  ? 

Mr,  F,  Can't  say,— unless  because  he  generally  repented  having 
put  it  on. 

Mrs,  F,  I  don't  think 
that  C4m  be  the  real  reason. 
Two  EngUsh  House- 
maids  (io  a  small  German 
Page-Boy  who  is  escorting 
them).  Here,  JoHNins, 
what 's  this  mean  P  {Reads 
from  Catalogue  the  motto 
on  anExeeutioner's  Sword) 
**Di  Herrin'  sturin  dem 
Unheel  ick  exequire  ir  &id 
Urthile."  Come,  ^oti  ought 
to  know ! 

Johnnie  (not  unnaturally 
at  a  loss.)  It  means— it 
means— somding  I  do  not 
understandt. 

The  Housemaids  (dismp^ 
pointed  in  him).  Well,  jou 
are  a  boy  I  I  did  think, 
bein'  German  yourself, 
you  *d  be  quite  at  ^ome  'ere  I 
Mr,  Ernest  Stodgely 
(impressively,  to  Miss  Fka.- 
THEBHXAJ),  his  flancie). 
Just  look  at  this,  Flossix. 
(Reading, )  *  *  Executioner's 
Cloak,  very  long,  of  red 
woollen  material ;  pre- 
sumably red  BO  as  not  to 
show  blood-spots  or  stidns." 
Hideously  suggestive  that, 
is  it  not  r 

MissFtOssie,  I  shouldn't 

call    it    exactiy    hideous, 

Ebwest.    Do  you  know,  I 

was  just    thinking   that, 

with    a    high    Astrachan 

collar,  you  know,  and  old 

silver  fastenings^  it  would 

make  rather  a  moe  winter 

cloak.  Sodeliciouslywarml 

[Ebnbst  avails  himself  of 

a   lover^s  privileges  to 

lecture  her  severely, 

Iw  Feont  op  the  iKoir 
Maibbn. 

Mr,  Ch.  Ooole.  So  this 

,  I  expected  something  rather  more 

The  face  has  really  quite  a  pleasant  expression. 

[Disaptfointedfy. 

Mrs,  Ch,  O,  {with  subtler  apnreeiation).  Oh,  but  I  tnink  that 
msJces  it  so  much  more  horrible,  don't  you  J 

Mr,  Ch,  O,  Well^  I  don't  know— perhaps.  But  there  ought  to  be 
a  wax  figure  inside  it.  They  ought  to  have  wax  figures  on  most  of 
these  thmflrs— make  it  much  more  interesting! 

Mr,  FrtveU  (who  is  dose  by),  I  quite  agree  with  you.  Sir— indeed, 
I  would  go  farther.  I  think  there  should  be  competent  persons 
engaged  to  provide  practical  illustrations  of  aU  the  more  amusing 
tortures— say  from  tlurc«  to  five  every  afternoon.    Draw  all  London  I 

Mrs.  F,  (horrified),  Fkeb,  you  know  vou  don't  mean  it !  And 
besides^  you  would  never  get  people  willing  to  be  shut  up  inside 
that  thing ! 

Mr.  F.  My  dear,  I  'm  perfectly  serious,  as  I  always  am.  And  as 
to  not  getting  subjects,  why {He  beckons  to  one  of  the  Boy- 
Messengers  in  waiting,  who  advances).  Look  here,  my  laa^  you  seem 
a  bright  intdligent  youth.  Would  Vou  mind  just  stepping  inside 
and  fUlowing  us  to  dose  the  door  P    We  won't  detain  you  an  instant. 


;**0h,  but  I  think  that  makes  it  so  much  more  horrible,  don't  you? " 

is  the  Iron  Maiden!     Well, 


dreadful-looking. 
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MEETING   OF   THE 

Fob  thb  Pbomotiok  of 


''BANDY"   ASSOCIATION 

HOCKBT  ON  THB  lOB." 


|.  There's  a  good  sensible  boy  I 
I  ?    You  know  yon  wouldn't  hurt 

that  they  have  been  trifled  with, 
I— but  this  is  only  a  boy.  I  want 


Mrs,  F,  What  a  shame,  FbedI  Don't  think  of  such  a  thing, 
there 's  a  good  bojr  I    Say  no—and  I  '11  giye  you  sixpence  I 

The  Boy  {grinning).  Well,  Lady,  make  it  a  shillin',  and  I  '11  stay 
outside — to  oblige  you ! 

Mr»,  F,  {giving  him  a  shilling 
Fbedebic,  haye  you  gone  quite  mac 
afljr? 

{The  GooLBS  move  away,  feelim 

Mr.  F,  AfLj?  Notfor  the  work  .        . 

to  know  what  they  're  here /or.  Now,  my  lad,  you  're  not  engaged 
to  be  idle,  you  know.  Just  think  of  the  amount  of  innocent  pleasure 
you  would  afford  by  gettinfir  into  this  spiked  cradle  and  letting  me 
rook  you.  You  won't  ?  Well,  will  you  sit  on  the  Spanish  Donkey  ? 
come  I  I  '11  giye  you  a  leg  up  and  fasten  the  weights  on  your  legs  lor 
you.    You  aren't  afraid  of  a  donkey  ? 

[Byatandera  collect  in  hope  of  amusement. 

The  Boy  {eutkUy),  Not  of  some  Donkeys,  Sir,  as  ain't  quite  so 
sharp  as  tnat  one,  whateyer  they  think  theirselyes ! 

{Titters.  Mr.  F.  F.  feels  that  he  has  got  rather  the  worst  of  it, 
and  collapses,  with  the  dismal  completeness  of  a  Funny 
Man :  Mrs.  F.  remains  behind  to  bribe  the  boy  with  another 
shilling  to  promise  her  solemnly  never  on  any  account  to 
play  with  any  of  the  tortures, 

Mrs.  P,  (rejoining  her  husband).  Fbbdbric,  how  can  you  P  You 
make  me  feel  perfectly /atW  when  you  act  like  this  I 

Mr.  F.  (recovering).  Faint,  Cecilia  ?  Well,  I  daresay  they  won't 
mind  if  you  sit  down  in  one  of  these  spiked  chairs  for  a  minute  or 
two. 

Mrs,  F.  (angrily),  I  shall  do  no  such  thing,  Fbedbbic  I  And  you 
ouffht  to  be  ashamed  to  suggest  it  I 

Mrs.  Borrodale  (choosing  photographs  of  Nuremberg).  Look, 
John,  what  a  lovely  large  one  of  the  SebakTs  Kirche  /  I  really 
must  haye  this.  Oh,  and  the  Insel  Schutt—tjui  this  of  the  Schone 
Brunnen—BJid  the  yiew  from  the  Pur^—that  makes  the  half-dozen. 
They  will  be  joys  for  ever,  John  I  ijid  only  three  slullings  each  I 
Will  you  pay  the  boy  for  them,  John,  please— it 's  just  eighteen 
shillings. 

John.  Can't,  my  dear.  Only  half-a-orown  in  my  pocket.  Don't 
you  remember,  I  lent  you  my  last  soy.  not  fiye  minutes  ago  P 

Mrs.  B.  Oh,  so  you  did.    Well,  on  second  thoughts,  perhaps  this 


size  is  rather— 1  think  I  'U  take  fiye  of  the  sixpenny  ones  instead— 
they  're  eyery  bit  as  good.  You  can  spare  me  that  half-crown, 
John  I 

A  Patriot  (coming  out).  Well,  it's  just  the  same  'creaseyerywhere 
else.    All  the  things  '*  made  in  Germany  " !    Sickenin'  I  call  it ! 


RICE  AND  PRUNES. 

KiCB  and  prunes  a 

householdjoumal 

Called  the  chief  of 

household  boons : 

Hence  my  mother 

cooks  diurnal 

Bice  and  prunes. 

Therefore  on  suc- 
cessiye  noons. 
Sombre  fruit  and 
snowy  kernel 

Woo  reluctant 
forks  and  spoons. 

As  the  ear,  when 

leaves  are  vernal, 

Wearies    of     the 

blackbird's  tunes. 

So  we  weary  of 
eternal 

Rice  and  prunes. 

An  Old  Fbeend  at  thb  CBiTBaiON.— Time  flies,  and  Fourteen 
Days,  occupying  only  a  couple  of  hours  or  so  at  the  Criterion,  jg^oes 
wonderifullv.  Chaillbs  Wtndham  is  the  life  and  soul  of  the  piece, 
and  the  giady  Giddbns  is  another  life  and  soul.  Miss  Mabt  Mooeb, 
charming  as  ever,  with  a  clearness  of  *'  dictation,"  as  Mrs.  Malapbop 
would  say,  that  is  in  itself  a  delight  to  the  ear.  Every  word  she 
speaks  is  distinct,  and.  which  is  more  to  the  purpose,  every  tellinff 
word  tells.  Fourteen  Days  is  a  survival  and  revival  of  one  of  H.  J. 
Btbon's  fittest.  If  it  '*  catches  on  "  once  more,  as  it  ought  to  do, 
it  might  run  fourteen  weeks,  and  then, — **  Next  please  I " 


ti-n-  IT  !-■  riirn 


102 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


[February  27,  1892. 


Q.    E.    D. 

**MAr  I  ASK  YOU  HOW  YOU  MANAGE  TO  KMP  YOUR  LITTLl  PeT  80  SlEEK  AKD  ThIN  I" 

"I  don't  know.    It  has  its  Lunih  and  Dinner  with  me  every  day."        "Well,  bo  does  mineI' 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

SXTRACTSD  FBOlf  THB  DIABY  OF  TOBY,  lf.P. 

JSTouff  of  CommoM,  Monday.  February  15.— A  lively  sitting:, 
with  an  unexpected  ending.  Debate  on  Address  resumed  by 
BxxTON  in  exoellent  roeech,  an  effect  largely  contributed  to  by 
comparative  brevity.  Only  an  hour  long ;  remarkable  compression. 
Would  have  been  better  still  had  it  been  reduced  by  the  twenty 
minutes  occupied  in  preliminary  observations.  At  twenty-five 
minutes  past  four  he  rose  to  move  Amendment  condemnatory  of 
Land  Purchase  Act  of  last  year.  Precisely  at  a  quarter  to  five  came 
to  his  amendment,  and  began  to  recommend  it  to  House.  But 
mustn't  complain.  An  exoellent  beginning  for  new  Session  that 
mav  further  develop. 

*'An  oratorical  eel."  Saundebson,  later  in  sitting,  likened 
Member  for  West  Belfast  to;  charming  simile,  with  just  that 
mixture  of  graphioness  and  incongruity  that  onlv  Irish  wit  could 
flash  upon.  Not  meant  to  be  uncomplimentary^  xor  Saundebson, 
like  the  rest,  acknowledges  capacity  of  Sexton  in  debate :  his  clear 
insight,  his  capacity  for  grasping  a  subject,  his  aptness  of  illustra- 
tion.  his  quickness  of  retort,  and,  alack  I  the  embarrassment  of  the 
weuth  of  language.  If  he  could  onlv  economise  that,  and  guard 
against  the  fatal  fluency  that  besets  nim,  convertixig  what  might 
be  a  shaip  direct  speech  of  twent  v  minutes  into  a  windy  weariness  of 
hour-and-a-half  or  two  hours,  he  would  take  high  rank  among 
Parliamentary  debaters. 

Dizzy  once  said  the  occasions  when  a  man  addressing  House  of 
Commons  need  exceed  twentv  minutes,  come  to  him  only  twice 
or  thrice  in  a  lifetime.  He  did  more  than  preach :  he  earned  into 
practice  his  own  principle  with  success.  Yery  rarely  in  later  years, 
even  when  Leaoer  of  House  of  Commons,  did  he  exceed  twenty 
minutes,  and  all  his  most  successful  interpositions  in  debate  were  on 
that  plan.  When,  occasionally,  he  felt  that  circumstances  demanded 
a  long  and  laboured  address,  ms  labour  was  in  vain. 

Capital  speech,  too,  of  quite  another  kind,  from  Dunbar  Babton. 
Most  promising  maiden  speech  delivered  in  present  Parliament ;  of 
ffood  omen  that  best  parts  were  not  those  prepared  in  leisure  of  studv, 
out  the  earlier  passages  evoked  by  preceding  debate,  and  necessarily 
impromptu.    As  for  Saundkbson,  lie  was  in  his  best  form. 


"  Sauhdebson,"  said  the  Squibb  of  Malwood,  recognising  a 
kindred  spirit,  "  always  reminds  me  of  those  lifeguardsmen  you  see 
at  the  Mifitaorv  Festival,  riding  round  Agricultural  Hall  slashing  off 
heads.  The  neads  are  dummies,  and  no  harm  is  done ;  but  it's  a 
pretty  sight." 

The  Colonel  rides  well,  and  is  a  skilful  swordsman. 

Delight  of  audience  crowding  in  after  dinner  completed  by  Tnc 
Healy  dashino:  in  with  int«at  to  trip  up  Colonel.  Domestic 
difiiculties  in  the  Party  have  not  smoothed  down  Tnc's  natural 
truculence.  With  John  Redmond  sitting  behind  him  and  Saundeb- 
SON  in  h'ont,  a  porcupine  in  fretful  mood  is  a  ball  of  span  silk 
compared  with  Tik. 

After  this  Radclipfe  Cooee  and  collapse,  with  the  prospect  of 
proceedings  droning  on  till  midnight,  then  adjournment,  and  begin 
again  to-morrow.  Suddenly,  on  stroke  of  twelve,  Closure  moved. 
House  completely  taken  aback.  Whilst  it  sat  gasping  under  shock 
Spsakeb  declared  Closure  carried :  bells  rang  through  all  the 
corridors ;  Members  trooped  in  to  nnd  Division  imminent.  When 
figures  declared,  showing  Qovemment  had  been  surprised  into  narrow 
majority  of  21,  fresh  wave  of  excitement  welled  torth,  amid  which 
Address  was,  somehow,  agreed  to,  Members  went  off  into  snow- 
storm, cheering  and  laughing  as  if  there  had  never  before  been  such 
larks. 

Bui%n$9$  done. — Address  agreed  to. 

Tuesday  Night^QBAnrooLFE  turned  up  to-day ;  took  his  familiar 
corner  seat:  tugged  at  his  old  moustache ;  caressed  his  new  beard, 
and  listened  to  Ssale  Hayne  recklessly  attacking  the  sacred  institu- 
tion of  Justiciary  of  the  Peace. 

*  *  Nothing  changed,  Toby,  dear  boy,"  he  said:  "not  even  the 
Ministry.  When  I  came  back  from  Mashonaland  I  was  told  we  were 
on  the  eve  of  political  earthquake.  The  House  of  Commons  was  to 
be  transformed  into  a  cockpit ;  the  Benches  steepled  in  the  gore  of 
an  iniquitous  Ministry.  But,  except  for  some  vacant  places  and 
some  further  advancement  of  privates  in  the  little  band  I  once 
officered,  it 's  all  the  same,  only  a  little  drearier.  The  same  throng  in 
the  Lobby,  the  same  rows  of  Members  sitting  on  the  Benches,  the  same 
Mace  on  the  Table,  the  same  stately  figure  in  the  Chair,  ana  the  same 
Sergeants-at-Arms  relieving  guard  at  the  Cross  Benches.  There  are 
not  quite  the  same  two  Irish  Leaders,  for  Bbeb  Fox  has  *  goneawav.' 
Bbeb  Rabbit  I  see  sitting  over  there  with  his  kindly  face  and  nis 
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friendly  smile,  perhaps  the  onlv  Irishman  in  the  House  who,  if  a  coat 
were  trailed  before  him,  would  torn  away  from  temptation.  It 's  only 
Irishmen,  with  their  inezhanstible  fond  of  humour,  who  would  haTe 
put  JxTSTiN  McCabtht  in  his  present  place.  Doesn  t  much  matter  so 
lon^  as  Tdc  Hsalt  's  around.  I  '11  bet  my  gold  mine  at  Mashonaland 
against  the  KenneL  Barks,  that  Tdc  .will  make  up  the  ayerage  of 
fitting  even  when  Bber  Babbit  in  the  scale." 

xhere  's  one  thingr  changed  Gbaitbolph  did  not  allude  to ;  per- 
haps unconscious  of  it.  'lis  his  own  appearance.  In  addition  to  the 
beard,  he  has  put  on  ruddy  tint  that  sp^s  well  for  Mashonaland  as 
a  health  resort  compared  with  ^Westminster.  Amongst  the  pale- 
faced  legislators  his  Tisage  shines  like  the  morning  sun.  **  Quite  a 
Colonial  look  about  him,"  says  Aloxrkon  Bobthwick,  fretfully. 
**  But,  after  a  few  dinners  at  the  Amphitryon  and  a  few  nights  at 
the  House  and  elsewhere,  he  'U  get  oyer  it.'' 

Members  from  all  parts  crowd  round  GRAin)OLPH  to  shake  the 
homy  hand  of  the  intrepid  explorer,  the  dauntless  Uon  dompter.  A 
odd  air  whistles  along  the  row  of  Ministers  as  he  sits  behind. 

"What's  he  up  to?"  Jokim  hoarsely  whispered,  all  his  natiye 
gaiety  ecUpeed. 

'*  Gome  down,  I  suppose,"  said  Prince  Abthub,  smiling,  *'  to  con- 


**  And  what  do  voti  think  of  the  Tory  scheme  of  Home  Rule,"  I 
asked  Justin  McCabtht,  when  it  was  all  oyer. 

**  Timeo  Danao9^  et  aona  ferentes^^^  he  said,  dropping  into  his 
natiye  Celtic  speech.  '*But  in  this  case  there  is  no  room  for 
apprehension.  Balfottb  may  leaye  this  wooden  horse  outside  the 
gates  for  a  month,  and  the  Trojans  wouldn't  touch  it  with  a  pair  of 
tongs." 

I^oe  Abthttb  grew  more  confident  as  the  clouds  ^thered. 

**I  seeyery  weD,"  he  said,  "if  I'm  to  stable  this  horse  in  the 
Home  Rule  Troy,  I  must  draff  it  all  the  way  mjrself .  I  shall  get  no 
help  from  either  section  of  the  garrison.  But  it 's  got  to  be  done, 
and  I  '11  buckle-to.  Once  through,  it  will  settle  the  more  than  Um 
years'  siege." 

Bxmneu  done, — Prince  Abthub  left  tugging  away  at  his  wooden 
horse. 

Friday  Night,— B.Qfxue  of  Lords  alicst  deserted.  Halsbubt 
punctual  in  his  place,  making  most  of  o  rportunities  on  Woolsack 
whilst  they  yet  remain. 

•*  Here  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow,  Toby,"  he  remarked,  with 
forced  gaiety ;  ^*  but,  when  I  hand  in  the  Seals  of  Office,  I  shall  at 
least  haye  the  serene  assurance  to  cheer  me  in  my  retirement  that 


^p! 


"THE    HUNTING    OF    THE    HARCOURT." 
(According  to  Fancy  Sketch  hg  "  Oburvcr  '^inths**  Ttmet.**)    «  0  where  and  0  where  is  wr  Harcourt  Laddie  gone  f  " 


sratulate  us  on  our  great  yictor^  last  night,  whereby  we  escaped 
defeat  in  Debate  on  Address  by  triumphant  majority  of  21." 

"  Quite  a  stormy  petrel  don't  you  think  ?^'  Jokhc  said,  neryously 
rubbing  his  hands. 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Prince  Abthub  ;  "  that  usually  comes  before 
the  storm  you  Imow.  If  you  must  be  personal  and  omitholoj^cal,  I 
should  say  Obandolph'b  appearance  on  the  scene  is  more  reminiscent 
of  the  yulture ;  a  little  hasty  in  his  appearance  perhaps,  but  that  is 
none  the  less  significant." 

Busineu  done, — ^Practically  none,  and  so  home  to  dinner  at  twenty 
minutes  to  eight. 

Thursday  NiahU — Prince  Abthub  explained  proyisions  of  long- 
looked-f or  Local  Goyemment  scheme.  A  remarkable,  unexampled, 
scene.  House  crowded  on  eyery  Bench,  with  Duke  oi  DsyoNSHiBE 
looking  down  from  Peers'  Gallery,  tiianking  Heayen  he  is  out  of  it. 
Prince  Abthxtb's  maimer  in  introducing  the  measure  in  keeping  with 
the  strange  surroundings.  Might  reasonably  haye  been  expected 
that  he  would  haye  been  at  pains  to  recommend  the  Bill  to  accept- 
ance of  House.  Not  a  bit  of  it.  If  people  insisted  upon  regarding  it 
as  the  most  important  business  of  Session,  Prince  Abthub  coulon't 
help  it.  But  he  certainly  would  not  foster  the  delusion.  In  its 
potentiality  of  beneficent  Aect.  the  Bill  nothing  in  comparison  with 
the  Coercion  Act  or  the  light  Railways  Act. 

"A  poor  thing,"  he  said,  in  effect,  and  did  not  add,  "but  mine 
own." 

If  it  was  not  his,  certainly  no  one  else  would  own  it.  Irish  Members 
receiyed  it  with  jeers.  Johv  Moblbt  denounced  it  as  a  monstrous 
imposture.  Squibb  of  Malwood  beni^^nantly  affected  to  rArard  it 
as  a  Uttle  joke  with  which  Ministers  designed  to  yary  a  dull  Session. 
But  a  joke  may  be  carried  too  far ;  better  drop  this  now,  and  go  to 
business. 

Oddly  enough,  the  storm  of  contumely  had  effect  of  inspiring 
Prince  Abthub  with  new  affection  for  his  unwelcomed  offspring, 
adding  to  the  strength  of  his  eyidently  new  oonyiction  that  the 
propoMd  expedient  was  sound,  and,  if  accepted,  would  proye 
effioacions. 


the  whole  of  my  family,  including  collateral  branches,  haye  been 
proyided  for." 

Amongst  the  preyailing  dolour,  the  Mabkiss  in  high  spirits. 

"Things  not  looking  well  in  the  Commons  or  the  country,  I 
admit,"  he  says;  "but  all  is  not  lost  yet.  I  haye  still  a  caiti  to 
play,  and  I  belieye  it  will  score  the  trick.  We  shall  presently  haye 
to  go  to  the  country,  and  fight  a  confident  Opposition.  Successful 
Foreign  Policy  is  played  out.  Free  Education  has  brought  us  no 
support ;  trifling  with  Home  Rule  in  Ireland  will  bring  us  enemies. 
Am  conyinced  that  the  thing  to  ffo  to  the  country  on  is  the  fo^. 
Middlbton  's  our  man.  Been  thinking  oyer  it  for  a  week.  See  it 
now ;  shall  take  up  question  of  London  fog ;  deyise  some  means  of 
battling  with  it ;  and  then  let  the  worst  come.  A  Goyemment  that 
has  fought  the  fog  will  at  least  carry  London,  and,  London  ours, 
we  shall  be  able  to  stem  the  tide  of  anarchy." 

Busineaa  done. — The  Mabkiss  takes  a  great  resolution. 


Paddywhack  akd  Db.  Bibch.  —  Everyone  knows  what  "the 
Assisted  Education  (Ireland)  BUI "  is.  Why  should  not  an  Assisted 
Education  (England)  BUI  be  brought  in  to  enable  public  school-boys 
to  secure,  without  payment  of  any  additional  fee  beyond  that  included 
for  "  swiihing  "  in  me  Bill  sent  home  to  the  parents,  the  specimen  of 
the  legal  instrument  with  which  their  education  may  haye  oeen  most 
helpfully  assisted  P     

"  Bbcet  thb  Sbcoih)."— Those  comparatiyely  few  who  answered 
our  query  as  to  where  "the  good  Becky,  the  yery  opposite  of  Becky  in 
Vanity  Fair,  was  to  be  found  in  Thackbbat's  works,"  and  haye 
referred  us  to  ^  Shabby  Oenteel  Story,  are  right.  The  many  who 
hit  upon  IMecea  in  the  burlesque  of  Ivanhoe  mistook  the  question. 

A  CoBB£SPOin)Birr,  signing  himself  "Ionobahus,"  writes  to 
inquire  "The  address  of  aSociety  called  'The  London  French 
Polishers.'  "  He  says,  "  I  want  my  French  polished  up  a  bit  before 
going  to  Paris." 
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"VIVE  LA  LXBERTfi!" 
Thb  Era  at  one  time  oeed  to 
exyoj  a  monopoly  of  strangely, 
but  purely  profenionally-WOTded 
adyertisemente ;  but  now  the 
Daily  Telegraph  is  creeping  np 
and  oommencing  to  ooonpy  the 
JSira'ff  spedal  domain,  (me  day 
laat  week  in  the  D.  2*.  the  follow- 
ing notioe  appeared :  —  **  Mr. 
Chablbs  Suodbn  at  liberty.— 
Addrew.  &o."  "  At  Liberty  I " 
How  will  this  sound  to  the  un- 
initiated millions?  Taking  for 
granted  that  the  readers,  whose 
name  is  Legion,  know  perfectly 
well  who  and  what  Mr.  Chablbs 
SuGDBX  is,  having  a  lively  re- 
collection of  this  talented  actor 
as  amonff  the  best  representatives 
of  bad  onaracters  (excepting  per- 
haps that  of  William  of  Orange, 
which  was  Mr.  Bugdbn'b  ehef 
d*auvre,  and  about  whose 
character  there  are  strong  differ- 
ences of  opinion),  will  they  Dot 
unnaturally  be  led  to  inquire 
how,  why,  when  and  wherefore 
Mr.  SuoDBX  ever  came  to  be  de- 
prived of  his  liberty,  and  under 
what  circumstances  he  has  been 
restcved  to  it,  or  it  to  himF  *' At 
Liberty!"  It  has  a  frrand  and 
glorious  sound  I  Tlua  dislin- 
guished  Thespian  was  never  an 
"  hereditary  bondsman."  then 
why  not  always  "at  bberty"? 
But,  be  this  as  it  may.  once  more 
"the  fiover  is  free  I"  Sugdbk 
is  a  name  honourable  behind  and 
before  the  foot-lights.  In  the 
Courts  of  Law  it  is  a  Le^al 
Light,  and  among  Gas  Companies 
the  Sugden  Burner  is,  we  believe, 
justly  famous.  Whatever  the 
announcement  ma^  or  may  not 
mean,  all  sons  of  Liberty  will 
rejoice  that  this  eccentric  comedian 
is  once  more  free,  and  on  the  stage 
he  will  be  again  most  welcome. 

"  Abb  you  staying  in  town  P  " 
"  No,"  answered  Mrs.  R. ;,  "  I  'm 
going  au  contraireJ*  Which,  she 
subseauently  explained,  was 
French  for  going  into  the  country. 


FANCY   PORTRAIT. 


GENERAL  BOOM  BASTES. 

Solo  and  Chorue, 

Am-"  Fif!  Fmfl  J\nt/!  ^'/rom  «•  La  Grmde  Duch^me:* 

'*  Et  puff  1  PUFF  1  PUFF  I 

£t  tara  faba  poum  I 
Jb  suis,  hoi,  lb  GiNfiRAL  Boom  t  Boom  1  " 

[JUpeats  it  ad  lib. 


ON  RELIGIOUS  CYMBALI8M. 
Thb  Salvationist  Bands  which 
perform  in  and  out  of  London — 
(would  that  they  were  restricted 
as  the  Moore  and  BurgessMinstrels 
restrict  themselves  to  one  hall, 
never  or  "hardly  ever,"  perform- 
ing out  of  London!)— everywhere 
and  anywhere  without  respecting 
illness,  or  the  hours  of  public  wor- 
ship in  our  Churches  and  Chapels, 
or  the  necessities  of  repoee,  show 
thereby  a  distinct  w^nt  <n  that 
consideration  for  the  feelings  of 
their  f  ellow-oitizens  which  simple 
Christian  folk  call  Charity.  These 
Booth  performers— which  desig- 
nation savours  suggestively  of 
Mountebanks— would  do  well  to 
pla^  their  peculiar  music  and  sing 
their  peculiar  hymns  within  the 
four  walls  of  their  own  places  of 
worship,  employing  the  intervals 
essential  for  gaining?  of  wind  and 
for  rest  of  muscle  in  meditating, 
perhaps  breathlessly,  on  the  in- 
spired Pauline  teaching  which  will 
inform  them  that  even  the  works 
of  an  Apostle,  if  he  have  not 
charity,  will  be  as  "soundine 
brass  and  tinkling  cymbals," 
making  indeed  a  great  noise  in 
the  world,  but  as  one  WmxiM 
Shakspbabb  has  said,  being  mere 
"sound  and  fury  signifving  no- 
thimr."  "Liberty  of  Worship" 
by  aU  means,  but  not  such  Liberty 
for  any  one  particular  form  of 
worship  whicht  interfering  with 
the  freedom  of  others,  speedily  de- 
generates into  fanati<»l  licence, 
and  so  becomes  a  nuisance  as  in- 
tolerant as  it  is  intolerable. 


AvoLO-AiCBBiCAK  Fbbkch.— A 
new  word  must  be  added  to  our 
French  dictionaries.  In  Le  Figaro 
for  Feb.  15,  in  an  article  on  Hbctob 
Malot,  occurs  this  expression, '  *  en 
ce  temps  de  puffleme  UUSraire^ 
In  English  we  have  had  the  word 
and  the  thing  too,  since  the  time 
of  Shbbxdait'b  Cfitie^  but  is  any 
student  of  French  journalism 
familiar  with  it  in  the  Parisian 
newspapers? 


THE  FANCY  BALL. 

You  came  as  Gbbtchbit,  hair  of  gold 

And  face  so  exquisitely  sweet, 
That  I,  like  Faust,  had  certee  sold 
Myself,  to  win  vou,  Maboubbitb. 
Each  plait  enmeshed  my 
struggling  heart. 
That  wildly^  beat 
against  my  will ; 
And  though  at  last  we 
had  to  part. 
In  Dreamland  I  could 
see  you  still. 

Another      night,     with 
tresses  da^k. 
And  kirtle  strewn  with 
fleure^'lye^ 
You  came  a  flashing  Joan 
OF  Abc, 
Destructive     of     my 
bosom's  peace. 
The  sword  was  girt  upon 
your  hip, 
And  thine  the  Maid's  heroic  glance ; 
I  seemed  to  hear  upon  your  lip, 
The  watchword  of  her  life,  '*  For  Francel " 


Anon  I  saw  thee  as  the  Queen 

Who  held  so  many  hearts  in  fee ; 
But  Mabt  Stuabt  scarce  had  been, 

Methinks,  so  beautiful  as  ^ee. 
I  fain  had  gone  and  sj)lintered  lance, 

As  in  the  old  days  m  our  realm ; 
To  win  a  kind  approving  glance. 

And  wear  your  glove  upon  my  helm. 

What,  stately  Edith  !    Lives  there  yet 

The  lady  of  that  roval  line, 
Thepeerless  proud  Plantagenet, 

Will  Eeitnbth's  ^reat  emprise  be  mine? 
We  saw  how  high  his  hopes  could  soar ; 

We  know  the  guerdon  that  he  won. 
Shall  I  find  favour,  as  of  yore 

Did  David,  Earl  of  Huntingdon  ? 

'Tis  certain,  in  whatever  guise 

You  come,  as  heroine  of  song 
Or  story,  to  my  faithful  eyes 

You  shine  the  fairest  of  the  throng. 
However  fanciful  you  be. 

Whatever  fancy  dress  befalls ; 
My  fancy  paints  you  fanov-free. 

To  fancy  me  at  Fancy  Balls  I 


Thb  Real  Nine  Ponrrs  of  the  Law.— Costs. 


THE  UNOBSERVED  OF  ONE 
"OBSERVER" 

Fbom  the  account  riven  by  "  Obseevbb  "  in 
the  Times,  it  might  oe  inferred  that  "  Hab- 
coubtI  Habcoubt!"  was  shouted  all  over 
the  House,  in  the  lobbies,  through  the  smok- 
ing-room, in  the  library,  through  the  cellars, 
in  fact,  everywhere  within  the  sacred  pre- 
cincts, on  one  memorable  night,  while  at 
that  very  moment  the  wily  Sir  William, 
tucked  comfortably  up  in  his  little  bed,  was 
murmuring  softly  to  nimself,  "  Habcoubt  I 
indeed !  ^  Ha!  not  caught,^  more  likely  I "  and 
so  sweetly  fell  asleep. 

Mbs.  R.  read  aloud  from  the  latest  Report 
of  "  B.  and  F.  Bible  Society,"  "One  cannot 
help  thinking  of  the  gbrious  field  of  labour 
which  Ues  open  here  before  the  Colporteur, 
and  of  the  pleasant  wav  in  which  his  labours 
are  appreciated  by  all."  But  the  worthy  lady 
pronounced  colporteur  as  ooalporter.  and  so 
on  hearing  from  a  friend  that  "  toe  Cool- 
porters  were  on  strike,"  Mrs.  R.  could  not 
help  exclaiming,  "  Dear !  how  ungrateful  of 
them,  when  they  were  being  *  so  much  appre- 
ciated by  all  I ' '^ 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In  Teas  of  the  D'Urbevillee  (published  by  Messrs.  Osgood, 
McIlyaine  &  Co.),  Mr.  Thomas  Habdt  has  pren  us  a  strikiiig 
work  of  fiction,  bold  in  design  and  elaborate  in  finish.  The  cha- 
racters, with  one  exception,  are  as  true  to  Hfe  as  are  his  graphic 
descriptions  of  nature^  own  scenery ;  true  that  is  to  the  types  of 
such  rural  life  as  he  professes  to  represent, — the  life  led  in  our 
Christian  country  by  thousands  and  thousands  of  genuine  Psf  ans, 
superstitious  Boeotians,  with  whom  the  schoolmaster  can  do  but  little, 
and  the  parson  still  less.  As  to  the  clergymen  who  appear  in  this 
story,  two  of  them  are  priggishly  academic,  a  third  is  a  comfortable 
antiquarian,  and  the  fourth  unacquainted  with  even  the  A.  B.  C.  of 
his  own  pastoral  theology. 

Since  Thackebat's  Captain  Castigan,  and  Tom  Robebtsok's 
dramatic  yariation  of  him  as  Eccles  in  Caete^  no  more  original 
tFpe  of  the  besotted,  no-working  working-man,  has  been  given  us 
(^*  at  least,  as  far  as  I  am  aware,"  interpolates  the  Baron,  with  a 
possible  reserration)  than  Tese'B  father,  Ihtrbeyfteld.  His  foolish 
wife,  JoaUy  kindly  in  a  way,  a  fair  housewife  and  helpmate,  yet 
deficient  in  moral  sense,  is  another  admirably-drawn  character. 

The  only  blot  on  this  otherwise  excellent  work  is  tiie  absurdly 
melodramatic  character  of  that  '*yillain  of  the  deepest  dye,"  Alee 
jyUrbeville,    who   would  be   thoroughly   in   his   element  in  an 


A  Bright  Particvlah  Star  ut  the  Milky  Way. 

Showing  how  an  Angel  without  wings  played  on  the  harp  to  Milkmaid  Tets 

of  the  Tubby-reals,  who  waa  bo  proud  of  her  calrea. 

Adelphi  Drama  of  the  most  approved  type,  ancient  or  modem. 
He  is  just  the  sort  of  stage-scoundrel  who  from  time  to  time  seeks 
to  ti^e  some  mean  advantage  of  a  heroine  in  distress,  on  which 
occasions  said  heroine  (of  Adelphi  Drama)  will  request  him  to 
''unhand  her,"  or  to  '*  stand  aside  and  let  ner  pass ; ''  whereupon 
the  dastardly  ruffian  retaliates  with  a  diabolical  sneer  of  fiendish 
malice,  his  eyes  ablaze  with  passion,  as,  making  his  melodramatic 


fiendish  glee,  **Now,  pretty  one,  you  are  in  my  power  I "  and  so  forth. 
'Tis  a  great  pity  that  such  apennv-plain-and-two-penoe-ooloured 
scoundrel  should  have  been  allowea  so  strong  a  part  among  Mr. 
Habot's  excellent  and  unconyentional  dramatis  persona.  Even  the 
very,  very  strong  ejaculations  wherein  this  bold  Im^  man  indulges  on 
the  slijfhtest  provocation  belong  to  the  most  antiquated  vooabulary  of 
theatrical  rumanism.  However,  there  he  is,  and  all  the  perfumes  of 
the  Yale  of  Blackmoor  will  not  suffice  for  dispelling  the  strong  odour 
of  the  footlights  which  i)ervade8  every  scene  where  this  uncon- 
scionable scoundrel  makes  his  apx>earance.  That  he  is  ultimately 
disposed  of  by  being  stuck  to  the  heart  with  the  carving-knife  that 
haa  been  brought  in  for  cold-beef  slicing  at  breakfast,  is  some  satis- 
faction. But  far  be  it  from  the  Baron  to  give  more  than  this  hint 
in  anticipation  of  the  tragic  denoutnent.  Some  might  accuse 
Mr.  Thomas  Habdt  of  foolhardiness  in  so  boldly  telling  ugly  truths 
about  the  Pagan  Phyllises  and  Corydons  of  our  dear  old  christian 
England ;  but  we,  his  readers,  have  the  author's  word  for  the  truth 
of  what  he  has  written,  as  **the  fortunes  of  Tess  of  the  jyUrbe^ 
villes^aPure  Woman,'*  are  "faithfully  presented"  by  Thomas 
Habdt,  and  so  his  honour  is  pledged  to  the  truth  of  this  story  which 
his  powers  of  narration  have  made  so  fascinating  to  a  host  of  readers 
besides  the  one  who  is  a  host  in  himself,  namely. 

The  Babof  de  Book-Wobms. 


JUSTICE  FOR  JUSTICE  I 

ScEins— ^  Court  of  Justice.  Prisoner,  a  young  man  of  eighteen^  m 
the  dock,  weeping  bitterly*  His  Uncle  stands  before  him^  and 
occasionally  offers  him  smelling  salts.  General  commiseration 
amongst  the  spectators,  many  of  whom  are  ladies  armed  with 
opera-glasses.    Police  Constable  under  cross- examination. 

Counsel  for  the  Defence,  And  so.  Constable,  you  had  actually  tiie 
heart  to  read  the  warrant  to  the  Prisoner  ? 

Witness.  I  ^d,  8ir.  in  the  execution  of  my  duty. 

Coun.for  the  Def  {scornfully).  Duty !  ana  to  this  he  said  nothing? 

Wit,  (in  a  low  tone).  Nothing,  Sir— nothing  I 

Coun,  for  the  Def,  And  I  am  not  suiprifled.  I  He  might  wdl  say 
nothing  to  such  an  announcement  I  He,  a  Ctentleman  by  birth — 
edacation—everything — ^to  be  accused  of  forgery  I    It  is  too  oroel ! 

Mr,  Justice  I^unck  (courteously  but  firmly),  I  do  not  wish  to 
control  the  management  of  your  ease,  Mr.  McSlaitgeb,  but  tiie  tune 
for  you  to  address  the  Jury  nas  not  yet  arrived. 

Coun,  for  Def,  (submissive  but  sulky).  As  your  Lordship  plcaaes, 

[Reeumes  his  seat. 

Usher  (calling).  Admiral  CuTTXBMAirl 

Admiral  (in  a  low  tone).  Here  I 
[He  leaves  the  Prisoner,  first  handing  him  the  smelling  salts,  and 
enters  the  Witness  Box, 

Council  for  the  Prosecution  (mfter  the  Witness  has  been  ewom)*  I 
think  you  are  here  on  subpoBua  served  by  the  Treasury. 

Witness  (with  a  glance  of  sadness  at  the  Dock),  Had  I  not  been 
summoned  to  be  present  by  those  in  authority,  not  the  entz^aties  of 
magicians  would  nave  brought  me  here ! 

Coun,  for  the  Pros,  I  take  it  you  are  an  unwilling  Witness? 

Witness  (with  difficulty  suppressing  acute  emotion),  A  most,  a 
very  most  unwilling  Witness ! 

Coun.  for  the  Def,  (scornfully).  Unwilling  I 

Coun,  for  the  Pros,  (in  a  tone  of  remonstrance),  1  really  must  beg 
my  learned  friend  to  refrain  from  disturbing  the  proceedings.  These 
constant  interruptions  are  most  annoyinjg. 

Coun.  for  the  Def,  (with  force  ana  violence),  I  cannot  sufBdezitly 
express  my  indignation 

Mr,  Justice  Punch  (sharply).  Then  do  not  make  the  attempt* 

Coun,  for  the  Def,  (surhlf^j.  As  your  Lordship  pleases.  [Subeides. 

Coun.  for  the  Pros,  But,  in  spite  of  being  an  unwilling  Witneas, 
you  undoubtedly  saw  the  Prisoner  forgre  your  name  ? 

Witness  (with  his  handkerchief  to  ms  eyes),  Alas!  I  did ! 

[4  poiMC,  during  which  everyone  regains  eqtmnimiiy. 

Coun,  for  Def.  (on  renewal  of  proceedings).  And  so  you  are  toe 
Uncle  of  the  Prisoner  ? 

Witness  (sadly).  Yes,  I  am. 

Coun,  for  Def,  Still  Vou  are  here,  and  are  pushing  that  poor  lad 
to  the  prison-door  I  (Prisoner  snivels,)  Yes,  you  are  dealing  him 
(one  of  your  own  fiesh  and  blood)  a  never-to-be-recalled  ii^ury ! 

Witness  (pluckingup  spirit),  Ouy  my  duty.  Sir.  I  obey  only  my  duty ! 

Coun,  for  Def  Your  duty !  Why,  man,  how  can  it  be  your  duty? 

Mr,  Justice  Punch  (serumsly).  Again  1  must  interpose.  (2b 
Counsel.)  Mr.  McSlanoeb,  I  must  once  more  remina  you  that 
your  business  at  present  is  to  ask  Questions,  not  to  make  speeches. 

Coun,  for  Def.  But,  my  Lord,  the  task  is  a  difficult  one. 

Mr,  Justice  Punch,  If  you  find  it  beyond  your  powers,  no  doubt 
some  of  your  colleagues  will  come  willingly  to  your  assistance. 

Cotm,  for  Def,  rto,  my  Lord,  I  do  not  mean  what  your  Lordahip 
means.  I  am  quite  capable  of  performing  the  duties  it  has  been  my 
pleasure  and  pnde  to  accept. 

Mr.  Justice  Punch  (wearily).  Pray  let  us  get  on? 

Coun.  for  Def,  Do  you  not  think  it  a  grossly  cruel  and  revolting 
thing  that  a  man  shoiud  give  evidence  against  nis  near  relative  ? 

Witness  (greatly  agitated).  My  Lord,  I  appeal  to  you,  is  it  fair 
that  I  should  be  treated  in  this  fashion  ? 

Mr.  Justice  Punch  (emphatically).  No,  it  is  not !  You  are  here. 
Sir,  in  iierformance  of  a  solemn  duty — to  assist  the  ends  of  juatioe  in 
the  punishment,  and  consequently  prevention,  of  crime.  It  is  not 
right  that  in  the  witness-oox  you  should  be  badgered  and  insulted 
as  if  you  were  worthy  of  the  dock !  One  can  ieel  some  svmpathT 
with  the  relatives  of  the  prisoner,  because  he  appears  to  nave  had 
respectable  surroundings.  But  if  he  is  convictea  of  forgery,  it  will 
be  nis  own  fault !  I  shall  accept  the  verdict  as  a  proof  that  educa- 
tion and  birth  are  not  safeguards  to  prevent  crime.  And  as  for  yon. 
Sir  (turning  angrily  to  Coun.  for  Def.),  let  me  tell  you  that  jaa 
degrade  your  office  when  you  make  the  wig  and  the  ^wn  the  dudd 
of  the  brute  and  the  bully.    Let  us  have  no  more  of  it ! 

Coun.  for  Def.  (subdued  but  depressed).  As  your  Lordship  pleases. 

Mr.  Jtutice  Punch.  It  does  so  please  me,  and  I  think  that  it  wiU 

lually  please  all  my  learned  brothers  who  sit  in  Boyal  Courts  to 
follow  my  example !  It  is  time  that  the  Witness,  as  weU  as  the 
accused,  received  proper  protection.  I  hope  my  woras  ?nll  be  t&kesi 
to  heart  in  another  place  I 

iThe  Scene  closes  in  on  his  Lordship^ s  suggeetsom. 


^  BOncS. — ^Sideeted  ConmunieatioBs  or  CoatributioBa,  whether  XI.,  Printed  Xattw,  Orawiagai  or  Fietana  e<  smf  diiarlpflflii,  vfl| 
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POPULAR   SONGS   RE-SUNG. 

Ob£AT  is  the  miffht  of  the  Meaningless! 
Especially  in  a  rattling  refrain  or  a  rousing 
chonis.  Big  drum  effects  are  always  popular. 
What  wonder  deyer  Miss  Lottis  Colliks*8 
'*  2Vi-ra-ra-ioom-d«-ay."*  is  all  the  ra^? 
*'  Her  greatest  creation  "  (vide  advertise- 
ments).^ *  sung  and  danced  with  the  utmost 
verve f  has  taken  the  town.  Will  it  **  mar  its 
use"  to  attach  a  meaning  to  it  P  Let  us  try  :— 

No.  VI.  — THAT'S  HOW  WE 
BOOM  TODAY  I 


A  Smabt  '*  mug-lumherer  '*  one 

must  he 
To-day,  to"  fetch  "  Sassiety ; 
Kot  too  strict,  of  swagger  free, 
And  as  **  fly '^  as  '*  fly^'  can  he. 
Ever  pushing,  ever  hold, 
(EUe   one's   left  **out   in  the 

cold") 
Thus  Success  you  grasp,  and  hold , 
And  may  sing,  though  Pecksniffs 

scold,— 

Chorm. 

Tra-la!    We  "  hoom  "  to-day ! 
That 's  how  we  **  hoom  "  to-dav  : 
Bra-va!    We  "  hoom  "  to-day  ! 
Hoo-rah !    We  *  *  hoom  "  to-day  1 
[And  80  on,  six  times  or  tiufte* 

n. 
All  want  to  "Boom."    But  don't  be 
For  modesty  is  all  my  eye.  [»hy, 

Shun  all  reserve,  if  jou  would  try 
For  '*  paying  "  notoriety.  fhaslo, 

If  you  would  *'  make  your  pile  " 
You  must  not  bother  about  "  taste/^ 
Every  chance  must  be  embraced, 
If  you  would  sing  when  fairly  *  *  plaoed , " 
CAorM«— Tra-la  I  We  "  boom  "  to-day ! 
[Over  and  over  agmn, 

lU. 
Art 's  a  good  game.    'Tis  easier  far 
Than  'twas  of  old  to  be  a  Star. 


Hit  on  some  trick  crepuscular. 

Like  smudge  or  smoke,  and  there  you  are ! 

They  *11  mouthy  and  call  you  "  Master."    So 

You  're  sure — ^in  time — to  be  a  go. 

You  will  catch  on,  and  sell,  although 

Your  meaning  not  a  soul  may  know, — 

CAoru»— Tra-la-lal  "  Boom  "  to-day ! 
[Ad  libitum, 

IV. 

If  Humour  is  your  little  line. 
Coherent  sense  you  must  resign. 

Cry,  "  Paradox  alone  * 

divine 
Lamb  had   his   manner, 

this  is  Mind" 
Try    Ktraia    nnd    twitt; 

gimw  the  dry  bone 
Of   mirth    till    nil    the 

morrow  *b  gone ; 


^J^> 


And  crowds,  who  first  stared  like  a  stone. 
Your  "  subtle  genius  "  soon  will  own. 

CAorw— Tra-la!  We  "boom"  to-day^ 
[Ad  nauseam. 

V. 

Is  the  Dramatic  "  biz  "  preferred  P 
There  you  may  "  boom  '^  it  like  a  bird. 
Turn  on  the  Absolute- Absurd ; 
By  that  strange  tap  the  mob  is  stirred* 
Be  dismal,  deathly,  dirty,  dim ; 
Grovelling,  ghastly,  gruesome,  grim. 
Anything  meaning  morbid  whim  ;       [vim  !  " 
Qiudnuncs  will  cry,  "What  treuthi   what 

CAorw— Tra-la-k !  "  Boom  "  to-day ! 
[As  long  as  you  like  1 

VI. 

Or  would  you  even  higher  fly, 

And  found  a  *  *  Cult "  ?    You ' ve  but  to  try. 
That  blend  fools  follow  in  full  cry, 
Meaninglessness|>/ti«  Mvstery ! 
A  witch  astride  upon  a  broom, 
A  bogie  in  a  darkened  room. 
Nonsense  and  nubibnstic  gloom, — 
Mix  them  like  witch-broth ;  they  will 

"boom"! 
CAortw— Tra-la!  We  "boom;' to-day! 
\TiU  you  are  tired  ofit. 

vn. 

Boom !    Boom  I    'Twill  bring  in  cent. 

per  cent., 
With  that  Big  Drum,  Advertisement. 
Nonsense,  with  nous  oiscreetlv  blent. 
Finds  the  world  cheated— ana  content. 
But  "make   your  game"   while  yet 

there 's  room. 
For  novel  shapes  of  quackery.    Doom 
Awaits  us  in  the  outer  gloom : 
A  day  may  come  when  Bosh  won^t 

"Boom"! 

Chorus, 
That 's  how  we  "  boom  "  to-day ! 
Tra-k!    We  "boom"  to-day! 
Ha-ha!    We  " boom "  to-day ! 
Tra-k  !    We  "  boom"  to-day ! 

[And  so  on  till  further  orders. 


OXJB  BOOKING-OFFICE.— Quoth  one  of  the  Baron's  Assistants  to  his  Chief,  "  Sir,  those  who  love  the  personalitv,  and  venerate 
the  memory  of  Charles  Dickens,  will  thank  Miss  Hogabth  who  has  select^,  Mr.  Iawbevck  Huttov  who  nas  edited,  and  Osgood. 
McIlvaiite  &  Co.  who  publish,  a  series  of  letters  addressed  by  Boz  to  Wilkib  Colliks.    They  bear  date  between  the  years  1851  and 

"  ' '  1870^  were  found  among  CoLLiirs's  papers  after  his  death,  and  prove  not  the  least 

precious  of  his  possessions.    Foster's  Life  of  Dickens  will  undoubtedly  remain  the 
medium  through  which  the  outer  world  shall  know  the  great  novelist."   "  True,' 

interposes^  the  Baron,  "that  -. 

certainly  is  one  way  in  which 
admiration  for  the  works  of 
the  great    novelist   will   be  | 
foster'd    among    us.       You  j 
agree?     Of   course  you  do 
Proceed,  sweet  warbler,  your 
observations      interest      me 
much."    Whereupon  the 
warbler  thus  addressed  con- 
tinued.   "But^  Sir,  we  are 
all  conscious  of  a  certain  un- 
pleasant taste  those  volumes 
leave  in  the  mouth.    Some  of 
the  incidents  recorded,  and 
many  of  the  letters,  present 
Dickens  with  undue  promin- 
ence in  a  possible  phase  of  his 
character,  as  a  mtmess  trades- 
man in  literature  and  lectur- 
ing, with  some  tendency  to  be  I 
overbearing  in  his  social  re-  I 
lations.    In  this  little  volume  I 
of  letters  to  his  old  familiar ! 
friend  we  find  him  at  his  best,  | 
Tdiether  as  a  worker  in  lite-  i 
rature  or  as  a  critic  of  other  ' 
people's  work." 

Babok  be  Book- 
WoBMS  &  Co. 


'  ^4^&.^.^.;;/.,,V''M-f4^i 


*  ASSISTED  EDUCATION." 


"JOINT*  OCCUPATION.' 
(SuffgesUd  by  Cook's  Tourisi  in  Egypt*) 
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THE    MODERN   ALEXANDER'S    FEAST;    OR,   THE   POWER   OF   SOUND. 


'WITH  RAVISHED  EABS, 
THE  MONABGH  HEAR9, 


ASSUMES  THE  GOD.  (^ 

AFFECTS  TO  NOD,  T 

AKD  SEEMS  TO  SHAKE  THE  SPHERES  1 


ooQie 

n"    o 
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C^^^^g-jwAy  OUT 


QUITE    UP  TO   DATE. 

Coiuin Madge,  *'Wbll,  Good-btb,  Chablis.    So  many  thanks  fob  Taking  Cabb  of  us  I" 


Cfharlie.  *'yoT  at  all/* 


TNE  MODERN  ALEXANDER'S  FEAST 

Ob,  thb  Powbb  of  Sound. 

{An  Ode  for  (he  Brandenburg  Diet  Day  ;  a  long 
way  after  Drjfden,) 

[*'  At  tlie  banquet  of  the  Diet  of  Brandenburg, 
the  QiBMAN  Empiror  said  :  —  *  The  aasuml 
knowledge  that  your  STmpathy  lo3rally  attendi  me 
in  my  work,  inspiret  me  with  fresh  strength  to 
persevere  in  my  task,  and  to  advance  alon^  the 
path  marked  out  for  me  by  Heareo.  To  this  are 
added  the  sense  of  responsibility  to  our  Supreme 
Lord  abore,  and  my  unshakable  conviction  that 
He.  our  former  ally  at  Bossbach  and  Dennewitz, 
will  not  leave  me  in  the  lurch.  He  has  taken  such 
infinite  pains  with  our  ancient  Brandenburg  and 
our  House,  that  we  cannot  suppose  he  has  done 
this  for  no  purpose  .  . .  My  course  is  the  right  one, 
and  it  will  be  persevered  in." — Daily  Faper.] 

'TwAS  in  the  ro^al  feast  Brandenburg  set 
For  ProTidenoe's  pet : 
Aloft  in  Teuton  state 
The  ffod-like  hero  sate 

On  his  Imperial  throne : 
His  Brandenburffers  listened  round, 
Appreciatiye  of  the  Power  of  Sound ; 
All  admire  shouting— when  the  Shouter  's 
crowned! 
The  Joyian  Eaele  at  his  side 
Perched,  and  uke  Bheims's  Jackdaw, 

eyed 
The  Olympian  hero  in  his  pride. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  Chief  I 
N<me  out  the  loud, 
None  but  the  loud, 
From  the  orass  crowd  may  win  belief  I 
His  looks  he  shook,   his  long  moustache 

he  twirled. 
And  saw  a  Tision  of  nimself  as  Sovereign  of 
the  World  I 


The  listening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  sound. 
**  A  present  deity  I ''  they  shout  around. 
**  A  present  deity  I "  the  vaulted  roofs  re- 
bound. 
With  ravished  ears. 
The  monarch  hears. 
Assumes  the  rod. 
Affects  to  nod.. 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres  I 

In    praise    of    Brandenburg  the   Shouting 
Emperor  spoke. 
In  language  like  a  nuge  thrasonic  joke. 
The  newest  god  in  triumph  comes ; 
Blare  the  trumpets,  thump  the  drums : 
Flushed  with  a  purple  grace, 
He  lifts  his  Jovian  f aoe  I 
Now  give  the  blowers  breath.    He  comes,  he 

comes! 
New  Alexandbk  fair  and  young. 
Drinking,  in  Teuton  nectar,  once  again 
To  Brandenburg,  that  treasure 
Of  earth,  and  heaven's  chief  pleasure. 
Rich  the  treasure. 
Sweet  the  pleasure. 
Which  to  the  gods  has  given  such  pain  1 

Soothed  with  the  sound,  the  Emperor  grows 

vain, 
Fights  all  his  biattles  o'er  again  \ 
'Twas  Heaven  that  routed  all  Am  foes,  Olym- 
pus slew  ht$  slain. 
He  has  the  greatest  of  allies ! 
Doubters  are  dastards  in  hie  eyes. 
And  grumblers  at  their  deified 
Toung  Emperor  in  his  pro^r  xnride. 
Should  shake  from  their  false  shoes 
Germania's  dust.    The  Muse 
Must  sing  Jove-WiLHELM  great  and  good. 
By  a  benignant  fate 


Lifted,  gifted,  gifted,  lifted. 
Lifted  to  a  god^  estate, 

Olympian  in  his  mood : 

The  mighty  Master  smiled  to  see, 
Infant-in-Arms,  youn^  Oermany, 
Jove's  nursling,  quit  his  cot  and  pap, 
And,  quite  a  promising  young  chap. 
Grown  out  of  oaby-shoes  and  bottle^ 
And  **  draughts ''^  which  teased  his   infant 
throttle. 
Get  rid  of  ailments,  tum-tum  troubles. 
Tooth-cutting  pangs^  and '  *  windy"  bubbles, 
A  tremendous  time 


joying. 

The  new  god  now  sits  o^de  ye. 
Take  the  gifts  he  will  provide  ye ! 
your  young  OrbiCan  schooler. 


Your  Hereditary  Ruler  I " 
(The  Brandenburgers  bellow  loud  applause.) 
*'JKfy  course  is  right,  and  glorious  is  my 
Cause  1 1?" 
The  Prince,  the  ^od  unable  to  restrain, 
Rmc  from  his  chair. 
With  Jovian  air, 
And,  hanging  up  his  thunderbolts  with  care. 
What  time  his  eagle  gave  a  gruesome  glare, 
The  nectar  gulped  again  and  vet  again : 
Then  stoo]^ ing  his  homed  helmet  firm  to 

Voted   himself    the    New.iGod  — Jupiter- 
(G)Ammon! 
•  •  •  •  # 

*'  Let  ALEXAin>XB  yield  the  prize 
To  WiLHSLM  <i  the  Iron  Crown ; 
He  raised  himself  unto  the  skies, 
/  bring  Olympus  doum  !  !  I " 
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LETTERS   TO   ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  XI.-TO  PLAUSIBILITY. 

Mr  Dbib  Plax7. 

I  SHOULD  De  the  most  unmteful  dog  if  I  failed  to  acknow- 
ledge the  pleasure  I  have  reoeivea  dorixig  my  life  from  the  society  of 
your  friends  and  proUgis.  I  don't  speak  of  mere  material,  meat- 
and-money  advantages.  Probably,  if  a  strict  account  could  be 
stated,  it  might  be  found  that  in  these  paltry  matters  a  balance, 
large  or  small^  was  still  due  to  me.  Who  knows  P  Strict  accounts 
are  hateful ;  and  eyen  if  I  did  lose  here  and  there  I  did  it,  I  fancy, 
with  my  eves  open,  and  was  not  sorry  to  indulge  these  gentlemen 
with  the  idea  that  their  fascinations  had  conouered  me.  No.  What 
I  speak  of  is  rather  the  genuine  pleasure  I  nave  derived  from  some 
of  the  finest  acting  (in  ordinary  life,  not  on  the  boards)  that  the 
world  ever  saw,  acting  in  which  I  protest  that  the  tears,  the  sighs, 
the  misery,  the  gallantry,  the  courage,  the  loyal  sentiments  and  the 
honourable  promises  all  rang  with  so  sincere  a  sound  that  the  very 
actor  himself  was  subdued  like  the  dyer*s  hand  to  the  colours  he 
worked  in,  until  he  believed  himself  to  be  the  most  unjustly  perse- 
cuted of  mankind,  the  most  upright  of  gentlemen, 
or  whatever  the  special  emotion  ne  simulated  re- 
ooired  that  he  should  seem  to  be  for  the  moment. 
That  he  might  possibly  be  what,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  he  often  was,  a  rogue  and  a  knave,  mattered 
little  to  me  at  the  time.  He  was  evidently  himself 
ignorant  of  his  potentialities,  and  in  any  case  they 
could  not  spoil  my  eesthetic  einoyment  of  a  notable 
performance.  And  after  all  who  is  to  undertake  to 
draw  the  line  between  the  good  man  and  the  bad  P 
I  have  known  men  with  regard  to  whom  I  was 
convinced  that  they  were  aomirably  equipi>ed  by 
nature  for  a  career  of  roguery ;  somewhere  in  the 
backs  of  their  heads  I  know  thev  carried  a  complete 
set  of  intellectual  implements  for  the  task,  but  no 
temptation,  as  it  happened,  ever  came  to  open  the 
door  of  that  secret  chamber,  and  the  unconscious 
owners  of  it  passed  through  life  honoured  by  their 
fellow-citizens,  and  their  actions  still  smeU  sweet 
and  blossom  in  their  dust.  Others,  of  course,  were 
not  so  fortunate.  Their  orifiLs  pursued  and  captured 
them,  revealed  them  to  themselves  and  others,  and 
in  manjr  cases  onlv  left  them,  alas,  after  cropping 
both  their  hair  and  their  reputations.  But  I  leave 
these  divagations,  which  can  have  but  little  interest 
for  you.  What  I  rather  wish  to  do  is  to  recdl  to 
your  memory  the  curious  personality  and  the 
chequered  adventures  of  our  common  friend, 
Wilfrid  Cobbtw. 

I  met  him  some  six  vears  ago  when  I  was  on  a 
visit  to  my  father's  old  mend.  General  Tempest,  at 
Dansington.  Most  people,  I  take  it,  have  heard  of 
Dansington,  that  home  of  educational  establish- 
ments, amusement,  and  retired  Indian  Generals. 
Old  General  Tempest  —  Leokida.8  Maelbobouoh 
Tempest  he  had  been  christened  by  a  warlike  father, 
whose  military  aspirations  had  been  crushed  by  the 
necessity  for  a  commercial  career,  and  who  had 
taken  it  out  of  fate  by  devoting  his  son  to  heroism 
at  the  baptismal  font,  and  by  subsequently  buying 
him  a  commission  in  a  crack  regiment—General 
Tempest  was,  in  the  days  of  which  I  apeak,  a  hos- 
pitable veteran  whose  amiability  and  good-nature  had  survived  many 
severe  campaigns  in  which  he  had  taken  and  ^ven  hard  knocks 
wherever  hard  knocks  were  to  be  found.  His  benevolence  and 
hospitality  were  proverbial  far  beyond  the  limits  of  Dansington,  and 
his  daughter  Claba  was  one  of  the  prettiest  girls  in  the  United 
Kingdom. 

On  the  occasion  of  this  visit  I  found  a  fellow  guest^e  identical 
WiLFAiD  CofifiTN  whom  I  have  already  mentioned.  He  had  been 
there  for  a  fortnight,  I  learnt  from  AL£XA2n>ER,  the  eldest  hope  of  the 
Tempests,  and  had  made  himself  a  favourite  with  every  member  of 
the  family.  How  they  got  to  know  him  I  never  quite  discovered — 
indeed,  I  doubt  if  anv  of  them  could  have  told  me — and  as  to  his 
previous  history  all  they  seemed  to  know  was  that  his  father  had 
property  *'  somewhere  in  the  West  of  England,"  that  he  himself  had 
travelled  a  great  deal,  and  was  now  dose  upon  thirty  years  old.  I 
am  free  to  admit  that  after  my  first  dinner  in  his  compai^  I  had 
very  little  inclination  to  worry  myself  about  the  details  of  his  past, 
so  cheerful  and  fascinating  did  I  find  his  gay  companionship.  I 
cannot  quite  explain  the  charm  of  the  man.  He  had  a  roving  blue 
eye,  a  ruddy  and  glowing  comidexion,  and  a  laugh  that  seemed  to 
kick  all  gloomy  fancies  into  flinders,  and  to  carry  those  who  heard  it 
in  a  helter-skelter  mllop  of  mirth.  And  then  what  stories  the 
fellow  could  tell  I  He  had  the  General  and  me  in  perpetual  convul- 
sions, and  even  Alexaxdeb,  a  somewhat  awkwurd  and  taciturn  youth. 


much  weighed  down  by  the  responsibilities  of  his  freshmanhood  at 
Oxford,  was  pleased  to  unbend  and  smile  approvingly  at  the  amazing 
sallies  of  the  wizard  Cobbtk. 

One  story  I  remember  in  particular,  though  I  dare  not  attempt  to 
repeat  it  as  Gobbtn  told  it.  It  was  about  the  wretched  adventures 
of  a  certain  travelling  companion  of  his  on  a  shooting  expedition  in 
Albania.  It  was  a  story  that  never  seemed  to  cease,— a  bad 
recommendation  for  most  stories.  I  admit;  but  in  this  case  so 
artfully  and  with  such  surprising  humour  and  force  was  it  told,  so 
vividly  did  it  depict  a  long  series  of  ludicrous  sufferings  culminating 
in  the  total  loss  of  the  sufferer's  clothes  and  his  involuntary  appear- 
ance in  the  full  uniform  of  a  Turkish  Zaptieh,  with  other  surprising 
and  endless  episodes,  that  at  the  last  we  had  in  the  midst  of  our 
gasps  of  helpless  laughter  to  implore  the  narrator  to  stop  for  the  sake 
of  our  sides  and  the  resounding  rafters  of  the  General's  house. 

At  other  times  the  irresistible  Wilfbid  would  pose  reminiscently  as 
the  gallant  protector  of  outraged  virtue,  or  as  the  hero  of  some 
deathless  sto^  of  courage  and  coolness  by  which  empires  had  been 
saved  from  disaster.  And  he  was  so  persuasive,  so  convincing,  that 
our  imaginations,  which  would  have  refused  to  follow  a  smaller  man 
on  lower  flights,  soared  obediently  after  him  through 
an  empyrean  of  impossible  romance.  Nor  did  he 
stop  at  this.  Generu  Tempest  was  the  pattern  of 
old-world  punctilio,  but  before  a  week  was  out  he 
had  introduced  Cobbtk,  of  whom  he  knew  nothing 
except  what  Cobbtk  told  him,  to  all  the  best  people 
in  Dansin^n ;  nor  shall  I  ever  forget  the  air  with 
which  this  glorious  rascal  took  the  portly  old 
Countess  of  Cabdamtjms  down  to  her  second  supper 
at  Uie  County  Ball.  He  rode  Alexander's  chest- 
nut, and  Alexander  never  murmured.  The 
General's  ancient  retainer  went  on  his  many 
errands,  and  neither  the  General  nor  his  man  saw 
anything  out  of  the  way  in  the  proceeding.  Even 
Clara  looked,  I  thought,  with  some  favour— but  as 
Clara  always  breaks  into  indignant  denials  when- 
ever this  is  hinted,  I  will  proceed  no  further.  As 
for  the  members  of  the  Dansington  Club  they  were 
enthusiastic  in  Cobbtn's  praises.  The  young 
sparks  imitated  his  fashions  in  ties  and  collars,  the 
old  bucks  repeated  to  one  another  his  stories,  and 
one  and  all  vowed  he  was  **an  uncommon  good 
fellow,  by  Gad." 

To  me  Cobbyn  was  always  profusely  polite,  with 
that  flattering  politeness  wmch  induces  the  flattered 
to  think  himself  just  a  shade  cleverer  and  sharper 
and  better  than  his  feUow-creatures,  and  on  the  day 
before  my  departure  he  honoured  me  by  borrowing 
a  ten-pound  note  of  me  and  writing  my  London 
address  with  much  ceremony  on  the  back  of  an 
envelope,  which  I  afterwards  found  lying  about  in 
a  PSBsage  of  the  General's  house. 

Three  months  afterwards  there  was  a  tempest  in 
Dansington.  Cobbtk  had  gone  away  for  two  days 
and  had  stayed  away  for  good.  His  intimates  and 
the  Dansington  tradesmen  became  uneasy,  rumours 
began  to  spread,  and  the'result  was  a  crash  which  made 
some  very  knowing  f eUows  look  extremely  foolish, 
and  filled  the  Club  with  honest  British  imprecations, 
little  Tom  Spindle,  who  commanded  a  troop  of  the 
Fallowshire  Yeomanry  (the  Duke  of  Dashborouoh's 
Hussars)  and  had  the  reputation  of  spending  a  royal 
income  with  beggarly  meanness,  had  backed  one  of  Cobbtn's  bills  for 
£1,000.  Sir  Paxil  Packthread,  one  of  the  greatest  of  the  local 
magnates,  had  lent  him  £500  without  a  scrap  of  security,  and  Colonel 
Chctnet  had  put  £300  into  the  Ephemeral  Soapsuds  Company, 
limited,  of  which  Cobbtn  was  to  have  been  the  managing  director. 
I  cannot  go  through  the  whole  long  list.  He  had  fleeced  all  that  was 
fleeoeable  in  Dansington,  and  had  vanished  into  the  clouds.  How  he 
managed  to  do  it,  by  what  artful  proposals  he  conquered  the  avarice 
of  Spindle,  prevailed  over  the  mercantile  sagacity  of  Packthread, 
and  subdued  the  fiery  temper  of  Chutney,  will  never  be  known. 
Partly,  no  doubt,  he  succeeded  by  being  here  and  there  perfectly 
trutiif  ul  and  candid.  He  teas  the  son  of  a  well-to-do  country  Squire, 
but  tiie  father  had  lonff  since  ejected  his  offspring  from  the  paternal 
mansion;  he  had  really  travelled  and  had  often  displayed  pluck. 
But  his  chief  gifts  were  his  good-humour,  his  ardent  imagination, 
and  a  persuasive  tongue  that  gained  for  him  the  trusting  confidence 
of  hit  victims  almost  before  he  himself  knew  that  he  meant  to 
victimise  them. 

They  tell  me  he  is  now  established  somewhere  in  the  West  of 
America.    Wherever  he  goes  he  is  sure  to  be  popular— for  a  time. 
Goodbye,  dear  old  Plau  I  ^  ^ 

I  hope  I  haven't  bored  you.  ^^  ^-^  ^^  I  ^ 

Yours  trustfully, 

DlOOENES  EoBDrsoK. 


March  5,  1892.] 
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A  WHiDE   "TAG''  TO 
A  TAME  PLAT. 

QCE3KE—A  Theatre  with  Audi- 
ence and  Company  eotnpIeU. 
The  former  **«mart"  and  /on  - 
guidlf^  enthiuiaetie^  the  la  at 
weanly  looking  forward  to 
the  final  **  Curtain.''  The 
last  Act  is  aU  but  over. 
Servant  {to  Countess).  The 
Duchess  of  Battbbsea  is  in  tli« 
HalL    May  she  come  up? 

Countess,  Certainly.  Why  did 
you  not  show  her  up  at  oboo  ? 

Servant  (arranging  hi^  pou?- 
dered  hair  in  a  glass),  Beeau.^^ 
in  cases  of  exposure  her  Grace 
is  quite  equal  to  showing  up 
herself  I 

Countess  {smilmg).  You  ar^ 
CTnioalfJoHN.  Do  you  not  know 
tnat  cynicism  is  the  hirtliright 
of  fools,  and.  when  discoTi^redi 
is  more  than  naif  found  out? 

Servant  (taking  up  coalscu  tilt). 
like  the  nair  of  your  Lady- 
ship—out of  curl  I  [ExiL 
Countess,  A  quaint  oo&ceit; 
but  here  is  my  husband.  Let 
me  avoid  him.  A  married  man 
is  quite  out  of  date — save  when 
he  forms  the  subject  of  hi^i  own 
obituary.  {E^iL 

A  pause.    Enter  the  Duchess 

of  Battbbssa. 
Duchess.  Dear  me  I   Ko  one 
here !    8o  I  miffht  have  broup'ht 
the  Duke  with  me.  afttr  all ! 
And  yet  he  is  so  tend  of  tho 
petticoats.     He  loses  hi^  bead 
when  he  begins  kissing  his  hand. 
And  I  lose  my  head  wheii  I  fail  [ 
to  catch  a  'buss.     A  Vx%^  widi ; 
him  and    a  'buss    with    me — 
where 's  the  difference  ? 

Enter  Earl  PmrNYPLAiifz. 
Earl  (angrily).  You  hfer<j  I 
Duchess  (wtth  an  anj^ealmg 
gesture).  You  are  not  pietLsod  to 


FANCY   PORTRAIT, 


necessary  alteration  of  costume 
in  the  presence  of  the  audience.) 
And  now  I  will  have  a  chair. 
{ Stamps,  to  hen  up  comes  through 
u  trap  a  table  supporting  a 
^tf;?j;f\  and  a  cup  of  tea. 
[A  not  her  table  appears  through 
afwiher  trap,  bringing  up  with 
it  a  tray  and  a  five  o'clock  set) 
And  now  I  tldnk  we  are  com- 
foctftble.  ( Jltilps  himself  to  tea^ 
imoli^i,  ^c.)  I  must  tell  vou 
1  ^ril||jik  m 7  piece  excellent.  And 
all  iiie  (luppets  that  have  per- 
formed m  It  have  played  ex- 
trmuely  well,  I  hope  you  like 
my  ploce  aa  wdU  as  1  do  myself. 
1  trust  yon  ore  not  bored  with 
thu  obatUr,  but  1  am  not  good 
at  a  speech*  However,  as  1 
have  to  oatoh  a  train  in  twenty 
mlnuteB,  I  will  tell  you  a  story 
o^upying  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
I  repeat^  as  I  have  to  catch  a 
trsin— I  repeat,  as  I  have  to 

eatoh  a  train 

Entire  A  udience.  And  so  have 
we !  [Exeunt, 

(TAui  the  Play  ends  in  smoke) 


["He  nddreBwd  from  the  lUsre  a  public  amlieu<;e,  luc^tlj  compoied  of  ladleL 


see  me  I    You  regard  me  rts  an 

adventuress  I    You  are  ashnm«d  , 

of  my  past !    A  past  unLle^.^ed 

by  a  clergyman— in  fact,  a  past  ciipirette."— I^at/y  Telt^raphl} 

without  a  pastor !  

Earl.  Begone  I  Do  not  dare  to  darken  my  doors  again.  This  is 
no  home  for  old  jokes  I 

Duchess.  You  must  hear  me.  Do  you  know  why  I  have  treated  you 
so  badly  P  Doyou  know  why  I  have  taught  your  wife  to  regard  me 
as  a  rival  P  why  1  have  blackmailed  you  to  the  tune  of  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  pounds  P  Do  you  know  why  I  have  done  all  this  and 
moreP    I  will  tell  you.    Because  I  am  your  Mother-in-law  I 

Earl  {in  a  choking  voice),  1  suspected  as  much  from  the  very  first ! 

Re-enter  the  Countess,  carrying  a  heap  of  family  portrttks. 
Countess.  Here,  Duchess,  although  you  are  not  to  my  liking,  I 

have  brought  you  a  few  pictures  of  my  husband  and  some  of  his 

predecessors.    Take  'em,  and  bless  you  I 
Duchess  (overflowing  with  emotum).  My  dear,  this  is  too  much. 

( Weeps.)    You  vaiwoman — ^I  should  say  vjilady — me  I 

Enter  Lord  Tuppekcb  Cullabd. 
Lord  T,  C.  Come  and  marry  me. 

Duchess*  With  pleasure  I    Lawks-a-mussjr  I  [Exeunt, 

Earl,  And  now,  let  us  remember  that  while  the  sun  shines,  the 
moon  clings  like  a  frightened  thing  to  the  f aoe  of  C^sopatsji. 
Quick  Curtain, 

Applause  foUows,  when  enter  the  Author,    He  holds  between  his 
thumb  and  forefinger  a  lighted  cigarette. 

Author,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  it  is  so  much  the  fashion  nowadays 
to  do  what  one  pleases,  that  1  venture  to  offer  you  some  tobacco 
while  I  eiyoy  a  smoke  myself.  (Throws  ciqars  and  cigarettes 
amongst  the  audience  a  la  Habrt  Patiob.)  Will  you  forgive  me  if 
I  change  my  tail-coat  for  a  smoking  jacket  r  Thank  you  I  {Makes  the 


aOlTE  TOO-TOO  PUFFICKLY  PRECIOUS:! 

Being  Lady  JFijtdy^^imre'B  Fav-ey  ForfraU  nj  IhA  w^ip  dramioivc  aiiih^r^ 
h'hatspear«  SheHdan  Ose<iT  Puff^  E$q. 


ROW  TO  SAVE  LOHDON. 

{MmihiT  mtrt  than  a  Fairy  Story.) 

JoiiN  Sirrrn,  of  London,  sat 
in  front  of  his  fire  pondering 
ovtrrthe  fact  that,  at  a  great 
snori&ce  to  the  interests  of  his 
native  city,  the  coal  dues  had 
been  abolished,  and  yet  his  bill 
for  fuel  was  no  lighter.  He 
watched  the:  embers  as  they  died 
away,  when  all  of  a  sudden  a 
smiili  creature  appeared  before 
him.  He  €ould  not  account  for 
her  presence »  and  did  not  notice 
from  whence  she  came.  But 
she  waa  there,  sure  enough,  and 
began  to  address  him. 

"  John  Smith,  of  London," 
she  began,  in  a  small  but  ad- 
mirably diatioct  voice,  **I  am 
the  Fairy  Di>mestic  Economy, 
and  I  have  come  to  warn  you 
that,  unless  jou  wake  up,  you 
will  come  to  grief." 
,     "Wake  up?"  queried  J.  S. 

'  **  Wake  up  about  what  P  " 

**  Whv,  the  election  of  the  London  Countv  Council,  to  be  sure  I " 
retumea  the  Fairy,  impatiently.  **  Here,  the  election  is  close  upon 
you,  and  the  chances  are  twentv  to  one  that  you  will  let  it  pass 
without  recording  your  vote."    "What  election  P  " 

' '  Bless  the  man !  "  exclaimed  the  Fairy.  '  *  He  does  not  know  that 
the  Members  of  the  L.C.C..  the  Masters  of  London,  are  to  be  chosen 
on  Saturday,  the  5th  of  March,  and  will  from  that  date  remain  in 
power  for  four  years !  " 

And  then  the  Fairy  showed  him  the  possible  future,  explaining 
that  it  was  in  his  hands  to  alter  it.  The  vision  she  coi^jured  up 
before  him  seemed  intensely  idiotic.  Everything  was  to  be  done  for 
nothing.  There  were  to  be  free  railways,  me  tramwa^rst  free 
bakeries,  free  butchers'  shops,  free  ginger-beer  manufactories,  free 
clothiers,  free  hosiers,  free  boot-makers,  free  gas  companies,  free 
waterworks— in  fact,  everything  was  to  be  gratis. 
**  But  somebody  must  pay  for  it ! "  said  Jomr  Smith,  of  London. 
**  Why,  of  course,"  returned  the  Fairy,  **and  jou  are  to  be  the 
paymaster.  You  will  have  to  luiy  about  five  shillings  in  the  pound 
as  a  commencement,  with  additional  crowns  to  follow  I  " 

**  But  how  am  1  to  avoid  this  fate  P  "  cried  JoHir  Smith,  in  a  tone 
of  genuine  alarm. 

'^  By  voting  for  the  Moderates,  and  doing  your  best  to  keep  out 
the  Progressives.    And.  mind,  don't  forget  my  warning." 

And  then  the  Fair}'  disappeared.    A  tew  moments  later,  and  poor 
JoHir  Smith  found  himself  sprawling  upon  the  floor. 
•*  Why,  I  do  believe  1  have  been  asleep  I "  he  exclaimed. 
And  then  ne  woke  up  in  good  earnest,  and  hurrii  *   '*  ' 
stations,  and  voted  for  the  Moderate  candidates. 
At  least  it  is  to  be  hoped  he  willl 


exclaimed. 

ri^  off  totji|  Dolling 
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A  TRAGEDY   ON   THE    GREAT   NORTHERN. 

Scene— ^  Third-Class  Carrta^         TntE'-Three  Hours  hrfore  the  next  Station.        Dsaxatu  PsBaoNAS— Jbncff  and  Hobtnson^ 

*'It'b  the  Last/— Aim  rr  's  a  Takdstickor.    It  'll  only  Strike  on  the  Box  !" 

*' Strike  it  on  the  Box,  then  ;—bttt  for  Heaven's  sake,  be  careful  !" 

"  Yes  ;  but,  like  a  Fool,  I  *ve  just  pitched  the  Box  out  of  Window  ! "  


ESSENCE  OP  PARLUMENT. 

EXTBACTED  FBOM  THE  DIABT  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 

Hous$  of  CommofUf  Monday,  February  21. — '*  What  a  day  he  is 
haying  to  be  sure  I "  murmured  the  Squire  of  Malwood,  looking: 
across  the  table  at  the  other  eminent  country  gentleman  who  is 
our  First  Minister  of  Agrionltore. 

Trolv  a  great  occasion  for  Chaflik,  and  he  rose  to  its  full  height, 
/ast  the  same  man  he  was  six  years  ago  when  he  from  same 
place,  drew  lurid  picture  of  the  Empire  staggering  to  its  doom  over- 
weighted with  Small  Holdings.  Now  he  is  bringing  in  a  BOl  to 
establish  Small  Holding  and  recommends  the  expedient  to 
House  as  crowning  edifice  of  Empire's  prosperity.  At  such 
a  crisis  some  men  would  have  blushed,  however  entirely  foreign 
to  their  habit  the  pretty  weakness  might  be.  Chapldt.  on  contrary, 
made  out  in  vague,  but  luminous^  maimer  that  he  had  been  right  in 
both  instances.  Indeed,  the  anxious  listener  had  conveyed  to  him 
the  conviction,  still  va^fue  but  not  less  irresistible,  that  this  direct 
contradiction  was  pecubarlv  creditable  to  the  RLpht  Hon.  Gentleman 
addressing  the  House,  displaying  a  flexibility  oi  genius  not  common 
to  mankind. 


Chapldt  always  looms  large  on  whatever  horizon  he  may  appear. 
To-night,  standing  at  Table  introducing  Small  Holdings  BOl,  he 
seemed  to  swell  wisibly  before  our  eyes.  Prince  Artsub  early  in 
progress  of  the  speech  observed  precaution  of  moving  lower  down 
Bench.  By  similar  strategio  movement,  Henbt  Matthews  drew 
nearer  to  (Gangway.  Thus  Chaplik  was,  so  to  speak,  planted  out  in 
Sma^  Holding  exclusively  his  own. 

House  anxious  to  hear  particulars  of  Government  measure, 
Chapltn,  remembering  old  times  when  they  used  to  jeer  at  his 
sonorous  commonplaces  uttered  below  Gan^pmr,  took  a  pretty 
revenge.  Out  of  oration  of  fifty-five  minutes  duration,  he 
apfyropriated  twenty -five  to  general  observations  prefacing  ex- 
position of  clauses  of  Bill.  Just  the  same  kina  of  pompous 
platitude  conveyed  in  tiursid  phraseology,  at  which,  in  old  times, 
Members  used  to  laugh  ana  run  awav.  But  Chaplin  had  them  now. 
Like  the  wedding  guest  whom  the  Ancient  Mariner  button-holed-r- 
though  as  PLuraxT  reminds  me,  the  A.  M.  was  meagre  in  frame,  and 
Chaplik  is  not— the  House  could  not  help  but  hear.  Once,  when  the 
orator  dropped  easily  into  autobiographical  episode,  described  himself 
strolling  about  the  fields  of  Lincolnshire,  turning  up  a  turnip  here, 
drawing  forth  a  casual  carrot  there,  meditating  on  the  days  when 
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eyeiy  English  yeoman  went  to  momingr  serrioe  with  a  stout  yew  bow 
on  his  baiok|  his  qolTer  full  of  arrows ;  shot  a  buck  on  his  way  back 
(by  pennisnon  of  the  landlord),  and  sat  down  to  his  midday  meal 
fluoked  by  a  tankard  of  chill  Ootober-^-at  this  staffe,  it  is  true,  there 
were  sigiu  of  impatience  anumgst  town-bred  Radicals,  who  wanted 
to  know  about  the  Bill. 
But  it  was  Tery  beautiful,  and  those  who,  from  natural  taste,  inborn 
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Mr.  Q.  dreams  a  Dream. 

prejudice,  or  lamentable  ignorance,  did  not  care  for  it  themselves, 
could  not  fail  to  en^oy  the  supreme  delight  the  occasion  brought  to 
the  Minister  of  Agriculture. 

Bu$me$s  dbfi^.— Small  Holding!  Bill  introduoed. 

Tuetday.-^Two  Bight  Bey.  Bishops,  Lord  Bishop  of  St.  Asiph 
and  he  of  Salisbust,  in  Peers'  Gallery  for  two  or  three  hours  to- 
night ;  attracted  by  debate  on  Welsh  Disestablishment.  Bishop  of 
Sausbxtbt  couldn't  restrain  his  astonishment  at  scene. 

**One  of  the  profoundest  and  most  important  questions  of  the 
day,"  he  whispered  in  his  ri^t  reverend  brother*s  ear.  *'  It  is  the 
attiadc  upon  the  outworks.  Wales  carried  by  the  Liberation  Society, 
we  shall  have  them  leaping  over  the  palmgs  into  our  preserves. 
Should  have  thought,  now,  the  House  of  Commons  would  have  been 
seething  with  excitemmt;  benches  crowded;  all  the  Princes  of 
Debate  to  the  fore;  cheers  and  counter-cheers  filling  the  place. 
Whereas  there  are  not,  1  should  say,  more  than  ei^ht^n  Members 
present  whilst  the  stout  Gentleman  do?ni  there  is  demonstrating 
now  much  hapraer  Wales  is  under  the  benediction  of  the  Church 
than  she  would  be  without.  The  whole  thing  reminds  me^  dear 
Sr.  Ajbaph,  of— er— well,  of  an  eight  o'clock  morning  service  in  in- 
clement weather," 

"You're  young,  brother  Sabuh,"  said  St,  AsapHj**  young,  of 
course  I  mean,  in  contradistinction  to  Old  Sarum.  When  you  've 
been  a  little  longer  in  Parliamentary  life,  you  'U  understand  things 
better.  These  empty  benches,  and  the  general  appearance  of  being 
horribly  bored  presented  by  the  small  congregation— which  I  may 
say  finds  eloquent  expression  on  the  face  of  our  friend  Johk  G. 
Talbot— simmy  mean  that  they  have  heard  all  these  speeches 
before,  and  nave  made  up  their  minds  on  the  subject.  They  are 
ready  to  vote,  but  they  wiU  not  remain  to  hear  the  speeches.  As 
Tou  say,  in  such  circumstances  it  would  appear  more  businesslike  to 
take  the  vote  at  <nioe,  and  get  along  with  other  work.  But  that  is 
unparliamentary.  This  wiU  be  kept  going  till  there  is  just  time  left 
before  the  adjournment  to  divide.  Then  you  '11  see  how  dear  is  this 
question  to  the  hearts  of  our  friends,  and  how  virulent  is  the  per- 
sistence of  the  adversary." 

Turned  out  exactly  as  the  Lord  Bishop  had  said.  After  half -past 
ten.  Members  trooped  down  in  scores.  When  Prince  Abthvb  rose 
to  continue  the  debate  he  was  hailed  with  ringing  cheer  from  em- 
battled host.  Pretty  to  see  how  gentlemen  to  riffht  of  Spxaksr, 
mustered  for  defence  of  the  Churchy  were  careiul  to  contribute 
to  fitness  of  things  by  wearing  the  dencal  white  tie. 

"Yerjr  nice  indeed  of  them,"  said  Young  Sabum,  rarely  out  so 
late  at  night,  but  drawn  back,  after  light  repast,  to  watch  the  divi- 
sion taken.  **  I  could  wish  that,  instead  of  the  superabundance  of 
shirt-front  displayed,  our  friends  had  selected  more  closely-buttoned 
vests,  and  that  their  ooat-coUar  fitted  a  little  hii|rher«  But  we  can- 
not have  perfection,  and  the  white  tie  at  least  indicates  nice  feeling." 


Businett  dbiitf.— Proposal  to  disestablish  Church  ^in  Wales  negra- 
tived  by  267  Votes  against  220. 

WeaneMdaj/.—TaoYLHTD  moved  Second  Beading  Shop  Hours'  Bill, 
and,  what's  more,  carried  it  against  Ministers.  Campbell-Bait- 
KKBMAK  tells  me  that,  though  Scotch  Members  voted  for  Bill,  result 
has  cast  a  gloom  over  them.  Expecting  Pbovaih)  would  lose,  thej 
were  ^aU  prepared  to  say,  in  casual  way.  "  Ah,  well,  so  the  case  is 
non-PBOVAin)."  Some  had,  indeed,  gone  so  far  as 
commence  to  write  letters  home  enshrining  this  joke. 
These  are  now.  of  course,  waste-pa];)er.  Pity  opjpor- 
tunity  lost.  Scotch  language  not  rich  in  provision 
of  similar  openings  for  wit. 

Btmne9$  cKcme.— Second  Beading  Shop  Hours'  Bill 
carried.  Rare  opportunity  for  Scotch  joke  hopelessly 
lost 

ThursdM/.—MiDi^Krov  brought  London  Fog  on 
again  in  LOTds  to-ni^ht.  Asked  the  Mabkiss  if 
he  would  have  any  objection  to  appointment  of  Joint 
Committee  to  inquire  into  the  matter  P  The  Mab- 
kiss a  gre^it  artist  in  words  ]  suits  his  conversation 
to  the  topic.  His  reply  decidedly  misty ;  wouldn't 
say  yes  or  no ;  talked  about  Joint  Committees  being 
a  mysterious  part  of  the  Constitution ;  didn't  know 
how  they  were  to  be  appointed ;  hinted  at  rupture 
with  Commons  if  proposal  were  made ;  wound  up  bv 
sajring  that  if  Motion  for  Committee  were  submitteo, 
he  would  do  his  best  to  induce  their  Lordships  to 
adopt  it. 

Stransrers  in  Gallerv  puzzled  by  this  speech.  But 
the  Lords  know  all  about  it.  Strathedeit  winked 
at  Campbell,  and  both  noble  Lords  wagged  their 
head  in  admiration  of  Markths's  diplomacy ;  recog- 
nise deep  design  in  involved  speech  and  well  affected 
hesitation. 

Mailkiss,  I  hear,  vexed  with  me  letting  the  cat 
—I  mean  the  fog,  out  of  the  bag  last  week.  But 
it's  everybody's  secret.  The  Government  have 
made  up  their  mind  to  go  to  the  country  on  the 
London  Fog.  This  Joint  Committee  will  be  appointed^  with  least 
possible  delay ;  a  measure  based  on  its  Beport  will  be  carried  through 
Doth  Houses ;  everything  will  be  ready  for  return  of  unsuspecting 
Fog  Fiend  next  November. 

*^  Sorry  you  mentioned  it  prematurely,  Tobt,"  the  Mabkiss  said, 
not  unkindly.  '*  But  you  only  forestalled  the  announcement 
by  a  lew  days.    It 's  been  in  my  mind  for  months.    The  cry  of 


Narse  Rendel  taking  eare  of  her  charge  at  V«leicure,  St.  Raphael,  the  Rivienu 

Separation  is  growing  a  little  shrill ;  Free  Education  hasn't  done  us 
any  good;   Small  Holdings  only  so-so.     The  Fog's   the  thing! 
Giuppling  with  that,  all  D>ndon  rallies  to  our  standard,  and  with 
London  at  our  back  we  can  face  the  country.')  V^rr  CJO  V  ItT 
Curious  instance   of  association  of  ideas  and  sympuhy.    So 
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PASSING 


ON.' 


Jtuptrt  {Jud  lack  from  SeKool,  where  he  hoi  heen  tremendously /aggod),  **  Look 
HEBX,  Anot,  if  tou  bbhays  dbobntlt,  akd  don't  Smash  antthivo,  tou 

SHALL  FINISH  TH«  JAM—WHJUr  I* YE  QUITE  DONE!" 


PHILOSOPHIC  STUPIDITY. 

["  It  U  better  to  do  a  stapid  thing  that  bat  been  done  before, 
than  to  do  a  wiae  thing  that  nas  nerer  been  tried."— ifr.  BtUpmr 
in  the  Meute  of  Cowmom,'] 

Heab  the  great  pimdit ;  deem  him  not  absurd^ 

He  utters  wisdom's  latest,  greatest  word. 

All  eoats,  we  know,  are  best  when  frayed  with  wear; 

Trousers  we  love  wnen  most  thev  need  repair, 

Boots  without  heels,  oompletely  laokiiig  soles, 

And  hats  all  crushed  and  battered  intonoles. 

Kay,  we  '11  go  farther,  and,  to  prore  him  true, 

Do  all  the  Tanished  ages  used  to  do. 

We  '11  orop  the  ears  of  those  who  preach  dissent. 

And  at  the  stake  teach  wretches  to  repent. 

Clad  cap-d'pie  in  mail  we  '11  face  our  foes, 

And  arm  our  British  soldiery  with  bows. 

Dirt  and  disease  shall  role  us  as  of  yore. 

The  Plague's  grim  spectre  stalk  frcmi  shore  to  shore. 

Proceed,  brave  Balfoub,  whom  no  flouts  appal, 

Collect  stupidities  and  do  them  alL 

tlneducate  our  men,  unplough  our  land, 

Bid  heathen  temples  rise  <m  eyery  hand ; 

Unmake  our  proorress  and  revoke  our  laws. 

Or  stuff  them  fml  of  all  their  banished  flaws. 

Let  light  die  out  and  broodinff  darkness  reign. 

And  in  a  word  call  Chaos  back  again. 

Then,  as  we  perish,  we  can  shout  with  fflee, 

*'  Hail,  hail  to  Balfoitb  and  Stupidity  I " 

SoBXWSD  irp  AT  MAODALEir.— Mr.  G.  B.  Shaw  liad  a 
lively  time  of  it  at  Oxford.  Fancrv  a  whole  bevy  of  Social- 
ists all  cooped  up  together  under  lock  and  screw.  What  a 
fancy-picture  of  beautiful  harmony  the  mere  thought  oon- 
juresup.  Burning  cayenne  pepper  on  one  side,  dir^  water 
on  tiie  otiier,  and  loyal  Undergraduates,  screwed]and  screw- 
ing, all  round  them.  Never  mind,  BsurAiO).  It  was  a 
capital  pufl  for  the  Socialistio  wind-bag,  and  one  0.  B.  S. 
took  care  it  should  not  be  wasted. 

A  FUDGE  FORMULA* 
"  To  set  class  against  class  is  the  crime  of  all  crimes.'' 
That 's  the  dictum  of  Fvsbos,  a  type  of  our  times ; 
Yet  FiTSBOs  himself  all  his  oo-sonbes  surpasses 
In  rancorous  railings  concerning  **  the  masses." 
He  thinks  that  all  efforts  iigustioe  to  right 
Are  inspired  by  mere  malice  and  fondness  for  fight. 
He  mignt  just  as  well  urge  that  morality's  rules 
Set  slaves  aifainst  tyrants,  or  rogues  against  fods; 
Or  mourn  that  each  new  righteous  law  that  man  passes 
Must  set  honest  folk  'gainst  the  criminal  classes  I 


oompletely  is  mind  of  Her  Majesty's  Ministers  occupied  with  this 
Fog  problem,  that  to-nieht  it  got  into  House  of  Commons.  Lord 
Advocatb  brought  in  Bill  allocating  Scotch  Local  Taxation  grant. 
Debate  went  on  for  six  hours ;  at  end  of  that  time  discovered  that 
whole  prooeedinffs  irreralar.  As  involving  money  question,  intro- 
duction of  Bill  snould  nave  been  nreceded  oy  Resolution  submitted 
to  Committee  of  whole  House.  Deoate  abruptly  adjourned ;  evening 
wasted ;  howls  of  derision  from  Radicals. 

•*  Never  mind,"  said  Prince  Abthtjb,  cheerily.  "  Let  those  laugh 
who  win.  This  is  only  another  argument  (perhaps  not  so  accidental 
and  undesigned  as  people  think]  in  support  of  our  new  Foe  policy." 

SunneoM  dbne.— Kignt  wasted  in  Commons.  In  Lords,  light  looms 
behind  the  Fog. 

J>M{ay.— News  of  Mr.  G.  speeding  home  over  land  and  sea.  All 
his  friends  on  Front  Bench  been  begging  him  to  stav  longer  in  the 
Sunny  South.  No  need  whatever  for  his  return;  things  going  on 
admirably ;  not  missed  in  the  least ;  shocking  weather  here ;  better 
stav  where  he  is. 

"  Ho,  indeed  I "  said  Mr.  G.,  pricking  up  his  ears  and  a  dangerous 
light  flashing  under  his  eyebrows.  '*I'm  not  wanted,  ain't  IP  SauiRX 
OF  Malwood  getting  along  admirably  in  my  shoes ;  doing  well  without 
me ;  not  missed  in  the  slightest.    Very  well,  then  \  VUgo  home,*' 

Maclvkb,  who  has  been  in  the  confldence  of  great  statesmen  from 
DizzT  downward,  tells  me  Mr.  G.'s  homeward  flight  was  hastened 
by  curious  dream.  Dreamt  all  his  sheep  were  straying  from  fold ; 
some  goin^  one  way,  others  another ;  each  bent  on  his  own  par- 
ticular busmess.  In  vain  Mr.  G.  leaping  up  and  taking  crook  in 
hand,  put  hand  to  mouth  and  halloed  them  back  to  Home-Rule 
fold.  They  went  their  wa^,  some  even  making  for  Unionist  encamp- 
ment where  Mr.  G.,  moving  heavily  in  his  slumber,  distinctly  saw 
one  sheep  regarding  soene  through  an  eyeglass. 

**  Only  a  dream  of  ooune,"  Mr.  G.  said,  when  he  set  off  in  the 
morning  for  a  twenty-mile  walk.    '*But  I  think  I  may  as  well  be 


getting  back.  Made  up  for  the  Session ;  flt  for  anything.  Nothing 
could  nave  been  kinder  or  more  watchful  than  Nurse  Rsndel's  care 
of  me ;  if  I  had  been  his  son  (which  I  admit  is  chronologioally 
difficult),  couldn't  have  been  better  done  to.  Only  concerned  just 
now  for  AniUTSTEAi).  That  young  fellow,  proud  of  his  chickenhood 
of  sixty-seven  years,  brought  me  out  to  take  care  of  me,  and  freshen 
me  UT>.  Fancy  I  've  worn  him  out :  instead  of  his  taking:  care  of 
me,  have  to  look  after  him  I  Shall  be  glad  to  get  agam  within 
sound  of  Big  Ben.  Spoiling  for  a  fight.  Hasooubt  done  very 
well;  but  he 'U  have  to  tucx  in  his  tuppenny  and  let  me  over  into 
the  Leader's  place." 
Bueineso  ciarM.—Misoellaneous. 


"  The  MKxmro  of  thb  Watbes."— The  En^fineers  of  London  and 
Birmingham  have  been  requested,  says  the  Dail/y  Telegraph,  to  **lay 
their  heads  together,"  so  as  to  see  if  an  amicable  arrangement  cannot 
be  effected.  This  is  aninstanoe  where  to  have  *'  water  on  the  brain  " 
is  absolutely  necessary.  Odd  to  think  that  in  this  '*  water  difficulty" 
are  contsined  all  the  elements  of  a  burning  question ;  so  much  so 
indeed,  that  the  Engineers  who  may  be  clever  enough  to  solve  the 
problem  without  getting  themselves  into  hot  water,  may  confi- 
dently be  expected  to  follow  up  their  achievement  by  proceeding 
to  "  set  the  Thames  on  fire." 

QUEER  ftUERIES.— CuManrcT  Rifoem.— I  see  that  the  Chajt- 
CBLLOE  OF  THE  ExcHEQXTBE  intends  to  **  call  in  "  light  sovereigns. 
The  lovereigns  I  have  dl  seem  to  be  tderablv  heavy,  so  would  there 
be  any  objection  to  my  lightening  them  by  nJdng  some  of  the  gold 
off,  and  keeping  it  P  This  would  form  a  nice  little  '^metallic  reserve  " 
for  me,  a  tnin^  which  Mr.  Goschen  seems  to  approve  of.  Would 
not  an  appropriate  motto,  to  be  inscribed  on  the  new  One  Pound 
Notes,  be—"  Quid,  pro  quo  f  "— Sit-metallht. 
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HORACE    IN    LONDON. 


{Ad  CuLOBiy,) 


To  ▲  Skittish  Grandmother. 

FOBBEAB       this 
painted  ahow  to 
strut 
Of  girlish  toilet, 
maimer      skit- 
tish: 
It  majr  be  Fin-de- 
SiecU,  but 
It  isn't  British. 

To  danoe,  to  swell 
the     betting 
rank, 
To  riyal  'Abbiet 

at  Marlow ; 
To   try   to    break 
Tour  husband's 
Dank 
At  Monte  Carlo, 

Would  ill  beseem 
your   daughter 
••smart;" 
The  Yulgar  slang 
of     bacchant 
mummers, 
If  act  you  must,  is 
scarce  the  jMirt 
For  sixty  sum- 
mers. 

Let  Atte  be  decent :  keep  your  hair 

Connned,  if  nothing  else,  to  one  dye : 
I  'd  rather  see  you,  I  declare, 
Like  Mrs.  Qbundt  I 


THE  PEIVATE  AND  THE  PUBLIC. 

( What  U  may  come  to.) 

l"  If  we  are  obliged  to  go  into  the  open  nurVet  for  our  soldiers,  and  oom- 
pete  with  other  employers  of  labour,  we  must  bid  as  highly  as  ther  do,  in 
pay,  hours  of  work,  and  general  conditions  and  comfort.^' — Daily  Faper  on 
the  lUport  of  Lord  Wantag^t  Committee,] 

Scene— -4  Puhlie  Place, 
Sergeant  Kite  and  a  Possible  Recruit  in  canvenatum. 

Sergeant  Kite  (continuing).  Then  you  must  remember  that  we  are 
exceedinffly  generous  in  the  matter  of  rations. 

Possible  Jlecruit  {pained).  Rations  !  I  suppose  you  mean  courses/ 
I  find  that  in  all  the  large  firms  in  London  the  assistants  have  a 
dinner  of  six  courses  served,  with  cigars  and  coffee  to  follow.  I 
couldn't  think  of  joining  the  Army  unless  I  had  the  same. 

Sergeant  K,  {with  suppressed  emotion).  If  it  must  be  so,  then  it 
must.  Who 's  to  pajr  the  piper,  1  don't  know  I  The  Public.  I  suppoae. 

P,  JR.  I  should  think  so  I  Then  as  to  drills.  Really  the  number 
of  these  useless  formalities  should  be  largely  decreased,  and  the 
hours  at  which  they  are  held  should  be  fixed  with  greater  regard  to 
the  convenience  of  private  soldiers.  By  the  bye,  of  course  I  need 
hardly  mention  that  I  should  not  dream  of  enlisting  unless  it  was 
agreed  that  I  should  never  be  called  before  9*30  a.m.  ^  My  early  cup 
of  tea  and  shaving- water  mij^ht  be  brought  to  me  at  nine. 

Sergeant  K,  {after  an  interval).  Called  I  Early  cup  of  tea! 
Shaving- water !    Oh,  this  is  too  much  I 

P,  R,  {cixMy).  Not  at  all,  my  dear  Sir,  not  half  enough.  There  are 
other  points  I  wish  to  mention.  For  example,  do  you  allow  feather-beds  ? 

Sergeant  K,  Feather-beds  I 

P,  R,  Yes.  A  sine  qud  non^  I  assure  you.  Then  as  to  pay  and  pen- 
sions, and  length  of  service.  I  would  only  accept  an  engagement  by  the 
month,  with  liberty  to  terminate  it  at  any  time  with  a  week's  notice. 

Sergeant  K.  {with  sarcasm).  And  you  would  wish  to  retire  at  a 
week's  notice  if  war  were  declared  P 

P. -R.  (»iirprwe<0.  Certainly  I  Why  not?  "Peace  with  Honour" 
would  be  my  motto.  As  to  pay,  of  course  you  know  what  I  oould  get 
if  I  went  in  for  civil  employment  ? 

Sergeant  K.  No,  I  don't,  and  I  don't  see  what  that  has  to  do  with 
it.  You  surely  would  not  compare  the  Queen's  service  with  the 
work  of  a  beggarly  counter-jumper  P 

P.  R.  Yes,  I  would.  And  as  I  could  earn  five  shillings  a-day 
easily  in  a  shop,  why,  you  will  have  to  give  me  that,  with  a  pension 
(as  I  might  do  better)  of  ten  shillings  a-day  after  six  years'  servioe. 

Sergeant  K,  koj  other  point  you  would  like  to  mention  P 

P.  M,  Yes,  there  is  one  other.  Why  should  a  labourer  be  able  to 
get  damages  from  his  employer  when  izgured,  and  a  soldier  be 


unable  P  The  principle  of  the  Employers'  Liability  Act  must  be  ex- 
tended to  the  Army,  so  that  if  anv  Commanding  Officer  made  some 
stupid  blunder  in  battle,  as  he  probably  would  do,  and  I  were  to  be 
hurt  in  consequence,  I  might  sue  him  when  we  got  back  to  England. 
You  understand  my  point  P 

Sergeant  K.  Oh,  quite  I  But  what  would  there  be  to  prevent 
every  soldier  present  at  the  battle  from  suing  also  P 

P.  R,  Nothing  at  all.  Of  course  they  would  all  sue.  So  no 
General  must  bepermitted  to  go  into  action  without  first  of  all  de- 
poeitixig  in  the  mgh  Court  at  home  lecurity  for  costs  if  defeated,— 
say  half  a  million  or  so. 

Sergeant  K.  {with  forced  politeness).  Well,  I  'm  glad  to  have  heard 
your  views.  I  'U  mention  them  to  my  Colonel.  They  are  sure  to 
please  him. 

P.  R.  Yes,  but  don't  keep  me  waiting  lon^  for  his  reply.  My 
offer  only  remains  open  till  to-morrow  morning. 

Sergeant  K.  Oh 1 

[7^  remainder  of  the  gallant  Sergeant's  observations  are  not 
necessary  for  ptMieation,  neither  would  they  be  accepted  as 
a  guarantee  of  his  good  faith,    Bxit  to  recrmU 


"THE  RING  AND  THE  BOOK.'' 

Fbom  very  early  days,  the  days,  or  nights,  of  The  Battle  of 
Waterloo  and  Scenes  in  the  Circle,  witn  the  onoe  -  renowned 
WmniooxB  as  Master  of  the  Ring,  Mr.  Punch  has  ever  been  parti- 
cularly fond  of  the  old-fashioned  equestrian  entertainment.  The  Ring 
to  which  he  has  just  made  allusion  is.  it  need  hardly  be  added.  The 
Circus,  and  The  Book  is  a  mrnl  by  Miss  Ajctb  Reads.  Mr.  P.  is 
not  sweet  upon  any  gymnastic  and  acrobatic  shows  in  whidi  the 
chances  of  danger  appear,  and  probably  are,  as  ten  to  one  against  the 
performer ;  and  especially  does  he  object  to  children  of  very  tender 
years  being  utilised  in  order  to  earn  money  for  their  parents  or 
guardians  by  exhibiting  their  precocious  ability.  Mr,  P.  approves 
of  the  ancient  use  of  the  birch  as  practised  at  Eton  a  quarter  of  a 
century  ago,  and  he  is  quite  of  the  Wise  Man's  opinion  as  to  the  evil 
consequences  of  sparing  the  rod ;  which  proverbial  teaching,  had  it 
been  practically  and  judiciously  applied  to  Master  SoLOicov  himself 
(the  ancient  King,  not  the  modem  Composer)  in  hia  eariiest 
years,  would  probably  have  jpreyented  hia  going  so  utterly  to 
the  bad  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life.  So  much,  as  far  as  oorporal 
punishment  is  concerned,  for  the 
education  of  youth,  whether  in 
or  out  of  the  circus  school.  But 
ffirls.  as  well  as  boys,  are  trained 
for  this  circus  business,  gaining 
their  livelihood  by  acrobatic  per- 
formances. Does  Mr,  Punch, 
representing  the  public  fener^ 
ally,  quite  approve  of  this  por- 
tion of  circus  and  acrobatic 
training  P  To  this  he  can  return 
only  a  qualified  answer.  His 
approval  would  depend,  first,  on 
the  natural  but  extraordinarv 
capability  of  the  female  pupilt 
and,  secondly,  the  method  ot 
training  her.  As  a  rule,  he 
would  prefer  to  keep  her  out  of 
it  altogether:  and,  as  to  the 
boys,  he  certainly  would  defer 
their  public  appearance  until 
they  were  at  least  sixteen ; 
their  previous  training  having  been  under  the  supervision  of  a 
responsible  inspector.  Then  as  to  the  training  of  ^nimaU  f^ 
the  circus  business.  If  the  training  system  means  '*  all  done  by 
kindness,"  that  is,  by  unflinching  firmness  and  a  just  application 
of  a  considerately  devised  system  of  equally  balanced  rewards 
and  punishments,  then  Mr,  P.  approves ;  but  where  orueltv  oomea 
in,  whether  in  the  training  of  child  or  beast,  Mr.  Punch  would  have 
such  trainer  of  youth  puni^ed  as  fN^icholas  Nichlehy  punished 
Squeers,  in  addition  to  imprisonment  And  fine ;  and  for  cruelty  to 
dumb  animals  Mr,  P.  would  order  tne  garotter's  punishment  and 
plenty  of  it.  Having  professed  this  faith,  Mr,  Punchy  after  thus 
arguing  in  a  Circle,''  returns  to  his  starting-point,  and  would  like 
to  know  now  much  oi  truth  there  is  in  Miss  Atxe  Reabs's  story 
entitled.  Slaves  of  the  Sawdust  f  As  literature  it  is  poor  stuff,  hut  as 
written  with  a  purpose,  and  that  purpose  the  exposing  of  sdleged 
systematic  cruelty  in  training  children  and  dumb  animals  for  tibe 
cirous-equestrian  acrobatic  life,  the  book  should  not  only  attract  genoral 


notice,  but  should  also  lead  to  a  Commission  of  inquiry,  or  to  wwc 
united  action  of  all  responsible  circus-managers  against  the  author 
of  this  work,  which  would  result  in  either  the  said  managers  or  the 
auth<nre88  being  '*  brought  to  book."  J£r.  Pwteh  hath  apc^^en. 
Verb,  sap. 


O:^  VOTICS.— B^eeted  Commnnioations  or  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietnras  oi  any  aascnpoai,  «IU 
in  no  ease  be  returned,  not  tfea  when  aeeompudad  Isj  a  Stamped  and  Addrtsied  Xnvdofai  Osfir^  og  WfappvB.    It  this  J 
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DOING  THE   OLD    MASTERS. 

{A  Sketch  at  Burlington  Hou»eJ) 
Ik  Oallert  No.  I. 

The  Umal  Elderly  Lady  {who  judgee  evert/  piHure  tolely  by  its 
iulffeet).  **No.  9.  Portrait  ot  Mrs.  Bbtak6T0K  of  Portman.  Bv 
OADrBBOBOVOH.''  I  don't  like  that  at  alL  Such  a  disagreeable 
expression  I  I  can't  think  why  they  exhibit  such  things.  I  'm  sure 
there 's  no  pleasure  in  looking  at  them  I 

Rer  Companion  {who  finds  no  pleasure  in  looking  at  any  of  them). 
No,  I  most  say  I  prefer  the  Aoaoemy  to' these  old-fashioned  things. 
I  suppose  we  can  get  a  cap  of  tea  here,  thoogh  P 

An  Intelligent  Person.  ^'  Mrs.  Bbtakstoit  of  Portman."  Sounds 
like  a  made-up  name  rather,  eh  P  Portman  Square,  and  all  that, 
y'know  I 

Sis  Friend  (with  a  touching  confidence  in  the  senousness  of  the 
authorities).  Oh,  they  wouldn't  do  that  sort 
of  thing  here  I 

A  ToO'impulsive  JEnthustaet.  Oh.  Johk, 
look  at  that  loyely  tiger  up  there!  IsnU 
the  skin  marrellously  painted,  and  the  eyes 
so  natural  and  all!  It's  a  Landseer  of 
course  J 

John,  Catalogue  says  Stubbs. 

The  Enth.  {disenchanted).  Stubbs  P  I 
never  heard  oi  him.  But  it 's  really  rather 
well  done. 

The  Man  who  is  a  bit  of  a  Connoisseur 
m  his  foay  {arriving  at  a  portrait  of  Mrs. 
BiLLnroTOir].  Not  a  bad  Romney,  that. 

His  Friend  (with  Catalogue).  What 
makes  you  think  it 's  a  Bomney  P 

The  Conn.  My  dear  fellow,  as  if  it  was 
nossible  to  mistake  his  touch.  {Thinksfrom 
his  friend's  expression,  that  he  had  better 
heJgf.)  Unless  it's  a  Be]rnolds.  Of  course 
it  might  be  a  Sir  Joshua,  their  manner  at 
<me  period  was  Tory  much  alike— yes,  it 
might  be  a  Reynolds,  certainly. 

Sis  mend.  It  might  be  a  Holbein— if 
it  didn't  happen  to  be  a  Gainsborough. 

The  Cofm.  {effecting  a  masterly  retreat). 
Didn't  I  say  Gainsborough  P  Of  course 
tiiat  was  what  I  meant.  Nothing  like  Rey- 
nolds—nor Romney  either.  Totally  differ- 
ent thing  I 

Ik  Gallebt  No.  II. 

Mr,  Ernest  Stodgely  {before  Jav  Sixer's 
'*  Christening**).  Kow look  at  this,  Flossib  ; 
Terr  curious,  yery  interesting.  Giyes  you 
such  an  insight  into  the  times.  This  man, 
vou  see,  is  wearing  a  hat  of  the  period. 
Remarkable,  isn't  it  P 

3fiss  Featherhead.  Not  so  remarkable  as 
if  he  was  wearing  a  hat  of  some  other 
period,  Ebrvt,  is  it  P 

The  Elderly  Ladu  {before  a    View  oj 
Ameterdam^  by  Van  ier  Myden).  Now,  you 
really  must  look  at  this,  my  dear— isn't  it 
wonderfolP    Why,  you  can  count  eyery  s    „ 
and  the  tinjr  little  figures  w4th  their  features  all  complete;  you 


"  Hy  dear  fellow,  ai  if  it  wai  poMible  to  miftake  his 


touch! 


you  can  count  eyery  single  brick  in  the  walls, 


want  a  magnif  ying-glass  to  see  it  all  I  How  conscientious  nainters 
were  in  those  days  I  And  wh<xt  a  difference  from  ^ose  '*  impres- 
sionists," as  they  call  themseiyes. 

Her  Comp.  {aptUhetically),  Yes,  indeed^  I  wonder  whether  it 
would  be  better  to  get  our  tea  here,  or  wait  Ull  we  get  outside  P 

The  Eld.  L.  Oh,  it's  too  early  yet.  Look  at  that  poor  hunted 
staf  jumping  oyer  a  dining-room  table,  and  upsetting  the  glasses 
ana  things.  I  suppose  that 's  LAin>8BEB— no,  I  see  it 's  some  one  of 
the  name  of  Smtdbbs.  I  expect  he  got  the  idea  from  LAin>8BEB, 
though,  don't  you  P 

Her  Comp.  Very  likely  indeed,  dear ;  but  {pureuing  her  original 
train  ofthoughC)  you  get  rather  nice  tea  at  some  of  these  aerated 
bread-shops ;  so  perhaps  if  we  waited— (^r.,  8fc.) 

Iw  Gallebt  No."  III. 

Two  Pretty  Nieces  with  an  Elderly  Uncle  {coming  to  "  Apollo  and 
Mareyae*^  by  Tintoretto).  What  was  the  story  of  Apollo  and 
Marsy as.  Uncle  P 

The  Unele.  Apollo  P  Oh,  come,  you 'ye  heard  of  Aim,  the— er- 
Bun-God|   Phoebus- ApdUo,  and  all  that  P 

Hie  N%4ce9.  Oh,  yes,  we  knbwall  that;  but wlwwlasMarsyas,  and 
what  does  the  Catalogue  m^in  by  *'  Athena  and  three  Umpires  ?  " 

The  Uncle.  Oh^-«r— hum  I    IHdn't  they  teach  you  aU  that  at 


school  P  Well  they  ouaht  to  haye,  that 's  all  P  Where 's  your  Aunt 
—where 's  your  Aunt  r 

Mr.  Ernest  Stodgely  {before  the  Portrait  of  the  Marchesa  Isabella 
Orimaldi).  There,  Flossie,  don't  you  feel  the  greatness  of  that  now  P 
I  'm  curious  to  know  how  it  impresses  you ! 

Miss  Featherhead.  Well,  I  rather  like  her  frock.  Ebkest.  How 
funny  to  think  aigrettes  were  worn  so  long  ago,  when  they  'ye  just 
gone  out  again,  don't  you  know.  It  must  haye  oeen  difficult  to  kiss  a 
person  across  one  of  those  enormous  rufb,  though,  don't  you  think  P 

Iw  Gallebt  No.  IV. 

Mr.  Schohorff  {loudiy).  Ah,  that '«  a  picture  I  know  weU :  seen  it 
many  a  time  in  the  Octagon  Boudoir  at  dear  old  Hatchment's.  But 
it  looks  better  lighted  up.  I  remember  the  last  time  I  was  down 
there  they  told  me  they  'd  been  asked  to  lend  it,  but  the  Countess 
didn't  seem  to  think  {^c.  8^cX 
Mrs.  Frivell  {before  ''Death  of  Dido,**  by  Ziberale  da  Verona). 
Why  is  she  standing  on  that  pile  of  furni- 
ture in  the  courtyard,  though  r 

Mr.  F.  Because  JBneas  had  jilted  her, 
and  so  ^e  stabbed  herself  on  a  funeral  pyre 
after  setting  fire  to  it^  you  see. 

Mrs.  F,  (disapprovingly).  How  very  odd. 
I  thought  they  only  did  that  in  India.  But 
who  are  all  those  people  looking-on  P 

Mr.  F.  Smart  people  of  the  period,  my 
dear.  Of  course  Diao  would  send  out  in- 
yitations  for  a  big  function  like  that — 
Wind-up  of  the  season — Farewell  Reception 
— sure  to  be  a  tremendous  rush  for  cards. 
Notice  the  eyident  eigoyment  of  the  guests. 
They  are  depicted  in  the  act  of  remarking 
to  one  another  that  their  hostess  is  doing 
all  in  her  power  to  make  the  thing  go  off 
weU.  Keen  obseryer  of  human  nature,  old 
LibebalbI 
Mrs.  F.  Selfish  creatures  I 

In  the  Yestibttle. 

Mrs.  Townley- Ration  {ahout  to  leave  with 
her  husband,  encounters  her  cousins,  the 
MissRuBAL-KATTOKS.  who  havejust  arrived). 
Why,  SoPHT,  Mabt  I  how  are  you  P  this  is 
too  delightful  I  When  did  you  come  upP 
How  Umg  are  you  going  to  be  in  townP 
TFhen  can  you  come  and  see  me  P 

Miss  Sophy  Ration  {answering  the  two 
last  questions).  Till  the  end  of  the  week. 
What  will  be  the  best  time  to  find  you  P 

Mrs.  T.  R.  {warmly).  Oh,  any  time! 
I'm  almost  always  in— except  the  i^ter- 
noons.  of  course.  I  'm  going  out  to  tea  or 
Bomethixig  eyery  day  this  week! 

Miss  Sophy  R.  Well,  how  would  some 
time  in  the  morning 

Mrs.  T.  R.  The  morning  P  No,  I  'm 
afraid— I  'm  afraid  it  mustn*t  be  the  morn- 
ing this  week— so  many  things  that  one  has 
to  see  to! 

Mr.  T.  R.  {lasUy).   You'd  better  all 
come  and  dine  quietly  some  eyening. 
'awns^  tone  down  any  excess  of  hospitality  in  this  invitation. 


arrange 
coming! 

— such  a 

I  shall  try  to  call— if  I  possibly  can  I 

Mr.  T.  R.  {as  they  descend  the  stairs).  I  say,  Sbldta,  you  forgot 
to  ask  'em  where  they  are.    Shall  I  run  back  and  find  out,  eh  P 

Mrs.  T.  R.  Not  on  any  account.  They  're  probably  at  the  Grand 
as  usual,  and  if  they're  not,  it  will  be  a  yery  good  excuse  if  I  can't 
call.    You  are  such  Afusser,  Alfbsd  I 

Miss  Sophy  {to  Miss  Mabt).  What  a  let-off  I  I  wouldn't  haye 
minded  lunch  so  much— but  dinner— no,  thank  you,  my  dear! 

Miss  Mary  {gloomily).  She  may  call  on  Mother  and  ask  us  all  yet. 

Miss  Sophy.  She  doesn't  know  where  we  are,  and  I  took  good  care 
not  to  tell  her.  It's  getting  too  dark  to  see  much,  but  we  'U  just 
walk  through  the  rooms,  to  say  we  'ye  done  it— shall  we  P  [They  do. 


A  SvTTLEB  FOB  Mb.  WooDfei.— -Mrs.  Rah  does  not  at  all  wonder  at 
Amateurs  bein^  able  to  **  pick  up  old  pieces  of  thina  at  Chbikft's," 
for  shb  has  often  heard  \&bX  you  'ye  bnly  got  to  go  to  King  Street, 
where  anyone  may  see  them  "  knocked  down  under  a  luanmer." 


TOIL  CD* 
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THINGS  ARE   NOT  WHAT  THEY  SEEM." 


Mr,  Foozler  {who,  while  waiting  for  ths  latt  Train,  has  wamUrtd  to  Ou  end  of  the  PUUform,  opened  the  door  of  the  Signal-box,  and  waUhed  the 
8ign<Uman*8  jnanipuUUionso/ the  UverM  for  torne  moments  with  ha$fy  perplexity,  eudde^       "Abf  o'  Burt'k  'n  Bibreb  r*  XK,  Gtty'kobI" 


"  OFF   HIS  FEED  ! " 

Scbkb— T%«  SL  Stephen' t  Stables.  Stall  of  the  FavouriU,  **  Majority" 
who  is  being  inspected  by  the  great  **  Pet."  (S-l-sb-bt)  in  presence  of 
the  Oroom  (B-lf-b),  and  the  Stable-help  (Ch-pl-n). 

Stable-help  {anxtously).  Why,  he  used  to  be  a  Btmmer,  and  a  safe 
and  steady  runner, 
And  we  trusted  him,  most  confident,  for  landinff  us  the  Stakes. 
Now,  what  can  the  cause  of  this  be  P    He 's  a-looking  queer  and 
auisby; 
And  nis  on  fore  leg  seems  shaky,  and  the  rest  ain't  no  great  shakes. 
Oroom  (sharplu).  Not  too  much  of  it,  you  Habbt  I    You  are  here  to 
fetch  and  cany. 
And  not  to  pass  opinions  in  the  presence  of  the  Yet. 
But  he  does  look  dicker,  Mister ;  Vye  tried  bolus,  I  've  tried  blister, 

But  I  hayen't  got  mm  up  to  his  old  form  by  cnalks,  Sir,  yet ! 
Vet,  {dubiously).  You're  a  bit  new  at  the  ^*biz.,"  lad,  and  I  tell 
you  what  it  is,  lad, — 
These  thoroughbreds  aren*t  managed  like  a  dray-horse,  don*tcher 
know. 
They  want  very  careful  feeding,  and  Sangrado  purge  or  bleeding 
Won't  suit  our  modern  strain— of  man  or  horse.     SteadyViad I 
Woa  I  [Examines  him. 

Groom  {rather  sulkily).  Well,  Sir,  what  do  you  make  itP 
Vet.  Off  his  feed? 

Groom,  Well,  he  don't  take  it 

Not  voracious,  so  to  speak.  Sir,  as  he  do  when  cherry  ripe. 
Vet,  Ah-h-h  I    May  want  a  change  of  diet.    Eye  is  neiUier  bright 
nor  quiet, 
And  his  coat  seems  dull  and  roughish,  though  he 's  sound  in  pulse 
and  pipe. 
Stable-help,  JDon't  take  kindly  to  his  fodder,  and,  wbat  I  thinlts 
even  odder,* 
With  a  temper  like  a  hangel,  gits  a  bit  inclined  to  kick. 
Landed  *Art  l>yke  a  fair  wunner  I 
Groom  {testily).  Well,  you  are  an  eighty-tonner 

At  sunerfluous  patter,  Hasbt  I 
Stable-nelp  {aside).  Lor  I    His  temper 's  gitting  quick ! 


What  has  been  and  popped  the  acid  in  his  style  so  prim  and  placid  ? 

Doesn't  shine  like  what  he  thought  to  as  head-groom.  Yus,  there 's 
the  rub  I 
Vet.  {looking  at  sieve).  Seem  to  shy  that  feed  I 
Groom,  I  mixed  it  with  the  greatest  oare.'and  fixed  i 

With  an  eye  to  tempt  his  appetite,  but  were,  he 's  off  his  grub ! 
Vet,  {to  Stable-help),  Takes  your  green  stuff  better  ? 
StabU'help,  True,  Sir  I 
Groom,  But  too  much  o'  that  won't  do,  Sir. 

Can't  live  on  tares  entirely  I    {Aside,)    This  here  boy 's  too  full  of 
beans. 
Vet.  Ah  I  I  see  the  whole  position.    He 's  a  bit  out  of  condition. 

Wants  a  tonic  and  skilled  treatment.    Yes,  no  doubt  that 's  what 
it  means. 
With  an  appetite  that 's  picksome  comes  a  temper  tart  and  trioksome. 

But  a  pick-me-up — I  'll  send  one — will,  I  'm  sure  set  all  that  square. 
And  if  there 's  further  wasting,  then,  without  too  headlong  hasting. 

Give  him,  as  soon  as  possible—a  little  Country  Air  J 


LORD  WILDERMERE'S  MOTHER-IN-LAW. 

Shb  's  as  bad  as  can  be,  but  she 's  **  Precious  "  to  me. 
Though  her  conduct  cannot  be  called  free  from  a  flaw ; 

For  in  spite  of  blackmail,  I  have  vowed  ne'er  to  fail 
In  the  duty  I  owe  to  my  Mother-in-law. 

There  have  been  flippant  sneers  and  conventional  jeers, 

At  a  worthy  relation  that  I  hold  in  awe ; 
Though  it  angers  my  wife,  all  the  joy  of  my  life 

Comes  from  drawing  big  cheques— for  my  Mother-in-law. 

Peccadilloes  she  had,  but  she  isn't  all  bad. 

And  the  folks  who  have  sneered  shall  their  libels  withdraw ; 
To  our  dance  she  shall  come,  and  the  world  be  struck  dumb 

At  the  way  that  I  've  whitewashed  my  Mother-in-law. 

She  shall  rise  from  the  slime  of  what  people  called  crime. 

To  a  virtuous  height,  for  I  always  foresaw 
'Twould  be  wise  to  proclaim  to  all  ages  the  fame      T  ^ 

Of  that  much-maligned  female — a  Mother-in-law., 
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WHAT  OUR  ARTIST  (THE  CNEEKY  ONE)  HAS  TO  PUT  UP  WITH. 

"Look  hxrx,  my  Pbincb  of  Picture-dkalkes— a  great  F&isnd 

OF  MINK,   TBX    COUNTS88    OF  WaTXRBRUBH,    IS    GOING    TO    HAYS    AN 

Art  Stall  at  the  Little  Peddlinoton  Bazaar.  Could  you  spare 
Her  Ladyship  any  Old  Rubbish  you  can't  get  rid  of  ?  It  's 
FOR  A  Charity,  you  know." — **AchI     Z6b\    Vell,  my  yoong 

VrENT,    I  HAFE  ZUM  T0ZEN8  OF  YOUR  VaTER-CULLERS  ZAT    PERHAPS 

Her  Latyship  mioht  manage  to  ket  rit  of— for  a  CuARirr,  you 
KNOW  I     She  is  ferry  velcome,  I  assure  you  I " 


DEATH  IN  THE  POP. 

Eathsb  alarmed  by  readinf  in  paper  about  *\  ezplosiYe  buttons." 
Seems  that  combs,  oollars,  cuns,  buttons  and  thinfi^s  made  to  imitate 
ivory  and  tortoiseshell  are  really  highly  combustible.  Lady  in  West 
of  England  had  her  dress  ignited  by  sudden  explosion  of  a  '*  fano^  " 
button!  In  consequence,  advise  my  wife  **touse  that  new  hair- 
brush I  gave  her  very  gingerlv,  or  ^e  *11  be  blown  up."  She  wants 
to  know  **  why  I  didn't  find  that  out  before  buying:  it."  Difficult  to 
find  suitable  reply.    Result— nobody  blown  up  so  tar,  except  myself. 

Combing  my  tew  remaining  locks.  No  harm  in  comb,  i  suppose, 
as  maker  assured  me  it  was  **only  made  of  celluloid."  Comb 
suddenlv  driven  a  couple  of  inches  into  my  head,  with  loud  report  I 
In  bed  tor  three  weeks.  Write  to  maker,  who  says,  *'  Didn't  I  know 
celluloid  was  mixture  of  camphor  and  gun-cotton  P  "    No,  I  didn't. 

Playing  billiardsj  when  si^ciently  recovered.  Just  executing 
fiftietn  spot-stroke  in  succession,  when— an  explosion  I  Cue  driven 
out  of  my  hand,  and  half-way  down  marker's  throat.  Turns  out 
that  ball  was  a  mixture  of  Turkish  Delight  and  nitroglycerine,  and 
objected  to  my  hitting  it.  Marker  brings  action,  and  gets  damages 
out  of  me. 

Little  later.   New  fancy  waistcoat.   Buttons  like  pearl.    Hub  one, 

to  give  extra  polish Bang  I— explosion.    Where  am  I  ?    In  the 

middle  of  next  week,  on  whion  date  1  write  this. 


CoN.    BT   A   WsLSHXB.— Why  has  Wales  more  Clerks  than 
England  ?— Because  it  has  a  Penman  mare. 


ENCOUNTER. 
(An  Effort  in  the  Spasmodic-Obseure,  after  the  American  Original  quoted 
by  Mr,  Jamee  Payn  in  **  Our  Note-Book") 
Two  Spooks,  swirled  fast  along  the  Vast, 

Meeting  each  other  **  at  the  double," 
Collided,  squirmed,  then  howled  aghast. 
Each  to  the  other,  •*  What 's  your  trouble  ? '» 

"AlasI"  one  whined,  **RymedRotIread, 

Affected  to  admire,  and  quote  it  I " 
The  other  wailed,  with  shame-bowed  head, 

'*  My  case  is  even  worse, — I  wrote  U  !  " 


THE  SCALE  WITH  THE  PALSE  WEIGHTS. 

{A  Pagejrom  the  Newgate  Calendar — up-to-date  Edition,) 

The  two  Convicts  were  tried  at  the  same  Assizes,  put  in  the  same 
dock  and  sentenced  b^  the  same  Judge.  So  a  companionship  sprang 
up  between  them  considering  that  one  was  by  birth  and  education  a 
Gi«ntlemen,  and  the  other  was  not.  And  they  went  to  the  same 
prison,  and  listened  to  the  same  words  of  the  same  Chaplain,  and 
took  their  occasional  exercise  in  the  same  practising  yard.  And  as 
luck  would  have  it,  they  served  the  same  tune,  and  were  liberated  at 
the  same  moment. 

**  I  am  afraid  I  must  say  good-bye,  Oiles,"  said  St.  Jaites.  as  they 
emerged  into  freedom  from  the  portals  of  the  gaol.  '  *  Gt)od  fellow  as 
you  are,  Giles,  you  do  not  belong  to  my  set,  and  your  presence 
would  be  embarrassing." 

**  Oh,  would  it  I "  returned  Giles,  who  had  already  recognised  some 
of  his  friends.   *  *  Well,  I  don't  want  to  press  my  company  on  anyone." 

* '  No  offence  I "  exclaimed  St.  James,  *  *  I  bejg  you— no  offence !  But 
we  have  both  to  begin  life  again,  and  union  is  not  strength  in  a  case 
such  as  ours ! " 

*'  Oh,  no  offence  I "  acquiesced  Giles,  as  he  accompanied  some  of 
his  pals  to  a  neighbouring  public-house. 

St.  James,  left  to  his  own  devices,  hurried  to  the  Chambers  that  he 
used  to  rent  before  he  went  to  prison.  They  were  **  To  Let."  He 
rang  the  bell,  and  the  porter  started  back  when  he  saw  him. 

*^Hope  you  don't  want  to  enter.  Sir,"  said  he ;  **  but  the  Guv'nor 
gave  strict  orders,  as  if  you  called,  that  you  was  not  to  go  in.  It  ain't 
my  fault,  Sir,  but  the  GuVnor  is  the  GrnVnor  I " 

Disheartened  by  this  rebuff,  he  tried  the  house  of  a  friend,  but 
was  so  scornfully  received,  that  he  made  up  his  mind  never  to  visit 
another  acquaintance.  Of  course  he  found  that  his  name  had  been 
removed  from  his  Clubs,  and  not  a  single  individual  would  recognise 
him.  He  was  an  outcast,  and  a  ruined  man.  So  he  walked  about 
the  streets  until  his  shoes  were  in  holes,  and  his  last  penny  exhausted. 
Then  he  lay  down  to  sleep.  But  this  was  against  the  regulations, 
and  so  he  was  hustled  m>m  pillar  to  post,  until  at  last  ne  found 
himself  in  a  very  low  part  of  town.  He  was  trudginc[  past  a  public- 
house,  when  who  should  emerge  from  its  cheerful-looking  recesses  but 
Giles.  **  Hallo  I "  cried  the  young  man,  who  seemed  the  picture  of 
health,  **  are  you  down  P" 

**  Yes— very,"  returned  St.  James.  **  I  haven't  a  friend  in  the 
world,  and  no  one  will  have  anything  to  say  to  me." 

'*  What  a  shame  I "  cried  the  other.  **  Why,  with  me.  I  have  had 
a  rare  old  time  I    Everybody  has  been  pleased  to  see  me." 

*'  But  hasn't  your  conviction  injurea  you  P  " 

"  Not  particularly.  I  have  lots  of  people  who  support  me.  Why. 
if  we  were  too  particular  with  one  another,  we  shouldn't  have  a  pal 
in  the  world  I    Hope  there 's  nothing  wrong." 

"Why,  don't  you  call  this  wrong  P  Here  are  you,  as  jolly  as 
possible,  and  I— a  miserable  man !  " 

**  Can't  be  helped.    We  are  in  the  same  box." 

**Are  we?"  said  the  semi-genteel  Convict.  "Well,  I  should 
have  scarcely  believed  it  I  Then,  I  suppose  I  must  comfort  myself 
with  the  thought  that  the  same  law  applies  to  the  rich  as  the  poor." 

*'  Does  itP''  returned  the  commoner  Convict.  '*Then  all  I  can 
say  is.  that  whatever  the  law  may  be,  the  punishment  is  never  the 
same."  And  St.  James.*  with  a  bitter  sigh,  wished  he  could  change 
places  with  his  more  fortunate  dock-mate. 


The  Chef's  New  Dish  foe  Travellers.-**  Ineurance  of  Pat- 
eengerif  iti^ja^*."— Bravo,  Thomas  Cook  aitd  Son!  Not  **too 
many  Cooks,"  but  **  just  Cooks  enough  I"  Hitherto  the  traveller 
had  only  to  present  himself  ready  * '  dressed  "  to  be  thoroughly  Cook'd, 
and  done  throughout,  to  a  turn.  Now,  in  addition,  nis  baggage 
can  be  book'd  and  Cook'd;  and,  should  any  *^  Gravy  delictum** 
happen  to  it,  the  value  of  the  lost  p(nrtmanteaa  and  boxes  will  be 
handed  over  to  the  aggrieved  passenger. 

Pathetic  Descriptiok  of  the  Prsseitt  State  of  Mb*  Gsoroe 
Alsxandeb.—**  He  is  running  Wilde  at  the  St.  James's  Theatre. 
-Yours.  L.  W.  F."  -^^V  ^ 
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CONFESSIONS   OF   A   DUFFER. 

YI.— THE  DUFFEB  AT  WHIST. 

"WHisr,  it  seemB  to  me,  is  an  affair  of  eyes,  memoiy,  and  oalonlatiye 
ratiocination.  As  to  eyes,  I  have  a  pnvate  theory  that  mine  are 
bewitched.  It  is  not  mere  short  sight  At  school  and  college  I  have 
seen  Greek  words  on  the  printed  page,  and  translated  them  correctly, 
and  come  to  grief,  because  these  words,  on  inspection,  were  somehow 
not  there.  Explain  this  I  cannot,  but  it  is  a  fact.  The  same  with 
Whist ;  I  see  spades  where  dubs  are,  and  diamonds  for  hearts,  and  a 
cold  world  aocnses  me  of  revoking  and  of  carelessness,  but  it  is  no^ 
carelessness.  It  is  something  gone  askew  in  phenomena.  Thos, 
when  I  am  a  witness  as  to  nicts  in  a  trial,  peijury  is  the  softest 
word  for  my  testimony,  so  the  Court  thinks,  because  the  Court  is 
blessed  with  the  usual  relations  between  objective  facts,  and  sub- 
jective impressions.  I  admit  that  I  am  less  fortunate,  but  when  I 
tryto  go  into  this,  I  am  interrupted.  However,  this  is  why  I  revoke. 
Then  as  to  memory,  I  have  none,  for  cards.  It  is  extremely 
difficult,  indeed  impossible,  to  recall  who  played  what,  after  the 
cards  are  once  out  of  sight.  I  could  tdl  you,  like  the  man  in  the 
story,  that  such  and  such  a 
statement  is  on  the  ninety 
sixth  page  of  the  fifth  volume 
of  OiBBOir,  the  page  on  the 
left,  half-way  down ;  useless 
things  of  that  sort  I  remember : 
cards,  not.  As  to  calculation 
and  inferences,  I  give  it  up. 
I  just  first  nlay  out  all  my 
kings,  then  all  my  aces,  I  lead 
trumps,  if  I  have  a  bunch  of 
them,  and  tiiien  it  is  my  part- 
ner's turn  to  make  bis  little 
points.  I  return  his  lead 
when  I  happen  to  think  of  it, 
which  is  not  often.  That  is 
all  I  have  to  confess,  but  I 
have  a  friend,  a  brilliant 
player  I  call  nim,  and  he 
permits  me  to  contnbute  his 
experiences,  as  mine  are  short 
and  simple.  To  my  mind. 
Whist  would  not  be  a  bad 
game,  if  the  element  of  skill 
were  excluded;  but  give  me 
Bot^ette.  If  foreign  la^es 
would  not  snatch  up  my  win- 
nings, I  should  be  a  master 
at  Roulette,  where  genius  is 
really  served,  for  I  play  on 
inspiration  merely.  But  let 
me  turn  to  the  confessions  of 
my  friend,  my  Mentor,  I  may 
csll  him,  a  man  who  is  a 
Member  of  the  Burlington 
itself,  one  who  has  had  losses, 
go  to  !    Hear  him  speak : — 

I  have  always  sympa- 
thised, he  says,  with  Mr, 
Pickwick,  in  l^l^^  to  his 
experiences  at  Whist;  that  is 
to  say,  his  experience  on  the  second  occasion  narrated  in  his  history. 
The  first  time,  it  will  be  remembered,  all  went  well,  when,  owing  to 
unfortunate  lapses  on  the  part  of  "  the  criminal  Miller.''  who  omitted 
to  ** trump  the  diamond'' and  subsequentif  revoked,  ne  and  the  fat 
gentleman  were  worsted  in  an  encounter  with  Mr.  WardU^B  mother 
and  the  immortal  hero. 

But  at  Bath  there  was  a  different  tale  to  tell,  the  Dowager  Lady 
Snuphanuph  and  Mrs.  Colonel  Wug$hy,  proved  too  able  for  him  and 
Miu  Boh.  who  when  he  flayed  a  wrong  card,  which,  like  me,  he 
probably  did  every  other  time,  looked  a  small  armoury  of  daggers, 
and  subsequently  in  a  beautiful  instance  of  the  figure  known  to  the 
grammarian  as  Hendiadys,  went  home  in  tears  and  a  Sedan  chair. 

Bearing  in  mind  the  advice  attributed  to  Talleybaiid,  I  have 
oonsdentiously  endeavoured  to  become  a  Whist-player ;  but  it  is 
becoming  increasin^f  obvious  to  me,  that  owing  to  the  malison 
pronounced  at  my  birth,  my  room  is  generally  mreferred  to  my 
company.  And  yet  I  have  studied  the  subject  accoroing  to  my  lights. 
Every  instance  of  Whiit  in  fiction  idiioh  comes  under  my  notice 
reodves  my  undivided  attention,  and  when  I  readliiss  Bbovohton, 
■noh  a  sentence  as,  *'  I  suppose,''  she  said,  **  that  it 's  the  right  thing 
to  play  out  all  one's  ac&  first?  Her  partner  conscientioudy  en- 
deavoured to  veil  the  expression  of  extreme  dissent  which  this 
popotitaon  called  f  orth|  and  with  such  success  that  the  ace  of  hearts 
matantly  and  confidently  followed  his  brother." 


When  I  read  hints  like  these,  I  gamer  them  up  for  my  own  future 
use.  I  have  pored  over  every  known  text-book  on  the  subject,  from 
Ma.tihxws  and  Hotlb  to  Cavendish.  I  once  went  so  far  as  to 
learn  the  proper  leads  by  rote,  forgetting  them  all  withhi  a  week ; 
and  owing  to  my  invet^te  habit  of  endeavouring  to  justify  the 
most  fiagitious  acts  by  a  supposed  reference  to  authority,  nave  earned 
for  myself  the  name  of  **  Pole." 

There  are  some  with  whom  I  play,  who  contrive  to  make  me  feel 
more  at  my  ease  than  do  others,  and  even  look  upon  me  in  virtue  of 
my  playing  with  "  those  men  at  the  Club  "  as  one  having  authority ; 
for  among  the  blind  the  one-eyed  man  is  king.  There  is  my  Mother- 
in-law  for  instance,  now  I  really  exgoy  a  ruober  witii  h«r.  We  sit 
down  after  dinner  at  a  table  scant  A  cloth,  and  either  much  too 
small  or  so  inconvenientiy  large  that  I  cannot  see  tiie  trump  at  tiie 
other  end  of  it  She  usually  begins  operations  by  misdealing,  which 
is  precisely  what  always  happens  to  me  with  a  new  pack :  nor  do  I 
yet  understand  how  it  is  that  the  expert  manages  to  deal  at  about 
sixty  miles  an  hour  without  a  mistake,  whereas  when  my  turn  comes 
every  other  card  seems  to  get  stuck  to  its  neighbour  by  a  very 
superior  kind  of  glue,  so  that  they  all  come  out  in  batches  of  twos 
and  threes  as  it  were,  instead  of  one  by  one. 

But  when  the  deal  has  come 
right,  her  next  step  is  to  sort 
her  cards,  which  she  does  by 
placing  all  her  trumps  apaH 
from  Qie  others  between  her 
third  and  fourth  fingers;  I 
can  thus  tell  how  many  she 
has.  and  am  further  assisted 
by  ner  generally  dropping  one 
or  two  in  the  process  face 
upwards  on  the  table.  This 
would  be  punishable  at  the 
Club ;  but  as  she  would  con- 
sider it  "mean"  were  any 
allusions  made  to  it,  nothing 
happens.  Towards  the  end 
of  the  hand  her  attention  is 
apt  to  wander,  and  owing  to 
her  abstraotioziplay  comes  to 
a  dead  halt.  When  a  hint  is 
offered  that  we  are  waitinj; 
for  her,  with  prompt  and  busi- 
ness-like alacrity  out  regard- 
less of  the  rigorous  formula. 
'*  Place  your  cards,  please,'' 
she  will  say,  **Who  led  a 
spade?"  there  being  at  the 
time  a  club,  a  heart,  and  a 
diamond  on  the  table.  Then, 
being  the  only  one  who  has  a 
card  of  the  leader^s  suit  left, 
she  revokes  but  is  not  found 
out.  When  she  leads  out  of 
turn,  as  happens  on  an  average 
four  or  five  times  every  rub- 
ber, if  I  am  against  her,  I  call 
a  suit  from  her  partner,  upon 
which  she  says,  fiarinsr  up, 
'*  Is  that  the  way  you  play  at 
the  Club?  *  Cheats  never 
thrive.' "  Nor  do  we,  for  the 
simple  reason,  that  she  seldom  holds  less  than  three  honours  in  each 
suit,  and  from  five  to  six  trumps  besides  I 

This,  as  I  said,  is  the  sort  of  Whist  I  rather  enjoy ;  but  when  it 
comes  to  playing  in  sober  earnest  at  the  Club,  there  is  a  different  tale 
toteU. 

(ThxB  differmt  tale  tcill  be  told  in  the  Dufer'i  negt.) 


"  AiBT  Fairy  Ltllt  Uw  I  "—One  day  last  week.  Me.  W.  S.  Lillt 
— f.tf,  W.  •*8hibbolbth8"  Lillt— delivered  an  excellent  lecture  on 
the  Papal-Italian  question,  and  although  at  Birmingham,  it  was  by 
no  means  a  brummagem  discourse.  But  to  quote  the  immortal 
ballad  of  BiUy  Taylor,  **When  the  Captain  he  come  for  to  hear 
on't.  He  werry  much  applauded  what  ^e'd  done,"  and,  to  apply  the 
lines  to  the  present  instance,  **  When  the  Popk  he  comes  for  to  hear 
on't,"  toiU  he  **  werry  much  applaud,"  the  opinions  honestiy  and  cour- 
teously' enough  expressed  in  this  lecture  f  By  the  way,  **  Leo  and 
the  Luly  "  would  make  a  fine  subject  for  a  historical  cartoon.  The 
learned  Lecturer  took  care  to  observe,  with  all  the  true  modesty  of 
the  humble  fiower  from  which  his  name  is  derived,  that  he  spoke 
only  the  opinion  of  a  party,  which  party,  whether  small,  consider- 
able, or  large,  his  audience  could  judge  for  themselves  with  tiie 
unclothed  optic,  as  the  party  in  question  was,  not  to  put  too  fine  a 
point  on  it,  Mimself . 
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DANCING   MEN. 

"What  a  chabmiko  Waltz  they *be  platiho  Upstaibs.    (Mors  Champaons,  Waitbr. 

*'  I  'VB  ONLY  JUST   CX)lfB— NOT    BBBK    UpSTAIBB    YBT.      OnB    HBABB    THB    MuSIC    80    MUCH 
PLBA8B,   AKD  SaLAD.     ThAXKS  1)" 


Thanks  !)" 
bbttbb  down  hbbb. 


(Cold  Cutlbt, 


''A  LITTLE  HOLIDAYS' 

[It  is  proposed  that  450,000  collien  belon^ng  to 
the  Miners'  Federation  should  cease  work  for  a 
week  or  a  fortnight.  This,  it  is  said,  is  regarded  as  an 
'*  amicable  "  Strike,  not  against  the  Masters,  but  to 
raise  the  price  of  coal  by  producing  an  artificial 
scarcity,  and  thus  aroiding  a  threatened  reduction 
of  wages  consequent  upon  orer-produetion.  This 
the  Miners  call,  **  Going  on  Play/'] 

(hU'Of-  Worker  to  Out-on-Player  ;— 
Who  talks  of  "  Solidarity  of  Labour,"— 

A  f  ayourite  shibboleth  in  these  our  days  ? — 
To  reoognise  one's  dnty  to  one's  neiffhboar 
Is  that  which  all — ^in  theory — will  yraise. 
And  Unions  are  upheld,  and  '* Blacklegs" 
scouted—  [break 

Friends  of   Fraternity  their  heads  must 
To  prove  their  loyal  brotherhood  undoubted  !— 
But  here  there  seems  to  be  some  slight 
mistake. 

Ooing  on  Play,  mate,   you  of  the  broad 
shoulders  ? 
Take  holiday  awhile  from  pick  and  lamp  P 
Well  your  hard  toil  impresses  all  beholders. 
Sweating  amidst  black  seams  and  choking 
"damn." 
A  '*  holiday,"  for  rest  and  recreation, 
None  would  begrudge  you.    But  at  the 
expense 
Of  ererv  other  worker  in  the  nation  ? 
I  don^t  quite  see  it  I    Maybe  I  am  dense. 

A  *'friendly"  Strike,  you  oall  it;  "amicable"  I 
Nice  sounding  worojB  I   Strikes  mostly  mean 
hot  war. 


But  in  to-day*s  wild  Socialistic  Babel 
Blest  if  I  always  know  just  where  we  are. 

But  if  I  'm  out  01  work,  or  out  of  fuel, 
Me  and  a  many  thousand  like  me,  mate. 

Your  "friendly  "  conflict  seems  a  leetle  cruel 
To  us,  with  idle  hands  or  empty  grate. 

I  'd  like  to  taste  the  sweets  of  "  solidarity" 

In  this   connection;   so  would  my  pale 
friend; 
He 's  a  poor  Clerk.    I  fancy  human  charity, 

AU  round,  a  lot  of  bitter  strife  would  end  ; 
And  if  that 's  "  solidarity,"  I  'm  for  it ; 

But  in  your  "play"  are  you  considering  us  f 
No  need  tor  sniyelling  bunkum ;  I  abhor  it ; 

But  does  fraternity  shape  itself  thus  f 

Must  fight  for  your  own  hand?    Oh,  ah! 
precisely. 
Only  that 's  Ishkaxl,  after  aU,  right  out. 
Maybe    that    for    yourself    you're  acting 
wisely,—  [doubt,— 

Though  even  that   seems  open  to   some 
But  if  your  self -advancement  means  a  smasher 
To  mill-hand,  poor  mechanic,  labourer, 
derk. 
Without  a  fire  to  fry  his  slender  "  rasher," 
Fraternity 's  outlook  still  looks  rather  dark. 

With  Coal  two  bob  a  hundred,  and  still  rising. 

Poor  folk  who  buy  it  by  the  fourteen  nound, 

(Dukes  at  St.  James's  Hall,  this  sounds  sur- 

But  if  your  d  understand  it,  just  look  round !  ] 
Dockers     and     Brickies,    charwomen    and 

"ohilder," 
With  such  small  deer,  mate,  as  my  friend 

and  me, 


Find  one  more  "  Social  Question  "  to  bewilder 
The  small  brains  left  us  by  chill  pover^. 

Fighting  our  battle?     Humph!    A  rather 
roundabout  [too. 

Way  of  so  doing !    P'r'aps  your  Masters, 
Would    claim   the    samo— there   are   such 
Bosses  found  about ; 
Westminsters,  Liveseys,   Norwoods,    and 
that  crew. 
All  for  our  good,  not  only  Strike-Committees. 
But  Rate-payers'  Defence  Leagues,  ana 
the  like  1  [pities 

Oh,  the  i>oor  Propertied  Classes  I    How  one 
Those  victims  of  the  School  Board,  Council, 
Strike! 

If  Miners  and  Mine-Owners  pull  together 
To  raise  the  price  of  Coal— well,  it  may  suit 
Both  them  and  you.    But,  in  this  bitter 

weather. 
Your  "  Solidarity  "  brings  us  bitter  fruit. 
When  our  pinched  fire  dies  down  to  its  last 
ember. 
The  picture  of  you  "  making  holiday  "  thus 
Won't  warm  our  wives  and  kids.    Strike  I— 
but  remember  [to  us  I 

That  what  is  "  Play"  to  you  means  death 


A  PosxK  FOE  Mr.  Weathsbbt.— Mrs.  Rue 
is  not  in  the  least  astonished  at  its  being  said 
that  certain  horses  turn  out  "  regular  fiyers," 
because,  she  says,  "  she  has  often  heard  of 
mares'  nests^/^ ^ 

"MnrEB  PsEinsES."- In  the  Coal  Districts. 
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WHAT  DO  THEY  MEAN  BY  IT? 

Lr  an  interestinff  desoriptioii  (that 
^ypeared  in  the  !nme$  for  Satoraay, 
February  27)  of  the  working  of  the 
"  JaoqnafdCard-Preparing  liukohine," 
which  ifl^  it  aroean,  '*  a  machine  for 
Bupersedin^  the  hnman  brain,  eye, 
and  hand  " — (bo  that  soon  all  wno  can 
afford  it  will  be  fitted  np  with  these 
machines,  and  keep  their  Drains,  eyes, 
and  hands  in  reserre  for  yery  spedai 
occasions)— it  was  stated  tiiat  '*  the 
blank  cards  are  automatically  fed 
totheponches."  That  punches  should 
be  spelt  without  the  capital  P  is  of 
coarse  a  Printer's  error,  deserving 
capital  punishment.  Mr.  P.  thinks 
it  right  to  state  in  answer  to  nume- 
rous inquiries,  that  aU  his  Punehei 
speak  by  the  card.  But  as  to  eyen  tiie 
smallest  of  the  Punch  family  being 
••fed"  on  cards,  or  getting  his  or  her 
liyins"  by  cards,  ue  statement  is 
utterly  at  yarianoe  with  the  facts. 
Mr,  P.  is  quite  sure  that  the 
••  Jacquard  Automatic  Reading  and 
Punching  S^dicate"  wUl  at  once 
retract  the  injurious  statement,  or  the 

?outhful,  vigorous  and  pugnacious 
^unehea  willbe  inquiring  of  Mr.  P., 
as  Sam  WeUer  did  of  Mr.  Pickwiei 
when  that  gentleman's  great  name 
was  apparently  taken  in  vain,  *•  Ain*t 
nobody  to  be  whopped  for  takin' 
this  here  liberty  ?  *'  that  is,  adapting 
the  question  to  the  present  occasion, 
••  Am't  nobody's  head  to  be  Punoh'd 
for  this  mis-use  of  an  ancient  and 
honourable  name  ?  " 


The  Nail  -  Makers'  Stbies.  — 
They  refuse  to  work  unless  higher 
waffes   are    paid   •'down    on    the 


A   "HUNTING   FIXTURE." 

HuNo  UP  OH  A  Stile,  akd  Hounds  bunking  like  mad. 


CRIES  WITHOUT  WOOL. 

Ko.  XL— The  Growl  or  the  Beae. 

(Bjf  a  Singer  in '' Air.") 

['*  In  comequence  of  the  mmour  that, . . .  American  stocks  declined  hearily 
. .  The  rumour  prored  totally  without  foundation." 

Any  Money 'ttrtieU  ;  any  day.] 

These  is  little  that  goads  us  with 

fiercer  despair 
(Those  who  buy,  you  perpend,  stock, 

debenture  or  share^ 
Such  as  speculate  mainly;  investors 

are  rare — ) 
Than  this  growl  ill  -  conditioned  of 

pestilent  Bear  I 

With  a  craftiness  planned  and  a 
malice  unfair,  fair — 

Improyising  a  scare  unsubstantial  as 

Now  it 's  "  war,"  now  "  disease,"  and 
the  world  must  prepare 

For  the  death  of,  say,  Gould,  or  a 
Chilian  flare; 

Or  the  ** cutting  of  rates:"  I  am 

quite  unaware 
What  it  means,  I  declare,  but  it 's 

••  cutting."  I  swear,  Jlionnaire 
To  a  person  uke  me.  not  a  flush  mil- 
Who  must  "  realise  "  scrip,— and  the 

canker  of  care* 

It  would  seenu  we  ooold  e'er  so  oon- 

TcnientlT  spare 
From  a  world  too  oompetitiTe,  blar- 
neyed with  blare. 
Both  the  Yankee  of  Wall-Street,  his  London  ear^rre. 
And  all  criers  of  **  Lost  I "  when  no  losses  are  there ;  I 


All  the  wreckers,  whose  lair  is  secure  past  compare. 
All  who  batten  on  bones  with  a  maw  debonair. 
And  the  carcase  of  Poyerty  torture  and  tear 
With  historical  fraud,  and  benevolent  glare. 

Who  will  join  me  in  sport  that  is  novel— who  '11  dare 
In  his  inrosperous  pit  to  go  baiting  the  **  Bear," 
Who  will  lead  him  a  dance,  who  nis  talons  will  pare. 
And  make  summary  work  of  this  ursine  affair  ? 


"MUST   IT   COME  TO   THIS?" 

QcEKE—The  War  Office,    Present  Mr.  Stanhope  ;  to  him  enter 
Inspector-General  Puvch. 

Mr.  Stanhope.  Ah.  Sir.  glad  to  see  you.  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  ? 

Inenector- General.  Well,  not  for  me— but  you  may  and  must  do 
sometiiing  for  those  I  represent— the  Volunteer  Officers. 

Mr.  Stan.  Oh,  you  have  come  about  them,  have  you  ?  Well,  you 
saw  what  I  said  about  them  in  my  Memorandum  the  other  day  r 

In.-Oen.  1  noticed  what  you  did  not  say— you  hoped  during 
the  present  year  to  see  some  practical  proposals. 

Mr.  Stan,  Well,  what  do  you  want  more  ? 

In.'Oen.  The  proposals  themselves. 

Mr.  Stan.  They  will  come  in  good  time. 

In.^  Oen.  No  time  in  this  matter  will  be  ^ood— except  the  nresent. 

Mr.  Stan.  Oh,  you  leave  it  to  me,  you  will  see  it  wul  be  all  right. 

In.'Oen,  No— unless  you  attend  to  the  matter  at  once— now— at 
this  moment. 

Mr.  Stan.  How  you  do  take  me  up  I    What  a  hurry  you  are  in  I 

In.' Oen.  Shilly-Bhallying  to  the  rear— action  to  the  front.  Now, 
then,  produce  your  proposals. 

Mr.  Stan,  {rehictafUly  producing  a  pavef  from  a  piaeon-hote). 
Well,  here  tiiey  tae—ivwing  f  Aem)— what  do  you  think  of  them  P 

In." Oen.  {mer  a  nurried  perueal).  Humph!  At  any  rate  let 
Hiem  be  published  at  once,  that  those  interested  may  be  able  to  come 
to  an  immediate  decision  as  to  their  utility.  Do  you  hear.  Sir  ? 
Adieul  "■- 


[jExtt, 
(And  if  the  Sjbcebtuit  of  Siati  for  Wui  i$  a  wise  mim,"he  wiU 
act  upon  the  hint  thus  offered  him,) 


n^ 
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DREAMS. 

[Mr.  JoHK  If  o&LET  baTing  laid  that  he  would 
be  forrj  for  the  country  whose  young  men  oeaaed 
to  dreun  dreami^  Lora  Raxdolph  Chubchill 
twitted  him  with  baring  described  the  Proffressire 
party  aa  young  men  who  dream  dreams,  and  added, 
"They  are  words  which  I  will  nerer  let  die."] 

Dbeaxs,  my  dear  LordP    Well,  there  are 

dreams  diM^  dreamB, 
Are  those  of  BuBirs  muoh  worse  than  those 

of  WsMTSS  ?  [mature 

Are  Wx8Tinir8rBR*s   vain  yisions,  though 
The  dreamer,  less  absnrd  or  more  obsoore 
Than  those  ojf  some  **  young  man  "  who  dares 

to  hope  foope  ? 

That  he  with  crowded  London's  ills  can 
'*  Behold  this  dreamer  eomethl  '*    So  of  old 
The  sons  of  Jacob,  enTioos,  soomf  id,  cold, 
And  f earfol  for  their  nriTilege  of  birth 
And  of  possession,  in  aerisiye  mirth, 
Cried  at  yonng  Jossfh's  ooming.   A  *'yoang 


0  roTerend  orade  I    Yet  his  wit  outran. 
His  wisdom  far  outsoared,  for  all  their  Doast, 
The  naui  oolleotiYe  of  the  elder  host ; 
And    Phabaoh,    when  his   '*wise  men" 

Tainly  schemed,  [dreamed. 

Found  statesmanship  in  a  young  man  who 
You  will  not  let  them  die  P    Well,  as  you  Ust  I 
The  words,  Sir,  with  a  MachiayeUian  twist, 
Tickle  the  ears  of  those  smart  word-fenoe 

blinds. 
And  garbled  catch- words  win  unwary  minds. 
And,  maybe,  witless  Totes.    Poor  London 

dreams 
Of —many  things  most  horrible  to  Wbktbs  I 
The  nightmare-incubus  of  old  abuse 
Propertied  priyilege,  expense  profuse 
Of  many  liyes  for  one,  the  dead-huid's  grip 
On  the  slow  generations,  the  sharp  whip 
Of  a  compulsory  porerty,  the  glo^ 
Of  that  high-rmd  den,  miscalled  a  Home  I 
All  these  ft  knows,  and  many  miseries  more. 
And  dreams  of— Betterment!  You'll'*  nerer 

let  die. 
JohkMoblxt's  words?"  You  cannot,  though 

you  try.  (scream, 

In  Tain  'gunst  dreaming  youth  you  feiffn  to 
Because  you 're  yet  a  Young  Man— ana  you 

Dream  I 

ESSENCE  OP  PAELIAMENT. 

ExnUCTID  PBOX  THB  DiABT  OP  TOBT,  M.P. 

Hotue  of  Commont,  Monday ^  February  29. 
— Mr,  G.  looked  in  to-niffht 
from  the  RiTicra  ;    ^reet^d 
with  rousing  chttr  hom  Op- 
position;   didn't  expect    t^n 
see  him  to-day  ;  jugt  arriTed 
from     Mediternin(?aii      vi(i 
Paris ;  most  men  in  tudk  cir- 
cumstances  would 
haye  ^  gone   atrai^ht 
home,  read  their 
letters,     had     quiet 
dinner, 
**  and  so  to 
hed,"asthe 
late     Mr. 
Pbfts    oc- 
casionally 
remarked. 

"That's 
all  yery 
well  for 

rou  elderly 
ellows. 
ToBT,"said 
Mr.  0., 
beaming 
with  health 
and  smiles, 
"Abmit- 
STBAD,    for  Lord  Elcho. 


VERY    LITERAL. 

TK$  Ife^'or,  '*  No  doubt  yof  'bb  vbby  fobd  of  Abtiqubs,  Miss  Euoknia  f " 
Jfiu  Eugenia,  **  Oh  tbs,  nmsBD  1— and  I  'm  dbyotbd  to  Obakdmamma  1 '' 


example,  went  straight  of!  home.  I  was 
careful  to  see  about  that:  he's  a  fine  fellow, 
and  I  humoured  him  by  letting  him  suppose 
he  was  looking  after  me  as  far  as  Biarritz, 
and  en  to  Pau.  Li  no  other  way  could  I  haye 
got  him  to  make  a  holiday.  Think  I  rather 
wore  him  out  at  St.  RaphaeL  When  a  man 
gets  oyer  sixty  he  doesn't  care  about  his  ten 
or  fifteen  mile  walk  before  luncheon.  How- 
eyer,  I  brought  Abmitsteaj)  back  all  right, 
and,  packing  him  off  home  at  Charing  Cross, 
just  popped  inhere  to  see  how  you  are  getting 
on." 

In  respect  of  business,  not  j^etting  on  at  all. 
Things  going  awry.  Ministenalists won't  come 
up  to  scratch  in  Diyision  Lobby;  Msjority 


that  used  to  flash  forth  a  hundred-candlelight 
strong,  now  flickered  down  to  a  score.  Oppo- 
sition growing  jubilant  and  agsressiye ;  Irish 
Members,  long  quiescent,  waking  up  as  of 
yore.  To-ni^t  Prince  Abthub,  stung  to 
quick  by  remarks  from  Johk  Dillob,  made 
rattling  speech  defending  his  Irish  policy; 
poured  contumely  and  scorn  on  heads  of  Irish 
Members. 

•*  You,"  he  said,  with  gesture  of  peMionate 
scorn,  see  no  source  of  regeneration  for 
Ireland  but  in  refusal  of  tenants  to  pay  their 
rent" 

Lord  Elcho  and  other  young  bloods  on 
Ministerial  Bench  cheered ;  old  stagers 
looked  graye. 


132 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


[March  12,  1892. 


**  Ah,  ah  I "  said  Campbeix-Baknebman,  looking  on  from  the 
Front  Opposition  Bench,  **I  spy  the  beard  of  the  JJiBh  Secretary 
under  the  muffler  of  the  Leader  of  the  House." 

•*  Dear  me,"  said  EssLEMOirr,  who  orerheardthe  remark  j  **  I  don't 
remember  Balfoub  with  a  beard  when  he  was  at  the  Irish  Office. 
You  're  not  mixing  him  up  with  Gbaivdolph  ?  " 

'*  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery,  wortii^  draper,"  said  Campbsll-Ban- 
KEBMAir,  **  and  in  that  leisurely  retirement  read  your  Shavspeabe." 

**A  nunnery!"  cried  Esslehont,  more  than  ever  bewildered; 
*'  why  they  wouldn't  let  me  in.  I  suppose  you  meaii  a  monastery ; 
but  man  and  bov  for  fiftv  years  I  'ye  gone  to  Kirk,  and  nothing 
would "  By  this  time  CAKPBSLL-BAKNEBMAKwas  out  of  hearing. 

Business  done,— One  Vote  in  Committee  of  Supply. 

Tuesday.— 'The  MARgTSS  not  in  his  place  in  Lords  to-night.  Looked 
in  at  Arlington  Street  to  inquire  if  absence  was  due  to  illness. 

*'  Not  at  all,  ToBT,"  said  the  Maekiss  who,  indeed,  looked  quite 
fit.  '*  There  was  nothing  particular  on  the  paper  to-night,  so  I 
didn't  ^0  down.  It's  necessary  for  Nephew  Abthur  to  be 
regular  m  his  attendance  on  the  Commons.  But  in  the  Lords  it 's 
different.  A  happy  fortune  i>laces  the  Leader  there  in  a  position 
that  relieves  him  from  strain  of  unbroken  attendance.  With 
Stkathedev  and  Campbell  looking  after  foreign  policy,  and 
Dekmak  taking  charge  of  home  affairs,  my  post  is  really  a  sinecure. 
They  talk  about  ending  or  mending  of  the  House  of  Lords ;  but  as 
long  as  we  are  blessed  with  this  remarkable  combination  of  legislatiye 
and  administratiye  capacity  we  can  laugh  at  the  idle  threats." 

It  was  Devmak  who  took  the  floor  to-night ;  moved  Second 
Reading  of  a  Bill,  the  simple  and  comprehensiye  object  of  which  was 
to  repeal  Local  Goyemment  Acts  of  England  and  Scotland.  These 
passed  only  a  Session  or  two  ago  by  continuous  united  effort  of  both 
Houses  of  Parliament.  Denmak  been  closely  watching  them  in 
operation.  Finds  them  disappointing,  and  so  would  haye  them  re- 
pealed. House  fully  constituted,  with  Lord  Chakcellor  on  Wool- 
sack, Mace  on  Table,  and  quorum  present ;  grayely  listens,  whilst 
tallf  white-haired,  sad-faced  man  rambles  on  in  plaintive  voice, 
urging  proposition  which,  if  carried  out,  would  arrest  machinery  of 
Local  Government  throughout  the  Kingdom,  leaving  all  to  be  gone 
over  again.  No  one  smiles,  much  less  winks  or  wags  the  head.  It  is 
just  as  solemn  and  as  orderly  as  if  it  were  the  Marxiss  himself  sub- 
mitting a  Resolution  or  making  a  statement.  Only,  when  the  plain- 
tive voice  ceases  and  the  tall  figure  is  reseated  on  the  Bench,  nobody 
proposes  to  continue  the  conversation.  Lord  Chaitcellor  rapidlv 
gaboles  shibboleth  in  which  '*  content "  stumbles  over  **  not  content." 

**  Notoontentshaveit,"  says  Lord  Chancellor,  by  way  of  last 
word;  leaves  Woolsack :  the  few  Peers  slowly  pass  out.  It  seems 
the  House  has  adjourned,  Denmav's  Motion  being  negatived  without 
Division,  and  Local  Government  in  England  and  Scotland  will 
proceed  to-morrow  as  it  has  gone  on  to-day. 

Business  done, — House  of  Commons,  having  agreed  to  meet  at  two 
o'clock  to-morrow  instead  of  twelve,  makes  up  for  it  by  getting 
itself  Counted  Out  at  eight  o'clock. 

Wednesdau.—Ceme  across  Locewood  this  afternoon  in  remote 
part  of  corridor,  gesticulating  whilst  he  recited  some  lines.  Fancv 
he's  gettuig  up  that  lecture  on  the  ** Lawyers  in  Pickwick/* 
announced  for  delivery  in  York  on  the  15th.  Most  interesting 
undertaking.  As  Charles  Eussbll  says,  '*  Coke-upon-LuUleton 
will  have  to  take  a  back  shelf  in  the  Law  libraries  when  Lockwood^ 
upon-Dickens  is  in  circulation." 

Wonder  how  he  finds  time  for  these  excursions  into  the  bye-paths 
of  literature  ?  Hands  full  at  the  Bar ;  frequent  attendant  here ;  and 
yet  he  has  time  to  discover  Pickwick  ,[  Ke  tells  me  great  secret  of 
capability  for  this  kind  of  work  is  plain  living  and  regular  habits. 

^*  A  chop  or  steak  at  eight  o'clock  with  a  potato  (boiled  in  its 
jacket)  and  a  tumbler  of  toast-and- water ;  that's  my  regular 
dinner ;  leaves  me  dear-headed  and  free  for  a  couple  of  hours'  work 
at  my  briefs  before  I  go  to  bed.  Except  when  kept  down  at  House, 
rarely  out  of  bed  after  eleven.  Up  at  five ;  cold  bath ;  dry  toast ; 
hot  milk ;  another  grind  at  my  briefs ;  ride  down  to  Court ;  at  it  all 
day,  with  intervals  for  Abemethy  biscuit  when  Court  adjourns; 
and  so  the  mill  goes  round." 

*'  Don't  you  think,"  said  Bob  Reid,  '*  it 's  a  little  unprofessional 
of  LocKwooD  going  into  this  Pickwick  business  ?  The  cases  were 
never,  that  I  know  of ^  reported  in  the  Law  Journal,  Good  fellow 
LocKWOOD,  but  a  bttle  apt  to  stra^r  outside  the  ropes.  Now 
he  's  started  lecturing,  there  ^s  no  knowing  how  far  he  'U  go.  We 
may  see  him  on  the  stage  bowling  Bekrbohh  Tree  out  as  Hamlet^ 
or  even  with  his  face  corked,  dancing  a  breakdown  at  St.  James's 
Hidl.  What  does  ho  want  to  go  a-Iecturing  for  ?  Do  you  think 
he 'U  draw?" 

"Drawl"  I  cried.  "Why,  he's  always  drawing;  he's  drawn 
for  Ptmch,**  That  shut  up  Master  Boa.  When  70U  want  to  hear 
disparaging  remarks  about  a  man,  nothing  like  going  to  his  bodom 
friend.    Business  cfon^.—Irish. 

Thuridaiy.—yLtn  G.  in  fine  form  to-night ;  delivetred  two  speeches, 
MU)h  in  highest  form  of  Parliamentary  Debate.  Infinite  variety 
n  manner.    Before  dinnier.  Prince  Arthur  moved  to  take  Morning 
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"  Monumental  SoaTity." 


Sittings  on  Tuesdays  and  Fridays  for  rest  of  Session.  That 
means  virtual  appropriation  on  very  threshold  of  Session  of  time 
belonging  to  private  Members.  They  furious ;  Mr.  G.  in  benineet 
mood ;  shocked,  he  must  confess,  at  Prince  Arthur's  unparalleled 
greed;  but  not  disposed  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  his  importunity. 
^'  If  you  'd  make  it  Easter,  now,"  he  said,  with  winning  voice  and 
manner,  *'Umit  the  scope  of  resolution  to 
thiit  dat«,  I  'm  not  sure  that  I  should  feel 
diapOBed  to  say  you  nay." 

Priuoe  Arthur  jumped  at  proposal.  Suffi- 
cient unto  Easter  are  the  Morning  Sittings 
then'of.  If  he  wanted  more  he  could  ask 
airaLn.  Meanwhile  he  was  in  possession  of 
what  he  wanted. 

House  looked  on  in  amazement  at  this 
little  sm'ue.  Opposition  expected  Mr.  G. 
wi^uld  have  thundered  forth  denunciations  of 
Prince  Arthur's  audacity.  Here  he  was 
HLdkin^  terms  with  the  enemy ;  doing  it  all, 
tfxi,  with  imposingly  judicial  manner  that 
was  irresifltibie.  Before  House  quite  knew 
where  it  was,  everything  was  settled. 

**'Now  I'm  furnished.  Now  I'm 
furnished,  for  my  flight'— <)f  oratory." 
It  was  BLUin)ELL  Maflb  chanting 
thi&  line,  sung  in  another  place  by 
Hecate,  Flight  didn't  amount  to  more 
than  asking  question  as  to  whether 
audiences  at  umioensed places  of  enter- 
tain ment  (in  neighbourhood  of  Totten- 
ham Ckmrt  Boad  or  elsewhere)  open  for 
Radical  or  Liberal  entertain- 
ments, are  duly  protected  from 
fire?  Members  went  off  to  din- 
ner, ponderixig  on  this  oonun- 
dram.  Came  back  to  find  Mr.  G. 
on  his  legs  again,  denouncing 
proposition  to  vote  £20,000  for 
survej;  of  railway  from  Mombasa  to  Nyanza.  A  splendid  piece  of 
invective ;  almost  literally  shrivelled  up  poor  Jovim,  at  whom  some  of 
the  scorching  fiame  was  pointful  with  outstretched  forefinger.  For 
more  than  half  an  hour,  at  i)eriod  (d  night  when  most  gentlemen  of 
his  years  are  snugly  tuck^  up  in  bed,  Mr.  G.  held  the  audience  en- 
tranced, thunderous  cheers  rolling  forth  in  rapid  succession  from  Lib- 
eral ranks,  now  and  then  answer^  by  low  growl  from  Ministerialists. 
"  What  a  man  it  is  I "  cried  Eenrick,  looking  on  with  monu- 
mental suavily ;  '*  almost  sorry  he  left  us.  Sometimes,  at  his  best, 
he  equals  our  Joe."    Business  done.-— A  couple  of  Votes  in  Supply. 

JVuloy. —Brtce  at  last  got  access  to 
mountains  in  Scotland. 

Been  wandering  round  foot  of  them 
through  many  S^ons,  and  several  Par- 
liaments. ^  Always  something  happened  to 
prevent  his  reaching  the  top.  Don't  be- 
lieve he  'd  have  got  there  to-night,  only 

for  FARqUHARSOV. 

When  F.  came  forward  'to  second 
Motion,  incidentally  observing,  "  I  'm  the 
proprietor  of  a  mountain  myself,"  we  felt 
something  must  be  done,  and  Bryge's 
Motion  was  agreed  to. 

Farqxtharsok.  for  rest  of  evening, 
object  of  respectful  regard.  Some  inquiry 
as  to  where  he  kept  his  mountain.  Did  he 
bring  it  to  Town  with  him  when  he  came 
up  for  the  Session  P  And,  when  at  home, 
was  he  in  habit  of  leaving  it  out  all 
niflrht? 

^*  Don't  happen  to  have  it  about  vou,  I 
suppose  F  "  Wilfrid  Lawson  asked,  eye- 
ing nis  trousers'  pockets. 

FARquHARSOK  vcry  reticent  on  subject. 
Rumour,  just  before  House  adjourned, 
that  his  mountain  is  one  of  those  situated 
in  the  Moon— but  this  only  envy. 

Bitsiness  done, — Access  secured  to  Far- 
qxTHARSOK's  mountain  and  others  in  Scot- 
land. 


The  Man  who  Owns  a 
Mountain. 


Stravoe  Charge  AOAOfST  a  Great  Poet.— Lord  TsinrrsoK's 
Bobin  Hood  is  to  be  produced  at  Daly's,  New  York,  and  simulta- 


robbing  Hood  f  ! 


TIGS.— Sheeted  Commnnieations  or  Contributions,  whtthar  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Fielures  ot  any  deseriptloi,  Witt 

in    HA  AAflji   hm  TmtnipnmA   nn*  mmmn  wliAvt  mtttuMm^trnmlmA  Kw  A  fttAmiMi^  AnA   AAAiMmmmA  'KnvAlan*.  Commit,   ar  Wvaaimv.      Va  tlda  rolA 
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"ARE  YOU  HANSARD  NOW?" 

Merchant  of  Venice. 
["  The  entire  itock  of  Hansard' b  Farliatnentary 
Bebatet ....  was  offered  for  sale.    The  rast  col- 
lection, nearly  100,000  volumes,  scarcely  fetched 
the  price  of  waste  paper.*' — Daily  Paper ^ 

The  Auctioneer  exclaimed,— "These  Vols. 

Have  neither  fault  nor  blot. 
I  think  that  I,  without  demur, 

May  call  them  quite  *  a  lot.' 

'*  Speeches  bv  Russell,  Paic,  and  Bright, 

Crood  for  the  heart  and  head. 
Take  them  as  spoken ;  if  you  like, 

Pray  take  them,  too,  as  read." 

But  when  the  Auction  did  begin, 

Bidders,  alack  I  were  lacking ; 
Back  numbers  hove  in  sifht  in  shoals. 

Yet  seemed  to  have  no  oacking. 

**  Then  this,"  quoth  he,  "  appears  to  be 

The  dismal  situation ; 
Though  from  these  speeches  statesmen  quote, 

For  them  there 's  no  quotation. 

"  The  eye  has  'heavenly  rhetoric,' 
Hear  WnxiAit  Shakspeabe  cry  \ 

But  heavenly  rhetoric  now,  'tis  plain, 
Itself  is  all  my  eye. 

**  A  penny  I    Really  such  a  bid 

I  can't  allow  to  pass ; 
A  man  who  'd  offer  coppers  here 

Must  be  composed  of  orass. 

•*  *  Progress '  I  cannot  well  *  report,' 

Unless  this  lot  is  bought  in ; 
The  only  progress  seems  to  be^ 

When  tnere  '11  be  no  reportin'. 

'*  Such  priceless  gems,  such  wretched  bids !  " 

The  hammer-man  did  shout ; 
"  If  you  desire,  I  knock  them  down — 

Tou  first  must  knock  me  out ! 

••  No  higher  offer  P    Then  I  'm  forced. 

Pray  pardon  the  suggestion — 
To  take  a  hint  from  Parliament, 

And  *  move  the  Previous  Question.' " 


Mysterious 


ANOTHER   SHAKSPEARE! 

The  last  play  by  M.  Blagite  van  deh  ^oaca 
has  just  been  tnmslated  into  English.  It  is 
called  The  Blackbeetle, 
and  is  a  purely  domestic 
drama.  The  following 
Scene  from  the  last  Act 
will  give  some  idea  of 
the  exquisite  simplicity 
and  pathos  of  this  great 

work.  M.     VAN      DEB 

Bosch's  admirers  freely 
assert  that  Shakspeaeb 
never    wrote    anything 
like  this.      It   will    be 
noticed     that    M.    van 
DEB    Bosch,    like    M. 
Maeteblinck,  does  not 
always  name  his  characters,  but  only  mentions 
their  relation  to  each  other. 
Scene  XXY.— TA«  Great  Grandmother,  the 
Mother-in-law,  the  Female  First  Cousin 
one   remove,  and  the  Brother-in-law's 
Aunt  are  discovered  etafiding  on  the  table^ 
and  the  Half-sister's  Nephew  by  marriage 
on  a  chair. 
The  Mother-in-law.  Eh  F  eh  P  eh  P 
The  Female  I^r$t  Cousin  one  remove  {wnnt^ 
ing  to  Half-sister's  Nephew  bymairiage).  He ! 
he!  he! 
The  Great  Grandmother,  Ay  I  ay  !  ay ! 
The  Half' sister^ s  Nepheto  by  marriage 
{shuddering).  Oh!  oh!  oh! 

The  Brother-in-law* s  Aunt  (to  him).  You ! 
you!  you!  [The  Half-sisters  Nephew  by 
marriage  descends  and  reBolUUely  ttepe  upon 
the  Biaekbeetle,    Curtain, 


ENTlfiTEMENT   BRITANNIftUE. 
Rondeau. 

Mal  d  la  tete,  ennui,  miaraine. 

We  risk  in  trying  to  explain 
Why,  though  tne  Income-tax  is  bigh. 
This  country  never  can  supply 

Such  galleries  as  line  the  Seme. 

Yet  gifts  are  treated  with  dibdain. 
Which  gives  the  would-be  donors  pain, — 
We  've  now  a  name  to  call  t?iat  by, 
"Jffl/a/aTATE." 

Next  time  an  offer 's  made  in  vain 

MacNeill,  or  someone,  will  obtain. 

Or  ask,  at  least,  the  reason  why, 

And  even  dumber  folks  will  cry, 

*^  By  Jove !  they  've  made  a  mull  again, 

Mull  flte  Tate!" 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

EvEBTBODT  who  took  delight  in  our  old 
friend  Uncle  Remus  will  thoroughly  enjoy 
A  Plantation  Prin- 
ter, by  Joel  Chand- 
LEB  Habbis.  The 
Baron  doesn't  recom- 
mend it  to  be  taken 
at  one  sitting,  the 
dialect  being  rather 
difficult,  but  a  chap- 
ter at  a  time  will  be 
found  refreshing. 
The  like  advice  may 
be  acted  upon  by 
anyone  who  has 
invested  in  the  latest 
volumeof  the  Library 
of  Wit  and  Humour, 
entitled  Faces  and 
Places,  By  H.  W. 
Lucy.  The  "Faces" 


Brer  Babbit. 


are  represented  by  a  portrait  of  Ride-to-Ehiva 
BuBNABT,  and  one  of  the  Author  of  these 
entertaining  papers.  The  first  brief  narra- 
tive, which  ought  to  have  been  called  **  How 
I  met  BuBNABT,"  is  specially  interesting; 
and  the  only  disappointing  thing  in  the 
book  is  the  omission  of  '*  An  Evening  with 
Witches."  as  a  companion  picture  to 
"ANightatWatts's." 

By  the  way,  in  mv  copy  of  A  Plantation 
Printer,  the  Englisn  printer  has  made  one 
slip,  a  sin  of  omission,  at  p.  153,  where.  Miss 
Cabteb,  a  charming  young  lady,  is  watch- 
ing a  Georgian  Fox-hunt.  She  sees  * '  a  group 
of  shadows,  with  musical  voices,  sweep 
across  the  Bermuda  fields." 

***0  ow  beautiful!'  exclaimed  Miss 
Cabteb,  dapping  her  little  hands."  and,  we 
msLj  add,  dropping  her  little  *  *  n "  in  her 
excitement.  **  lean  put  up  with  the  loss  of  an 
*  h.'  but  not  for  a  wilderness  of  aspirates  would 
I  have  lost  this  healthy,  cheery  chapter," 
says  The  Babon  de  Book-Wobks. 

TO  A  RAILWAY  FOOT-WARMER. 
At  first  I  loved  thee— thou  wast  warm, — 

The  porter  caUed  thee  "'ot,"  nay,"  bilin.' " 
I  tipped  him  as  thy  welcome  form 

He  carried,  with  a  grateful  smile,  in. 

Alas !  thou  art  a  faithless  friend. 
Thy  warmth  was  but  dissimulation ; 

Thv  tepid  glow  is  at  an  end. 
And  1  am  nowhere  near  my  station ! 

I  shiver,  cold  in  feet  and  hands, 

It  is  a  legal  form  of  slaughter. 
They  don't  warm  (!)  trains  in  other  lands 

With  half  a  pint  of  tepid  water. 

I  spurn  thy  coldness  with  a  kick, 
And  pile  on  rugs  as  my  protectors. 

I  'd  seno— to  warm  them— to  Old  Nick, 
Thy  parsimonious  Directors ! 


RICH  V.  POOE. 

(A  Note  kindly  contributed  by  Our  Own  Graphic 
Reporter,) 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  impressive 
than  the  closing  scene  of  a  trial  that  was  one 
of  the  features  of  the  present  Sessions.  The 
Counsel  for  the  Prisoner  made  no  pretence  of 
hiding  his  emotion,  and  freely  used  nis  pocket- 
handkerchief.  Many  ladies  who  had  until 
now  been  occupied  in  using  opera-glasses,  at 
this  point  relinauished  those  assLstants  to  the 
eyesight,  to  fall  back  upon  the  restorative 
properties  of  bottles  filled  with  smelling- 
salts.  Even  his  Lordship  on  the  Bench  was 
seemingly  touched  to  the  very  quick  bv  the 
Prisoner's  dignified  appeal  for  mercy.  Before 
passing  sentence,  the  Judge  glanced  for  a 
moment  at  the  number  of  titled  and  other 
highly  respectable  witnesses  who  had  testified 
to  the  integrity  of  the  accused.  Then  he 
addressed  tiie  Prisoner : — 

'*  You  have  pleaded  guilty  to  an  indictment 
which  charges  you  with  having  misappro- 
priated trust  moneys.  You  have  reduced  a 
fortune  of  £28,000  to  £7.000.  This  means  a 
wretched  pittance  to  beneficiaries  who,  before 
your  fraud,  were  enjoying  a  fairly  decent 
income.  I  am  aware  that  you  are  a  distin- 
guished Magistrate,— that  you  have  belonged 
to  many  Clubs,— that  there  is  not  a  slur 
upon  the  cooking  that  used  to  distin^ruish 
your  dinner-turtles.  I  know  the  severity  of 
the  sentence  i  am  about  to  pass,  and  I  wish 
my  conscience  would  permit  me  to  give  you 
a  lighter  punishment.    But  I  cannot." 

The  accused  was  then  sentenced  to  five 
years'  penal  servitude. 

A  little  later  another  prisoner  was  put  in 
the  dock  for  stealing  twenty  shillings.  The 
prisoner  (who  was  a  sailor)  was  sentenced  to 
ten  years'  penal  servitude,  and  seven  years' 
police  supervision.  The  case  was  of  no  public 
interest.     

The  Modesty  of  Genius. 
When  Tbaill  his  list  of  Minor  Poets  drew, 
Spbuogb's     friends     exclaimed,     **  Why, 
Spbugge,  he 's  left  out  you !  " 

To  which  Spbugge  calmly  answered,  "  Yes, 

I  know  it ; 
And  he  is  right.    I  'm  not  a  Minor  Poet." 

Fbom  an  Ibish  Repobteb  in  a  Tboubled 
DiSTBiCT.  —  *'The 
Police  patrolled 
the  street  all  night, 
but  for  aU  that 
there  was  no  dis- 
turbance." 


New  Song  op 
Tbiuhph  fob  Sal- 
vatjonists  at 
Eastboubns,  ac- 
companied BT 
Dbum  and  Ibbs- 
ligious  Cymbals. 
— **  Tra-la-la-Booth-te-ray!'' 


Demeaning  themselves  sol  — Mrs.  R. 
cannot  understand  our  aristocracy  being 
constantly  Chairmen  at  public  dinners.  She 
wouldn't  De  a  Chairwoman  for  anything. 

Wheeb  "Ghosts"  ought  to  mlibt.— 
''Haunt  'im  Street,  W."  It's  an  artistic 
quarter.  [Is  this  Homton  Street  f  Possibly. 
-Ed.]         

People  who  would  be  all  the  bsttse 
FOB  BixoMum  Temps&ance  MZN^-^'^Iha 
Lushais." 


VOL.  on. 
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"DIVIDED   DUTY." 

JUgM  Hon,  the  Minister  for  JFar,  "  Subklt,  my  Lord  Chakcsllor,  tou  can  xzxkpt  him  from  Juries.     Tbb  '  Riguulrs  ' 
Lard  Ohaneellor.  "Will,  no,  Mr.  Stakhopb,  I  thikk  not."    {Atide,)    ''Ws  must  makb  some  use  of  him  I'* 


Limra  awd  leabitiko. 


Miss  Stxpel,  who  has  never  been  out  of  London,  saw  an  adver- 
tisement headed  '* Salmon  Flies'*  in  a  shop  window.  **WellI'* 
she  exdauned,  **  I  never  knew  till  now  that  Salmon  was  a  flying 
fish!" 


**  A  CABiKET«Minister  in  the  Casual  Ward,"  was  the  heading  of  an 
article  in  the  D.  T.  last  Friday,  and  it  turned  out  to  be  all  about  the 
Bi(^e  and  tiie  Poorie^ 

The  Behbikg  Sea  Queotiok.— Some  delay  at  present,  but  imme- 
diately Rafter  signing  we  shall  commenoe  **  sealing." 
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THE  rORCE  OF  EXAMPLE. 

(A  Story  of  Adventure  notinthe  least  Likely  to  he  True,) 

*'  Do  yon  see  what  Rttchib  has  been  doing  P  '*  asked  the  Secretary 
of  State  for  War  of  one  of  his  colleagues. 

*'If  you  mean  visiting  the  Casual  Wards,  after  attending  a 
meeting  in  the  East  End  of  London,  I  do/*  replied  the  Home- 
Secretary.  '*  An  excellent  idea,  no  doubt,  suggested  by  that  old 
story  of  the  Amateur  Casual,  which  appeared  some  twen^  or  thirty 
years  ago  in  the  columns  of  an  evening  paper." 

**  But  don't  vou  think  it  is  playing  it  a  little  low  ? ''  suggested  the 
First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty. 

'*Well.  I  don't  know,'^  returned  the  'Autocrat  of  the  W.  0. 
'*  After  all,  there  is  nothing  like  personal  experience." 

And  then  aU  three  were  silent,  lost  in  profound  consideration. 
Shortly  afterwards  they  bade  one  another  adieu,  declaring  that  they 
had  greatly  emoyed  their  Cabinet  CounciL 

It  was  some  hours  later  that  a  soldier,  wearing  the  uniform  of  the 
Guards,  appeared  at  the  Wellington  Barracks,  and  requested  that  he 

might  be  permitted  i 

to  undertake  a  spell 
of  "sentry  go."  He 
was  not  known  by 
the  Non- commis- 
sioned Officer  on 
duty,  but  as  his 
papers  appeared  to 
be  correct^  permis- 
sion was  given  him 
to  act  as  substitute 
for  Private  Smith, 
who  was  next  on 
the  roster. 

And  about  the 
same  time  a  person, 
wearing  the  garb  of 
a  convict,  made  his 
wa^  to  one  of  Her 
Maiesty's  Prisons, 
and  requested  an 
interview  with  the 
Gk)vemor.  His  garb 
obtained  for  nim 
immediate    admis- 


THE   PITFALLS   OF   CULTURE. 

Friendly  and  Sympathetic  Footman.    **Wmll,   test  rll  ms,   Sir,   as   Mr.    Browk,   thx 
Dentist  round  thb  Corner,  is  quite  at  the  '£ad  op  the  Psrfessiok, — in  fact,  what  tou 

MIGHT  CALL   *  PrJNCIPLY  FORCMPa^*  SiR  1  " 

[No  doubt  the  good  man  intended  to  tay  "  FaeiU  princeps"  hut  he  didn't. 


don  to  the  precincts 
of  thegaoL 

•'Well,  my  man," 
said  the  Oovemor, 
when  his  visitor  ai>- 
peared  before  him ;  l 
••  what  do  you 
want?" 

**If  you  please,  I 
Sir,"    replied    the : 
person  in  the  garb  I 
of   a   convict,    "l 
shall  be  very  much 
obliged  if  you  will 
permit  me  to  have 
an   hour  or   so  at 
oakum-picking." 

•'Absolutely  im- 
possible," replied  the  Crown  Official,  '*  such  luxuries  are  only  allowed 
to  individuals  who  have  been  properly  introduced  to  us  by  a  Judge 
and  Jury." 

"I  fancied,"  returned  the  wearer  of  the  felon's  jjarb,  **  that  an 
order  from  the  Home-Secretary  would  smooth  all  difficulties." 

••  Certainlv,"  admitted  the  Governor,  "but  such  documents  are 
only  supplied  to  European  Royal  Personages,  or  other  foreigners  of 
extreme  distinction." 

'•  I  have  the  requisite  document,"  replied  the  curiouslv-garbed 
stranger,  and  he  was  bowed  into  a  well-appointed  cell,  and  funiished 
with  the  tangled  rope  for  which  he  had  petitioned. 

And  about  the  same  time  a  sea-faring  man  applied  to  be  rated  on 
one  of  Her  Majesty's  Ships  of  War. 

"  Impossible  I "  was  the  immediate  reply  of  the  Captain,  who  was 
rather  short-tempered. 

"  Nothing  is  impossible  to  the  Admiralty,"  said  the  sea-faring  man : 
••  and,  if  you  willglance  at  this  paper,  you  will  see  that  I  have  special 
pemussion  from  Whitehall  to  be  mast-headed,  or  to  undertake  some 
other  naval  manoeuvre  of  a  more  modem  date." 

Suppressing  an  exclamation  of  a  somewhat  profane  character,  the 
Captain  gave  the  required  permission,  and  a  tew  minutes  later  the 
sea-faring  man  was  mounting  (with  some  difficulty),  the  quivering 
rungs  of  a  rope-ladder. 

A  few  hours  after  the  happening  of  these  events,  a  weary  soldier, 


a  half-starved  convict,  and  a  sailor  covered  with  bruises,  met  by 
chance  in  the  common  room  of  a  tavern.  For  some  minutes  they 
were  too  exhausted  to  sp^k.  At  length,  the  convict  declared  that 
the  organisation  of  Her  Majesty's  Prisons  was  simply  perfect. 

"  I  greatly  doubt  it,"  replied  the  soldier ;  **  but  I  can  insist  with 
truth,  that  notMng  can  possibly  equal  the  admirable  condition  of  the 
Queen's  Barracks." 

"  I  don't  for  a  moment  believe  it,"  put  in  the  sea-fariiur  man ; 
'*  but  I  am  prepared  to  swear  that  the  arrangements  of  the  Admiralty 
could  not  nossioly  be  better." 

*'  Very  ukely,"  sneered  the  convict ;  *'  and  no  doubt  they  could  not 
be  worse ! " 

Upon  this  the  three  men  began  quarrelling  and  boasting  of  the 
merits  of  the  institutions  they  neid  recently  visited. 

"  Pardon  me,"  at  length  observed  the  convict,  *'  but  I  have  had 
some  legal  training,  ana  it  seems  to  me  that  you  are  both  gentlemen 
of  great  discernment.  Nay,  more,  I  should  imagine  that  your 
education  is  greatly  in  excess  of  that  possessed  by  men  of  the  same 
standing  in  the  professions  you  appear  to  have  adopted." 

"Not  unlikely," 
rei>lied  the  soldier, 
smilingly  removing 
his  disffuise;  "be- 
cause I  han^en  to 
be  the  Secretary  of 
State  for  War/ 

"And  I,"  said 
the  sailor,  following 
suit,  and  emerging 
from  his  sea-faring 
garb,  which  now 
was  found  to  be 
covering  an  official 
uniform— "And  I 
am  the  First  Lord 
of  the  Admiralty." 
Before  the  two 
Ministers  could  re- 
cover^ from  their 
surprise,  the  wearer 
of  the  convict's  garb 
had  also  divested 
himself  ol  a  part  of 
his  costume,  and 
the  whole  of  his 
"  make-up." 

"  You  see  you 
need  not  be  ashamed 
of  my  company," 
he  obMrvedy  with  a 
smile,  "  as  I  am  the 
Home-SeCTetanr." 
Then  the  three 
Ministers  laughed, 
and  each  one  of 
them  inaisted  that 
his  particular 
brancn  of  the  Go- 
vernment Service 
was  better  than  the 
branches  of  his  col- 
leagues. 

"  Let  us  change  costumes,"  suggested  the  Home-Secretary,  "  and 
try  for  ourselves,  I  will  become  a  soldier,  you  can  appear  as  a 
convict,  and  subsequently  we  might  make  a  further  alteration,  and 
allow  our  friend  of  the  Admiralty  to  try  some  oakum-picking."  But 
both  the  First  Lord  and  the  Secretary  of  State  raised  objeotians. 

"And  yet,"  urred  the  Home- Secretary,  "I  do  not  think  you 
would  find  much  oifferenoe  between  oakum-picking  and  sentry-go, 
and  a  plank-bed  and  a  hammock  on  board  a  torpedo-boat  have 
each  great  claim  to  points  of  similarity." 

"  We  readilv  believe  you,"  replied  the  representative  of  the  War 
Office,  "  and  therefore  further  test  is  unnecessary." 

"Quite  so,"  added  the  greatest  living  authority  on  Naval 
matters ;  "  and  thus  I  think  we  can  conveniently  leave  further 
personal  investigation  to  such  enthusiasts  as  Mr.  Kitchib  and  his 
Private  Secretai^."  And  so,  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  result  of 
their  peregrinations,  the  Ministers  again  bade  one  another  adieu, 
and,  this  time,  finally  separated. 

A  Great  Loss  to  Evertbodt.— It  is  a  great  source  of  disappoint- 
ment to  Mr,  Punch  that  Gsakdolph  should  have  declined  to  oe  an 
Alderman.  It  may  be  a  question  as  to  whether  he  would  have 
enlarged  the  sphere  of  his  influence,  but,  by  accepting  the  turtle,  it 
is  AldermanicaUy  certain  that  within  six  months  our  Gbaitdolph 
would  have  doubled  Ms  weight  and  increased  his  circumference. 
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"HAIE-CTJTTIirG,  SIHGEnTG,  AHD  SHAMPOOniG;' 

{A  Sketch  in  a  Hairdresser* 8  Saloon,) 

QcmrE—A  small  hut  well-appointed  Saloon^  with  the  usual  fittings. 

As  the  Scene  opens,  its  only  occupants  are  a  Loquacious  Assistant 

and  a  Customer  with  a  more  than  ordinarily  sympathetic  fnanner. 
The  Loquacious  Assistant.  No,  Sir,  we  're  free  to  go  the  minute 
the  dock  strikes.  We  'ye  no  clearing  up  or  anythink  of  that  sort  to 
do,  not  bein'  required  to  pufform  any  duties  of  a  menial  nature,  Sir. 
*£d  a  little  more  to  the  left.  Sir  .  .  .  Sundays  1  gen'allv  go  up  the 
river.  I  'm  a  Member  of  a  Piskytorial  Association.  I  don't  do  any 
fishin',  to  mention,  but  I  jest  carry  a  rod  in  my  'and.  Railway 
Comp'ny  takes  anglers  at  reduced  fares,  you  see.  Sir .  .  .  No,  Sir, 
don't  stay  'ere  all  day  long.    Sometimes  tne  Guy' nor  sends  me  out 

to  wait  on  parties,  at  their  owji  residences.    Pleasant  change,  Sir  ?  x»^/o4w  ^..»<^  k^v^^ixx»»u,  kj^,  ,«^.;  »  »^    ^..^.w  .  »»w  ^t 

Ah,  you  're  right  there,  Sir !    There 's  one  lady  as  liyes  in  Prajnie  door  to  here — a  chemist,  he  is— and  if  you  'U  belieye  me,  he  was 
Villas,  Sir.    I  'ye  been  to  do  her  'air  maxiy  a  time.    (He  sighs  gettin'  as  bald  as  a  robin,  and  he  'd  only  tried  it  a  fortnight  when  his 
sentimentally, y   I  'rfii^Tike  waitin'  on  'er,  Sir.     Sech  a  beautiful  I  *ed  come  out  all  oyer  brustles ! 
woman   she   is,  too, — 


The  Second  Customer  removes  his  hat,  revealing  a  denuded  crown^ 

and  thereby  causing  surprise  and  a  distinct  increase  of  com" 

placency  in  the  (hizzled  Gentleman,  who  submits  himself  to  the 

Loquacious  Assistant.     The  Bald  Customer  sinks  resignedly  into 

the  chair  indicated  by  the  Saturnine  Operator,  feeling  apologetic 

and  conscious  that  he  is  not  c^ffhrding  a  fair  scope  for  that 

gentleman's  professional  talent.    The  other  Assistant  appears  to 

take  a  reflected  pride  in  his  subject. 

The  Loq.  Ass.  [to  the  Griazled  Customer).  Remarkable  how  some 

parties  do  keep  their  'air,  Sir !     Now  yours— (wiM  a  disparaging 

glance  at  the  db\A  Customer's  image  in  the  mirror)— yours  grows 

quite  remarkable  strong.    Do  you  use  anythink  for  it  now  ? 

The  Or.  C.  Not  I.    Leaye  that  to  those  who  are  not  so  well 
protected  I 

The  Loq,  Ass,  I  was  on'y  wondering  if  you'd  been  applying  our 
Rosicrucian  Stimulant,  Sir,  that 's  alL    There 's  the  gentleman  next 


with  'er  face  so  white, 

ah  I  'AwKiNS  her  name 

is,  and  her  'usban'   a 

stockbroker.    She   was 

an  actress  once,  Sir,  but 

she  giye  that  up  when 

she  married,    lold  me 

she  'd  'ad  to  work  'ard 

aU  her  life  to  support 

her   Ma,  and   she  did 

think    after    she   was 

married  she  was  goin' 

to   enjoy  herself— but 

she  *adnH!     Ah,    she 

was  a  nice  lady,   Sir ; 

she  'd  got  her  'air  in 

sech  a  tangle  it  took  me 

three  weeks  to  get  it 

right!     I  showed  her 

three  noo  ways  of  doin' 

up  her  'air,    and   she 

says  to  me,  "What  a 

cleyer  young  man  you 

are!"  Her yery words. 

Sir  I    Trim  the  ends  ox 

vour   moustache.    Sir? 

Thankee,  Sir.    les,  she 

was  a  charmin'  woman. 

She  'ad  three   parrots 

in  the  room  with  'er, 

swearin'  orful.    I  en- 
joyed .^oin  there.  Sir; 

yes,   Sir.     Ain't   been 

for  eyer  sech  a  while 

now,  Sir.     I  did  think 

of    callin'    again    and 

pertendin'  I  'd  forgot  a 

comb.  Sir,  but  I  done 

that    once,    and    1  'm 

afraid  it  wouldn't  do 

twice,  would  it,    Sir? 

Sixteen  her  number  is 

—a  sweet  number.  Sir ! 

Limewash  or  brillian- 

tine,    Sir?  ...  And   I 

know  'er  maid  and  her  man,  too ;  oh,  she  keeps  a  grand  'ouse,  Sir ! 

^Observing  that  the  Sympathetic  Customer  is  gradually  growing  red 

in  the  face  and  oetting  hysterical.)    Towel  too  tight  for  you,  Sir  ? 

Allow  me;   thank  you.   Sir.     (Here  ttoo  fresh  Customers  enter,) 

Ready  for  you  in  one  moment.  Gentlemen.    The  other  Assistant  is 

downstairs  ^aying  his  tea,  but  he  '11  be  up  directly 

[^The  two  fresh  Customers  watch  one  another  suspiciously,  after  the 
manner  of  Britons,  The  first,  who  is  elderly,  removes  his  hat 
and  displays  an  abundance  of  strong  grizzled  hair,  which  he 
surveys  complacently  in  a  mirror.  The  second,  a  younger  man, 
seems  reUtctant  to  uncover  untU  absolutely  obliged  to  do  so. 
The  Grizzled  Customer  {to  the  Other  Customer,  as  his  natural  self- 

satisfaction  overcomes  his  reserve),  'Shtonishing  how  fast  one's  hair 

does  grow.    It 's  not  three  weeks  since  1  had  a  close  crop.    Great 

nuisance,  eh  ? 

The  Other  Customer  (with  evident  embarrassment),  Er— oh,  yes— 

?uite  so,  I— I  daresay. 
He  takes  up  a  back  number  of  '*  Punch^^  and  reads  the  advertise- 
ments with  deep  interest.    Meanwhile,  the  Loquacious  Assistant 
has  bowed  out  the  Sympathetic  Customer,  and  touched  a  bell,    A 
Saturnine  Assistant  appears,  still  masticating  bread-and-butter. 


*'  Yoi  \itr  been  losiii' 


The  Gr,  C,  Brussels, 
what  ?    Sprouts,  eh  ? 

The  Loq.  Ass,  Hee- 
hee  1  no,  Sir,  brustles 
like  on  a  brush.  But 
you  can  afford  to  'aye 
your  laugh,  Sir ! 

The  Sat,  Ass.  (to  the 
Bald  Customer,  with 
withering  deference). 
Much  off,  Sir  ? 

The  B,  C,  (weakly 
thinking  to  propitiate 
by  making  J*ght  of  his 
infirmity).  Well,  there 
isn't  much  on,  is 
there? 

The  S,  A,  (taking  a 
mean  advantage),  Well, 
Sir,  it  wouldn't  be  a 
yery  long  job  numberin' 
all  the  'airs  on  your  'ed, 
cert'nly !  (Severely,  as 
one  reproachinghimfor 
carelessness.)  You 'are 
been  losin'  your  'air  I 
Puts  me  in  mind  of 
what  the  poet  sajs  in 
*Amlet,  *-0h,  what  a 
fallin'  off! ".if  you'll 
excuse  me.  Sir ! 

The  B,  C,^  (wUh  a 
sensitive  squirm).  Oh, 
don't  apologise  —  I  'm 
used  to  it,  you  know  I 

The  S.  A.  Ah,  Sir, 
they  do  say  the  wind's 
tempered  to  the  shorn 
lamb  so  as  he  can't  see 
'imself  as  other's  see 
'im.  But  what  you 
ought  to  'aye  is  a  little 
toopy.  Make  'em  so  as 
you  couldn't  tell  it 
from  natural  'air  now- 
adays! 


[The  Bald  Customer /ccWy  declines  this  meretricious  adornment. 


noo  wash  on  his  'ed. 

The  Gr,  C,  Ha,  poor  beggar !  Wash  doinff  it  any  i^d  ? 

The  Loq,  Ass,  (demurely)*  That  1  can't  tell  you,  Sir ;  but  it  'as  a 
very  agreeable  perfiime. 

The  S,A,l  think  I  'ye  taken  off  about  as  much  as  you  can  spare.  Sir ! 

The   Gr,    C,  (with  a  note  of  triumph).  Look  here,  you  know, 
there 's  a  lot  more  to  come  off  here — won't  be  missed,  eh  Y 

The  Loq,  Ass,  No,  Sir,  you  'ye  an  uncommon  thick  'ed— of  'otir,  I 
mean,  of  course ! 

TheS.A.  " 

The  B,  C, 

TheS,A ... 

'orw's  legs.  [The  Bald  Customer  yields,  convinced  by  this  argument. 

The  Gr,  C,  No  singeing  or  any  nonsense  of  that  sort  for  me,  mind  I 
(They  are  shampooed  simuHaneoudy, 

The  B,  C,  (piUously,  from  his  hasit^^^J^^^Vt  c-cold  enough, 
thanks!  ^ 
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The  Or,  C,  {aggresnvely  firom  his).  Here,  colder  than  that 
cold  as  you  can  make  it— /  don't  care ! 

The  B.  C.  (drying  hi$  face  meekly  on  a  totcel).  A — a 
handAfnukt  ^ease^  not  the  machine  I 

The  8,  A,]^o,  Sir,  machine-hrush  wonld  abont  sweep  all 
the  'air  offjoxa  'ed.  Sir  I 

The  Or,  C,  Machinery  for  me— and  yonr  hardest  bmah, 
do  you  hear  ? 


^'^^•^-  [iivepatienU).i 


Shall  I  put  anything  on 
your  'ed,  Bir  P 

like  anything  on'  your 
'air,  Sir  ? 


A.  Well,  you  may  as  well  keep  what  little  you 

Sir.    Like  to  try  our  'Irsutine  Lotion,  capital 

ir.    Known  it  answer  in  the  most  desprit  cases. 


The  B,  C.  {hopelessly).  Oh,  I  don't  know  that  it's  much 
good! 

The  8,  A 
^ave  got.  Si  ,  ,       . 

thing.  Sir.  Known  it  answer  in  the  most  desprit  cases. 
Keep  it  in  'alf-orown  or  three-and-sizpenny  sizes.  Can  I 
'aye  the  pleasure  of  puttin'  you  up  a  three-and-sixpenny 
one.  Birr  {The  Bald  Customer  musters  up  moral  courape 
to  aeeUne,  at  which  the  Assistant  appears  disgusted  ttnth 
him,)  No,  Sir  P  Much  obliged,  Sir.  Let  me  see— (u^A  a 
touch  of  sareatm\—joxL  part  your  'air  a  one  side,  I  think. 
Sir?  Brush  your  ^at,  Sir?  Thankee,  Sir.  Pay  at  the 
counter,  if  you  please.    Shop— there ! 

The  Loq.  Ass,  Think  y;our  'air's  as  you  like  it  now,  Sir  P 
like  to  look  at  yourself  in  a  'and-glass,  SirP  Thank  you. 
Sir. 

[The  Bald  Customer  puts  on  his  hat  with  relief  and  instantly 
recovers  his  self-respect  sufficiently  to  east  a  defiant  glare 
upon  his  rival,  and  walk  out  with  dignity.  The  Grizzled 
Cfustomer  after  prolonged  self-inspection,  follows.  The 
two  Assistants  are  left  alone. 

The  Loq,  Ass,  Pretty  iproud  of  his  'air,  that  party,  eh  P 
Notioe  how  1  tumbled  to  him  P 

The  8,  A,  {with  superiority).  I  heard  you,  o'  course,  but. 
as  I'm  always  tellin'  you,  you  don't  do  it  delicate  enough  I 
When  you're  been  in  the  profession  as  lonjf  as  I  have,  and 
seen  as  much  of  human  nature,  you  'U  begin  to  understand 
how  important  it  is  to  'aye  tact.  Now  you  never  'card  me 
itoop  to  flattery  nor  yet  oTer-f amiliarity— and  yet  you  can 
see  for  yourself  I  manage  without  'urting  nobody's  feelings 
— howeyerbaldl    That^s  toei,  that  is  I 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 
To   A   Waiter.      {Ad  Pumrum.) 


None  of  your  mis- 
pronounoed 
Gallic  shams, 
Waiter; 

CaU  not  ••Potato" 
a  ^^Pomme-de- 
terre,  matter 

jyottle,''    I'dra- 
ther  Tou  styled 
it  "Pertater," 
As  Britons,  sure, 
may. 

As  for  d^eor,  let 
the  linen  be 
stainless — 

Crowns  of  exotics 
are  gauds  for 
the  brainless. 

Crowns,  indeed ! 
Here's  half-a- 
orown ;  you 
would  gain  less 
Oft  from  a  gour- 
met. 


Mis.  R.  has  just  imrohased  the  first  two  Tolumesof  The  History 
of  the  Popes  (edited  by  F.  Autbobus),  *•  because,"  she  says,  '•  I 
particular^  want  to  read  about  the  time  of  Uie  Reminiscence,  with 
all  about  Fittvs  thi  Sixth  and  the  Humorists." 


8KBI0U8  Cass.— A  patient  who  doesn't  want  it  known  that  there 's 
anything  the  matter  with  him,  has  placed  himself  under  the  care  of 
Dr.  BoBSOV  RoosKTBX  Pasha,  **  because,"  he  says,  '*  his  visits  then 
are  '  sub  Roose-ah  I ' "  [Now  we  know  what 's  the  matter  with 
him.— Ed.] 


A  PLEA  FOR  THE  DEFENCE. 

SCKNB— Jtfr.  Punch's  Sanctum,    Mr.  Pukch  discovered,  to  him  enter 
Mr.  JoHX  Bull. 

JIfr,  Punch,  Well,  Mr.  Bull,  what  can  I  do  for  you? 

Mr,  Bull.  I  want  to  know  your  oninion,  Mr,  Punch  on  the  report 
of  Lord  Wantage's  Committee  on  Kecruiting  P 

Mr,  P.  Which  of  the  reports,  my  friend  f  There  seem  to  be  two 
—one  by  the  SolcUer  Members,  and  the  other  by  the  Government 
Under-Secretary  of  State  for  War. 

Mr,  B,  Can't  they  be  lumped  together,  Mr,  Punch  f 

Mr,  P,  Well,  yes,  in  the  sense  of  being  discarded.  They  are 
neiUier  satisfactory,  although  they  contradict  one  another. 

Mr.  B.  Bol  think,  Mr,  Punch.    What  is  to  be  done  P 

Mr,  P.  I  will  do  my  best  to  answer  you.  But  just  as  a  preliminary 
question,  niay  I  ask  whether  you  insure  your  housCj  Mr.  Bull  P 

Mr,  B,  Why.  yes,  certainly.  1  pay  for  guardianship  and  pro- 
tection. If  I  did  not,  I  should  have  to  start  fire-engines  and  the  rest 
of  it  myself. 

Mr,  P,  Quite  so.    And  you  find  it  cheaper  in  the  long  run. 

Mr.  B,  To  be  sure.  I  nave  got  much,  too  much  to  do  to  bother 
about  the  details  of  security  from  fire. 

Mr,  P.  Again  quite  so.   Then  why  don't  you  pay  for  your  ArmyP 

Mr,  B.  But  I  do,  and  a  precious  round  sum  too  I 

Mr,  P.  However,  it  is  difficult  to  get  recruits.  And  in  England 
any  and  eyerything  can  be  bought  by  money. 

Mr,  B.  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Punch,  that's  all  nonsense.  Abroad, 
they  can  get  soldiers  at  half  the  price  that 

Mr,  P,  {interrupting).  Quite  wrong,  Mr.  Bull.  Soldiers  are  just 
as  dear  on  the  Continent  as  they  are  here.  Only,  you  see,  the 
foreigners  look  after  the  fire  tnemselTes— they  become  soldiers, 
instead  of  securing  substitutes. 

Mr,  B.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mr,  P,  Thatyou  must  either  pay  the  market  price,  or  go  in  for 
conscription.    Your  monev— or  your  life  I 

Mr,  B,  Well,  I  really  think  I  must  consider  it— I  do,  indeed  I 

Mr.  P.  And  the  sooner  the  better,  Mr.  Bull  ;  and  if  you  do  not 
believe  me,  give  Lord  Wantage's  Cemmittee  Bepcttt  a  second  reading. 
[8een»  doses  m  upon  Mr.  JosBT  Bull  giving  the  document 
reconsideration. 
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THINGS   ONE   WOULD   RATHER   HAVE    LEFT   UNSAID. 

To  our  I£,P,i  who  rather /ancUi  himul/a  great  poliUeal force  in  the  Houu, 
{Day  before  the  Meeting  of  Parliament. ) 

•*  Well,  Mr.  Bikes  !  and  what  bbihos  you  up  to  Town  ? " 


THE  BOGIE  MAN. 

(Nbw  and  Staetlino  Civic  Vbbaion.) 

Gog  and  Magog  eing,  eotto  voce ." 

Oh«  huddle  near  ns,  cheriahed  ones  I 

Hashed  is  onr  oiyic  glee. 
The  Voters,  they  hare  played  the  fool 

Ahout  the  L.  C.  C. 
Oh.  Turtle,  deai^-at  table— 

Oh,  Griffin,  spick  and  span, 
I  hear  the  Civio  Fathers  say 

Here  comes  the  Bogie  Man  I 


Chorus, 
Oh,  hush!  hush!  hush  I 

Here  comes  the  Bogie  Man ! 
What  hope,  dears,  when  Ben  Tillett 

Is  made  an  Alderman  ? 
Oh,  whist!  whist!  whist! 

He  '11  catch  ye  if  he  can! 
Then  vain  you  'U  run,  my  popeey-wops, 

From  this  new  Bogie  Man  f 

When  we  ait  down  to  dinner, 

My  giant  chum  and  I, 
0*er  calipash  and  calipee 

We  're  both  indinea  to  cry. 


He' 


For  if  Progressist  fingers 

Once  dip  into  our  pan. 
Aloud,  but  vainly,  we  may  cry, 

Whistl  whist!  the  Bogie  Man! 

Chorus. — Oh,  hush !  hush  I  hush  I 

Here  comes  the  Bogie  Man  I 
Then  hide  your  heads,  my  darlings ; 

He  '11  catch  ye  if  he  can. 
Then  whist!  whistl  whistl 

This  new  Progressive  plan 
Would  make  our  pqpsev-wopsey-wops 

Slaves  to  this  Bogie  Man ! 

In  vain  the  Times  might  thunder. 

In  vain  the  Standard  squall. 
To  frighten  little  Moderates ; 

They  paid  no  heed  at  all 
When  CkuAOiiiLL  tried  yah-boohing. 

Away  the  Voters  ran 
And  voted  straight,  with  hearts  elate. 

For  yonder  Bogie  Man ! 

Chorus.— Oh,  hush !  hush !  hush  I 
Here  comes  the  Bo^e  Man  I 
[e  'U  collar  all  our  civic  perks, 
'Tis  his  **  Progressive  "  plan. 

Oh,  whist !  whist !  whist  I 
He  'U  catch  ye  if  he  can. 

Heaven  save  you,  my  own  popsey-wopp, 
From  yonder  Bogie  Man  I 

Oh,  pets,  it  gives  us  quite  a  shock 

To  think  of  your  sad  fate. 
If  vou  should  lose  your  Guildhall  rock. 

And  we  be  doomed  by  fate. 
For  BuBNS  our  ^de  would  humble, 

No  "  giants"  in  his  plan ! 
Oh,  Turtle  sweet,  oh,  Griffin  neat, 

Beware,  yon  Bogie  Man ! 

Chorus.—Oh,  whist!  whist!  whistl 

Here  comes  the  Bone  Man  I         [prog. 
Goe  and  Maoog,    choice  wines,    gomi 

Are  no  parts  of  his  plan. 
Oh,  hush!  hush!  hush! 

He  'U  catch  ye  if  he  can  I 
Progressive  "  slops,"  my  popsey-wops. 

He  '11  give— yon  Bogey  Man  I 

Oh,  RosEBERT  turned  tr-r-raitor. 

And  Lubbock  seemed  to  cool, 
McDouGALL.  now,  and  Pabeinson 

May  proudly  play  the  fool. 
London 's'  delivered  to  be  ruled 

On  the  '•  Progressive  "  plan,    [name— 
And    **B£n"  can  bear  the  honoured 

Ye  gods !— of  Alderman  ! !  I 

Chorus.— Oh,  hush  I  hush !  hush ! 

Here  comes  the  Bogie  Man ! 
Turtle,  be  cautious ;  Griffin,  hide  I 

You  're  under  his  black  ban. 
Oh,  whist!  whist!  whist! 

We  '11  save  ye,  if  we  can. 
My  pretty  popsey-wopsey-wops. 

From  yon  bad  Bogie  Man ! 


To  Queen  Coal. 
{By  her  Fond  but  Foot  Lover.) 

'  If  thou  art  not  dear  to  me, 
What  care  I  how  dear  you  be  I " 


BUTTEE  AND  BOSH. 

["  Many  customen  who  want  Margarine  will  not 
consent  to  buy  it  under  that  name,  but  insist  on  its 
being  called  *  Butter.' "— 2)«i/y  Pajwr.] 

Oh,  Wisdom,  sureljhere  your  wordsjrou  waste 
On  men  who  consciouslv  deceive  their  taste ; 
Who  cheating  self  are  blindest  when  they've 

seen, 
And  call  that  Butter  which  is  Margarine. 
**  Give  me,"  'tis  thus  their  sentiments  they 

utter, 
'*  Firkins  of  Bosh,  but  label  them  as  Butter. 
Who  cares  for  honest  names  ?  they  're  all  my 
Dedpiatur  qui  vuH  decipi.**  [eye. 
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THE  BOGIE  MAN. 
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"HUSH  I   HUSH!   HUSH  I 
HERE  COMES  THE  BOOIE  MAN  I 


•  THEN  HIDE  YOUR  HEADS,  MY  DARLINOl 
HE  'LL  CATCH  YOU  IP  HE  CAN  \  " 
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"ON  THE  BLAZON'D  SCROLL  OF  FAME." 

[To  each  man  of  the  Crewi  of  the  three  Life-boats  itationed  in  the  Isle  of 
Wight,  at  Brighstone,  Brook  and  Atherfield,  respectiyely,  Mr.  Punch  has 
had  pleasure  and  pride  in  presenting  an  illuminated  copy  of  the  Picture  and 
Poem  entitled  *'  Mr.  PrNCH  to  thb  Lifb-boat  Mbn/'  which  appeared  in 
his  issue  of  February  13.  The  names  of  the  coxswains  and  crews  of  these 
three  boats,  the  troreetter  Cadets  the  William  Slaney  Lewit^  and  the 
Catherine  owift^  are  inscribed  thereon  (as  they  should  be  in  the  memories  of 
all  true  Britons),  as  follows:— Of  the  Woreeeter  Cadet.  Jambs  Cotton 
(Coxswain),  Robb&t  Buckbtt  (Second  Coxswain),  Robbbt  Saltbr, 
William  Ba&ton,  Frank  Edmunds,  Frank  Rvckbtt,  Oborob  Nbw, 
Oborob  Morris,  Oborob  Shoitbr,  Oborob  Hawkbr,  Edoar  Whitb, 
William  Mbrwood,  and  Jambs  Hbdgbcock. 

Of  the  WiUiam  Slaney  Lewii,  John  Haytbr  (Coxswain),  Bbn  Jacobs 
(Second  Coxswain^,  Aobbrt  Coofbr,  W.  Jacobs,  J.  Cookb,  O.  Whitb, 
W.  Cassbll,  T.  Hookbt,  J.  Nbwburt^.  Coopbr,  J.  Hookby,  R.  Wood- 
ford, M.  Cassbll,  William  Haytbr,  W.  Blakb,  and  W.  Hookby. 

Of  the  Catherine  Swi/ty  William  Cotton  (Coxswain),  David  Cotton 
OSecond  Coxswain),  James  Cotton,  Thomas  Cotton,  Frank  Cotton, 
John  Cotton,  Charles  Cotton,  Walter  Woodford,  Walter  Whitb, 
Charles  Harding,  and  B.  Whillibr. 

These  names  thus  receiye— as  they  deserve — honourable  record  "  For  dis- 
tinguished bravery  and  gallant  conduct  whilst  on  duty  on  the  occasion  of 
the  wreck  of  the  s.s.  JSider,  January  31,  1892."] 

Ov  the  Scroll !    And  why  not  ?    Be  you  sure  that  it  bears 
Many  entries  less  worthy  of  reoord  than  theirs, 
The  rough  sea-faring  fellows,  whose  names  nowj^ro  down. 
With  applause  from  their  Soyereign  to  swell  their  renown. 


To  posterity's  ears.    And  right  pleasantly,  too. 

They  should  sound  on  those  ears ;  for,  run  oyer  each  crew 

Ana  you  '11  find  that  those  names  haye  a  true  homely  smack 

Both  of  country  and  kinship :  there 's  JiH,  there  is  Jack, 

There  is  Bob,  there  is  Bill,  Tom  and  Geobov,  Chablie,  Fbjlst  ; 

Can  you  not  hear  them  sound  o'er  the  wayes  as  in  rank 

They  go  down  to  their  work,  ringing  right  cheery  hail 

Through  the  shrieks  of   tne  storm  that  shall  not  make  them 

pale. 
Those  bold  Britons  ?    They  're  brothers,  sires,  cousins,  and  sons, 
For  see  how  the  **  family  name  "  through  them  runs 
Those  OoTTONS  could  make  up  a  crew  at  a  pinch  I 
Whilst  the  Hockeys  and  Whitss  from  that  task  need  not  flinch. 
Yes,  these  names  sound  as  well  on  the  Scroll,  after  all, 
As  Napoleon  or  Cjssab  ;  and  when  the  Great  Cidl 
Of  the  last  human  Muster  Roll  comes,  some  plain  *'  Bill," 
Whose  business  was  rather  to  saye  than  to  km, 
May  step  before  mad  Alexakdeb. 

Well,  brothers, 
CYou  BucEETTS,  and  Woodfobds  and  Ck>0PEBS  and  others, 
Whose  names  he  need  hardly  stringinto  hb  rhymes,) 
Punch  hopes  you  mn,^  look  on  this  Record  sometimes 
With  pleasant  reflections.    Mere  words,  he  well  knows. 
Will  not—**  butter  your  parniips  "—(to  put  sense  in  prose] : 
But  you  I 
Right  g- 
And  wo 
Be  sure  your  friend  Punch  won't  be  careless  or  dumb  I 


not—"  butter  your  parsmps  "— ^to  put  sense  in  ] 
ou  haye  his  hearty  ^ood  will,  and  you  know  it,- 
;  gladly  he  takes  tnis  occasion  to  show  it  I 
prnen  or  whereyer  another  should  come, 


CONFESSIONS   OF   A   DUFFER. 

VI.— THE  DUFFER  AT  WHIST. 
{Continued.) 

1  All  really  fond  of  the  game,  which  is  fortunate,  though  n^ 
partners  don't  think  so;  but  I  am  free  to  confess,  that  nothing 
short  of  an  absorbing  admiration  for  it  and  desire  to  excel,  could 
tempt  me  to  braye  the  sarcasms,  eyen  insults,  to  which  I  am  sub- 
jected. Your  thoroughgoing  Whist-player  as  such— admirable  in 
priyate  life  as  Z  personiul^  know  him  to  be — the  moment  he  begins 
the  daily  business  of  his  fife,  seems  to  oast  his  better  nature  to  the 
winds.  At  another  time  and  place  he  would  lend  a  sympathetic  ear 
to  any*  tale  of  woe ;  now  and  here  nothing  seems  to  interest  him 
but  ms  own  immediate  welfare,  which  he  pursues  with  concentrated 
enerpry  and  earnestness.  I  yenly  befieye  that  if,  at  one  of  two 
adioining  tables,  the  chandeUer  fell  on 
the  players' heads  to  their  exceeding 
detriment,  the  occupants  of  the  other 
table  .would  scarcely  lift  their  eyes  or 
interrupt  their  rubber  for  one  moment. 
Fiant  charta  ruat  cahtm  —  let  the 
cards  be  made  whateyer  chandefiers 
faU. 

The  players  at  my  Club  are  all  good, 
one  especially  so,  a  retired  Colonel  of 
a  West  Indian  regiment,  of  whom  I 
stand  in  mortal  dread.  He  has  short 
shrift  for  any  failings,  eyen  of  players 
nearly  as  good  as  himself,  whilst  as 
for  me  I  though  he  has  neyer  yet 
resorted  to  personal  yiolence  with  a 
<)hair-leg,  yet  that  would  not  surprise 
me ;  ana  my  pestilent  fate  in  defiance 
of  all  mathematical  odds  in  such  case 
made  and  proyided,  is  to  cut  him  as 
my  partner  three  and  four  times  in 
succession  in  an  eyening.  I  sometimes 
haye  glimmerings  of  sense,  and  in 
hands  presenting  no  particular  diffi- 
cult, if  they  contain  plenty  of  good 
cards — can  manage  to  scrape  along  in 
a  way  I  think  fairly  satisfactory  eyen 
to  him,  though  he  neyer  encoura^s 
me  by  saying  so.  But  an  awful  thing 
happened  the  other  ni^ht.  I  haa 
played  one  rubber  with  him  and  won  it,  though  it  was  only  a  rubber 
of  two  instead  of  a  bumper,  as  it  would  haye  been  if  I  liad  played 
I>roperly— for  being  in  doubt  and  remembering  the  adage,  I  had  led 
a  trump,  but  it  subsequently  turned  out  tiiat  the  adversaries  had 
called  far  them.  Now  I  neyer  see  an  adyersaries'  call,  and  but 
rarely  those  of  my  partner,  unless  when  made  glaringlj  conspicuous 
by  a  ten  and  a  two,  so  I  led  this  wretched  card  with  disastrous 
results. 

Howeyer,  my  partner  accepted  the  situation  with  unexpected 
suayity,  merely  remarking  pleasantly,  as  an  item  of  general  interest, 


**When  I  comD  to  think  the  matter  oTer  in  cold  blood.*' 


**The  only  time  my  partner  oyer  leads  a  trump  is  when  the  adyer- 
saries call."  I  smiled  ioanely— what  else  could  1  do  ?  for  I  was  dimly 
conscious  that  the  stricture  might  haye  justification  in  fact.  Yes, 
this  was  bad ;  but  worse  remains  behind.  In  the  last  hand  of  the 
next  rubber,  my  partner  had  four  trumps:  so  had  I;  he  had, 
besides  a  yery  long  suit ;  hence  he  extracted  the  trumps,  and  we 
were  left  with  the  last  two  between  us,  mine  being  the  better.  I  got 
the  lead,  of  course,  exactly  at  the  time  I  did  not  want  it ;  although 
eyeryone  else  knew  where  the  smaller  trump  was,  I  did  not,  so  I 
drew  it  from  my  partner's  hand,  and  then  lea  him  a  card  of  which 
he  had  none  in  the  suit ;  this  card,  as  iU-luck  would  haye  it,  belonged 
to  an  enormously  long  suit,  of  which  one  of  the  adyersaries  had 
entire  control.  So  this  gentleman  got  in  and  made  about  six  tricks 
in  it,  finishing  up  with  the  two ;  he  therefore  made  with  his  spades 
all— indeed,  1  rather  think  more  tricks  than  the  Colonel  ought  to 
haye  made  in  his  diamonds,  each  of  which,  now  losing  cards,  he 

successiyely  banged  down  with  in- 
creasing anffer  and  turbulence  of 
gesture,  as  the  enormity  of  my  crime' 
was  borne  in  upon  him.  It  was  the 
deciding  game  of  a  rubber;  the  ad- 
yersaries' score  had  stood  at  one,  while 
we  were  at  two,  and  besides,  we  had 
had  two  by  honours;  as  they  made 
four  by  cards,  they  went  out— and  so 
did  I — not  without  bji  obbligato  accom- 
paniment on  muted  strings:  unwhis- 
pered  whispers  of  **  confounded  block- 
head!" '•blundering  idiot!"  **well, 
of  all  the  bom  fools  I "  and  similar 
objm^tions. 

When  I  came  to  think  the  matter 
oyer  in  cold  blood,  I  could  see  that 
my  proper  course  would  haye  been  to 
lead  the  losing  card  before  drawing  my 
partner's  trump.  I  merely  maae  a 
mistake  (a  fatal  one  I  grant)  in  the 
order  of  playing  them.    That  was  all. 

My  friend  goes  on  to  make  learned 
remarks  about  **  American  leads," 
**  the  fourth  best,"  and  the  difficulties 
of  playing  a  knaye ;  lead  him  at  once. 
/  think,  on  Dogheriy's  principle :  ana 
*  *  thank  heayen  you  are  nd  of  a  knaye." 

The  depths   of  my   guilt  may  be 

SLessed  from  the  fact  that  many  of  my  Mentor's  explanations  are 
ittite  to  me.  People  talking  of  laying  up  a  wretched  old  age  by  not 
ilaying,  I  should  be  lajring  it  up  for  ottier  people  if  I  did  play  much. 
Half-crown  points,  a  par&ier  who  knows  now  to  score  (those  coun- 
ters and  candlesticks,  or  the  machines  with  Uttle  bone  graye-stones 
that  shut  up  wi^  a  snap,  bother  me),  and  amiable  conyersation  on 
well-chosen  topics  while  the  game  goes  on,  make  the  kind  of  Whist 
that  I  enjoy.  We  used  to  play  it  in  Common  Room  in  the  happy 
past ;  it  was  easier  than  Loo,  which  I  neyer  quite  understood.  The 
rigour  of  the  game  is  the  ruin  of  Whist. 
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POPULAR   SONGS    RE-SUNG. 

*^Si€H  a  Nice  Man  Too!**  iB  one  of  the 
latest,  and  greatest.  Bncoeeses  of  the  dever 
Cotter  Laureate,  Mr.  Albkrt  Chsyalieb, 
who,  '•  Funny  without  beinff  Vulgar,"  proves 
that  he,  the  Muse  of  the  Market  Cart,  and 
Bard  of  the  Barrow,  **  Knocks  'em  in  the  Old 
Kent  Road,"— and  elsewhere— with  well- 
deserred  success.  As  is  eyer  the  case  with 
the  works  of  genuine  genius,  **  liberal  apjpli- 
oations  lie  "  in  his  **  patter  "  songs,  the  enjoy- 
ment of  whioh  need  oy  no  means  he  confined 
to  the  Coster  and  his  chums.  For  example, 
at  Cauous-Conf  erences  and  places  where  they 
sinff— and  shout- the  following  might  be 
rendflred  with  relish  :— 

No.Vn.-BICH  A  SMART  MAN  TOO! 
{Coder-Jim  on  CorkuB-Jot,) 

There 's  party-men  yer  meets  about 

What  wins  yer  'eart  instanter ; 
Of  ikeir  success  there 's  ne'er  4i  doubt, 

Thev  romps  in  in  a  canter. 
There  ^s  one  as  means  to  lick  the  lot, 

Brum  Job,  the  artf  list  dodger. 
For  'im  we  Rads  went  'ot  and  'ot ; 

8ei  we,  '*  Yus,  Jos 's  the  codger ! " 

Choru9, 
Sioh  a  smart  man  too !    Sioh  a  very  smart 

man  I 
No  Tory  pride,  no  toffish  affectation  I 
Yet  'e  somehow  makes  yer  feel 
That  in  'im  yer  'ave  to  deal 
With  a  gent,  ii  not  by  buth,  by  edgercation ! 

'£  made  'is  pile  in  a  snide  way, — 
••  Down  on  ther  nail."  'is  motter— 

Went  to  the  front,  and  came  to  Uay ; 
Whigs  might  pertest  and  potter. 

'Is  game  wos  doin'  the  poor  good. 
And  doin'  of  it  'andsome. 


Jack  Cade  they  called  'im,— which  wos  rude— 
'Acos  'e  talked  o'  ransom  I 

Chorui. 

Sioh  a  smart 
man  too! 
Sich  a  very 
smart  manf 

No  "Lily" 
pride,  no 
blue  -  blood 
affectation! 
Yet  he  some- 
how  made 
yer  feel 
That  in  'im 
yer  'ad  to 
deal 

With  a  gent 
by  nature 
and  hj  ed- 
gercation! 

You  ought  to 
seen  'im  on 
the  stump. 
Smart  fitKsk 
and  stiff 
shirt  collar; 

Gk>t  up  regard- 
less,   clean- 
out  chump. 
Orchid   for 
button-'olo*! 

'E  cocked  a 
snook  at 
pride  o'  race. 
We  shouted 
••Brayvo, 
BbuhictI 

Peg  on,  we'll 
put   yer   in 
rust  place; 
Then  won't'old  Wbg  look  rummy  ?^' 


Sioh 


ChoruM, 

a  smart  man  too!    Sioh 

I 


a  very  smart 


No  jRtjD  wan  Winkle  Habit  affectation ! 

Yet 'e  somehow  made  yer  feel 

That  'e  Jest  knowed  'ow  to  deal 
With  the  "GenUemen"  by  buth  and  edger- 
cation. 

Acrost  'is  phiz  there  stole  a  smile. 

Like  sunshine  in  November. 
Sez  'e,  ••  7'm  for  the  Sons  o'  Tile ! " 

0  Tus,  don't  we  remember  I 
We  fancied  Job  wos  one  of  hus, 

A  coye  we  mirht  ha'  trusted. 
Now  you  should 'ear  the  Corkus  cuss 

At  the  Brum  bubble — busted ! 

Chorus, 

Sich  a  smart  man  too !    Sich  a   very  smart 

man! 
No  orty  scorn,  no  "  arm-cheer"  affectation! 
One  as  somehow  made  yer  feel 
'E  alone  knowed  'ow  to  deal 
With     Allotments,      Taxes      and      Free 
Edgercation ! 

'£  chose  to  play  at  hodd  man  hout ; 

'E  ain't  the  rust  by  many 
Wot 's  tried  to  Tommy-Dodd  the  rout 

With  a  two-'eaded  penny. 
It 's  broke  our  trust ;  \  can  jgo  'ome 

With  Toffdom  for  next  neighbour. 
*JS  won't  cut  Capital's  cockscomb 

In  the  'Oly  Cause  o'  Labour! 

Chorus. 
Sich  a  snide  man  too!    Sich  a  very  snide 


And 


now,  — but     that's       'is      hartful 
affeotation ! — 
'E  would  like  to  make  hus  feel 
As  he  only  *'  plays  genteel," 
To  giyo  Toffs  a  I)emmycratic  Hedgercation ! 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIART  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 
Rouee  of  Commone,  Monday,  March  7.— Johm  in  a  bad  way  to- 
night.   People  are  wanting  to  know  how  it  has  come  about  that 
Tate'8  offer  of  £80,000  for  Picture  Gallery,  with  £80.000  worth  of 
^  pictures    thrown    in  to 

>  ^^^  start  it,  has,  after  long 

correspondence  with 
Chahcellob  of  Ez- 
CHSQUSB,  been  with- 
drawn. Jomf  rises  to 
explain. 

^'  What  I  should  really 
like  to  do,"  he  whispered 
to  me,  in  confidence,  **  is 
to  giye  him  one  for  his 
tete,  as  we  say  in  crib- 
bage.  But  suppose  I 
must  speak  him  fair." 
Did  his  best  in  that 
direction  though  under- 
current of  obseryation  in 
len^hy  paper  he  read 
demdeoly  set  in  direction 
of  making  Tatx  out  as 
a  cantankerous  wrong- 
headed  person  who,  pro- 
posing to  bestow  some 
£160,000  in  way  of  free 
gift,  expected  to  haye 
his  wishes  consulted  in 
suoh  matter  of  detaU  as 
selection  of  site  for  Gal- 
lery. 

"I  yenture  to  hope," 
said  JoKDC,  in  conclu- 
sion. *'that  the  door  is 
not  finally  dosed  on  the  establishment  of  a  Gallery  for  British  Art" 
"  That^s  not  quite  it»"  said  Young  Father  Dxllwtv,  with  hand  to 
ear,  listening  from  comer  seat  below  Gangway  he  shares  with  that 


Touog  Father  Dillwyn. 


other  eminent  statesman,  the  Saoe  of  Qusbk  Aitkb's  Gate.  **  What 
we  complain  of  is,  that  you  haye  so  managed  matters  that  the  door 
hasn't  Seen  opened." 

"Ah,  weU,"  said  Jokdc,  wringing  his  hands,  "it's  no  use  my 
trying  anything.  Remember  once  seeing  in  dock  of  police-court  at 
Lyons,  a  sailor  brought  up  charged  with  some  offence.  On  his  arm 
was  tattooed  the  legend.  '  Pas  de  chance.*  He  told  long  story  of 
honest  endeayour,  combined  with  strict 
honesty  and  tireless  industry,  eyer  fnis- 
trated  by  malign  accident.  In  short,  he 
was  no  sooner  out  of  prison  than  he  wn% 
sent  back  upon  fresh  oonyiction.  He  had 
no  chance,  and  one  time,  in  enforced  re- 
tirement from  the  world,  he  indelibly 
inscribed  tiie  legend  on  his  forearm.  M'ti 
aussifje  n*ai  pas  de  chance.  Eyer  smce 
I  joined  this  Goyemment  things  have 
gone  wrong  with  me,  whether  in  Budget 
Schemes,  when  acting  as  Deputy  Leader 
of  the  House,  with  £1  notes,  and 
now  in  this  affair,  where  I  run 
my  head  against  Tate  (sort  of 
tete-d-tSte),  and,  though  I'm 
innooent  as  a  lamb,  eyerybody 
will  naye  it  that  I  'ye  muddled 
thin^  and  lost  the  nation  a 
munificent  gift.  Pas  de  chance ; 
cher  Toby ;  pas  de  chance  !  " 

Havbubt  been  looking  into 
our  Army  Senrioe,  and  behold  I 
it  is  yery  bad.  Condemns  it, 
look,  stock,  and  barrel.  Things 
no  better  than  they  were  in  time 
of  Crimean  War.  Our  Army 
oosts  more,  and  could  do  less 
than  any  in  the  world.  Curious 
to  find  statement  like  this  grayely 

made  in  i *  ' ^ — '~^ 

Spbakke. 

which,  OIL        . 

Members,  in  uie  main,  care  so  little  that  they  busy  themselyes 


Cnig  (not  AUsa). 


ade  in  presence  of  twenty-eight  Members,  all  told,  including  the 
»bakke.  Suppoaa  it's  true,  Empire  on  yerge  of  precipioe,  into 
iiich,  on  slightest  impnlae,  it  may  totter  and  disappear.     Hon. 
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writing:  letters,  ohatting  in  Lobbv,  gOMipping  in  Smoke-room ;  the 
few  present  admirably  sneceed  in  aiagaisinff  t^ror  that  most  poMeas 
them  as  Hakbubt,  in  aolemn  yoioe,  utters  his  lamentation. 

"  Hakbubt,"  said  Cbaig,  looking  across  the  House  at  tall  figure 
below  Gajij^wa^,  **  reminds  me  of  the  old  party  that  m^t  Lochiel, 
and  told  him  his  prospects  in  the  next  war  were  at  least  doubtful, — 

*  LocHiBL,  LocHiBL,  beware  of  the  day 
When  the  Lowlands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle-array.'  *' 

LoGHi£L  Stahhops  recks  no  more  than  the  Northern  Chieftain ; 
makes  speech  nearly  two  hours  lon^,  proving  to  empty,  but  inte- 
rested Benches,  that  never  since  Peninsular  War  had  Great  Britain 
an  Army  so  large  or  so  fullv  equipped.  When  midnight  struck, 
the  few  Members  present  shook  themselyes,  yawned,  and  went 
Btuinesa  done,— In  Committee  on  Army  Estimates. 


Tuesday.-— ^erer  saw  in  the  flesh  procession  of  Russian  Conyicts 
starting  on  their  journey  to  Siberia.  Have  read  about  it,  though ;  haye 
eyen  seen  pictures  thereof.  The  most  saddening  and  soul-depressing 
of  these  came  back  to  mind  just  now,  when  Fuleston,  Pellt  and 
Bitbdbtt-Coutts  forlornly  filed  forth  at  command  of  Chairman  of 
Committees,  amid  cheers  of  heartless  Opposition.  If  they  'd  only 
been  a  little  more  ragged  in  appearance,  and,  aboye  all,  if  they 
had  been  connected  by  leg-chain,  illusion  would  haye  been  complete. 
Members  on  Front  Benches,  as  the^  passed  them,  wearily  faring 
forth,  oould  not  haye  resisted  natural  impulse  to  feel  in  their  waist- 
coat pocket  for  a  kopec  or  two  to  bestow  upon  the  unfortunates. 


Mr.  Swift  MacNeiU's  Uttle  joke. 

It  was  the  suddenness  of  the  sentence^  the  swift  f alline  of  the  blow, 
that  made  it  so  cruelly  heayy.  Last  Friday  these  threeMembers  had 
supported  a  yote  subsidising  East  Africa  Co.  in  matter  of  preUminary 
expenses  of  railway  through  their  territory.  Someone  had  dis- 
coyered  they  were  i>ecuniajrily  interested  in  undertaking.  To-day 
Swift  MacNeill  raised  the  question  of  parliamentary  law  in  such 
cases.    Moyed  Resolution  that  yote  of  three  Members  be  disallowed. 

Nothing  oould  exceed  gentleness  of  MacNeill's  demeanour. 
Rather  in  sorrow  than  in  anger  he  moyed  in  the  matter,  anxious,  as 
all  Irish  Members  are,  for  purity  of  Parliamentary  practice  and 
sanctity  of  constitutional  principles.  Almost  blubbered  in  Bubdett- 
CouTTs's  waistcoat ;  embraced  Pellt  and  Puleston  in  comprehensiye 
smile  of  amity. 

Encouraged  by  this  attitude,  the  three  Members  assumed  easy, 
almost  jaunty,  manner.  True,  Puleston  admitted  he  would  not  haye 
done  it  if  he  *d  thought  anyone  would  haye  made  a  row  about  it — 
**  as  the  little  boy  said  when  he  was  being  spanked  for  putting  his 
fingers  in  the  jam-i)ot,''  obseryed  Mabjobibakks,  9oUo  voce.  Bubdett- 
CouTTS  almost  haughty  in  his  defiance  of  the  descendant  of  the  Uncle 
of  JoKATHAV  Swift,  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's. 

Pellt  nensiye  in  manner  and  eni^atical  in  allusion;  felt  it 
paxticularly  hard  thus  to  be  ^aoed  in  the  dock,  as  if  he  were  an 
Irish  County  Councillor  under  Prince  Abthub's  new  Bill.  Only  last 
Friday,  in  debate  preceding  the  yery  Diyision  now  under  discussion, 
he  had  deUyered  an  Address  which  disclosed  intimate  acquaintance 
with  topographical  bearings  of  rarely  trodden  wilds  in  Central  Africa. 
Had  shown  now  an  Agent  of  East  Africa  Company,  setting  forth 
from  So-and-so,  had,  after  perilous  passage,  reached  So-on.  After  a 
night  of  broken  rest,  his  piUow  soothed  hj  the  roar  of  Gbakdolph's 
nine  lions,  he  had  set  out  again.  Crossinsr  the  Riyer  So-forth  he 
wandered  for  hours,  carrying  the  flag  of  his  country  through  the 
limitless  plains  of  Etcetera. 

House  listened  entranced,  whilst  Pellt  hurried  them  from  So-on 
to  So-forth. 

**  Excellent  speech,"  said  the  Sqiuibe  of  Malwood,  himself  not 
unfamiliar  with  land-suryeying ;  **  but  the  country  aeema  a  little 
monotonously  named.'' 


"It's  not  that,"  cried  Pellt,  interrupting :  **the  fact  is,  I  can't 
pronounce  the  names  in  the  despatches,  and  call  them  So-on.^' 

House  delighted  with  this  explanation ;  Pellt  found  himself  at 
one  bound  in  front  rank  of  Parliamentfury  orators.  This  only  last 
Friday ;  to-day  called  upon  to  defend  himself  from  charge  of  break- 
ug  written  law  of  Parliament.  Bad  this,  but  worse  to  come, 
when  Pellt's  pensiye  yoice  died  away,  Coubtwet  rose  from  Chair 
and  sternly  said,  **  In  accordance  with  practioe  of  the  House,  the 
three  Hon.  Members  will  now  withdraw."  So  they  strode  forth, 
clothed  with  innocence.  Pulestok  first,  with  ghastly  smile  on  his 
face ;  Bubdstt-Coutts  next,  wondering  what  mey  would  think  of 
this  in  Stratton  Street ;  Pellt  bringing  up  the  rear,  the  forlomest 
file  that  eyer  passed  between  raius  of  jeering  spectators,  slowly 
making  their  way  from  So-on  to  So-forth.    Buemeee  done.— ^ont. 

Thursday.—'*  The  Leadership  isn't  all  beer  and  skittles,  is  it  ?  "  I 
said  to  Pnnce  Abthub  just  now,  trying  to  put  the  best  face  on  a 
melancholy  business. 

**  No,"  he  said^hortly,  '*  and  it  isn't  public  business  at  all." 

Quite  true.  What  officers  in  command  of  sham-fights  call  "the 
general  idea  "  of  the  Sitting  to-night,  was— questions  bc^nning  at 
half -past  three ;  oyer  probably  at  four ;  House  in  Committee ;  take 
up  Army  Estimates ;  peg  away  at  them  till  midnight ;  then  "  Who 
^s  home  ?  "  Time-table  of  what  actually  took  place  slightly,  but 
hrmly  different.  House  met  at  three ;  prayers,  which  appropriately 
prefaced  Henbt  Fowlbb's  motion  to  permit  Salyation  Army  to  go 
Its  own  way  on  quiet  Sabbaths  at  Eastbourne.  Debated  this  tall 
twenty  minutes  past  six.  the  Soli- 
citob-Genebal  heartily  joiiiing 
in  the  service:  then  question s» 
seyenty  or  eighty  of  tnera^  not 
seyenor  eifht  of  publio  interest, 
the  rest  of  character  that  might  }>e 
raised  on  dull  days  in  Vestry -hall. 

At  half -past  seyen,  timo  to  dress 
for  dinner.    Still,  Hem  be  re  tliink 
they 'U  just  wait  and  set^  buainefts 
commenced.    *  *  Instead  of  wb  i  cb  /  * 
as  the  Judge  said, 
up  gets   Swift 
MacNkill,  asking 
permission  tomoye 
Adjournment     of 
House  in  order  to 
discuss  famine  in 
India,  and  short- 
comings    of    In- 
dian Goyemment. 
Speakeb     inyites 
those    who    sup- 
port ^   application 
to    rise   in    their 
places.       Gentle- 
men    below     the  The  Salyationist  SoUcitor-GenenO. 
Gangway,    with 

hearts  bleeding  for  famished  fellow-creatures  in  far-off  Ind  (subject 
reminds  them,  by  the  way,  that  dinner  is  nearly  ready),  leap  to 
their  feet.  Twice  the  forty  necessary  thus  forthcoming  :  leaye  giyen, 
and  Swift  MacNeill  proceeds  to  open  his  budget.  Then  strange 
thin^  happens.  The  eighty  Gentlemen  who  sprang  up  to  secure 
hearing  for  MacNeill,  being  on  their  legs,  conclude  that,  as  it 's  so 
near  dinner-time,  scarcely  worth  while  resuming  their  seat :  so  they 
bundle  forth,  MacNeill,  somewhat  ungratefully  (for  they  had 
secured  his  opportunity)  urging  them  to  **be  on,  if  they  didn't 
want  to  hear  about  the  sufferings  of  their  fellow-creatures.'' 

At  ten  o'clock  MacNeill  episode  closed.  Prince  Abthub  moyed. 
with  intent  to  expedite  business,  a  Resolution  taking  Report  of 
Supply  after  midnight.  Talked  on  this  till  twenty  minutes  to  twelye. 
Business  reached  at  last,  but  since  Debate  closes  at  midnight,  no 
time  to  do  anything.  Committee  of  Supply  accordingly  postponed, 
and  Members  begin  chatting  about  Gresham  College,  admitting  in 
course  of  conyersation  that  there  is  nothing  to  talk  about,  since 
Goyemment  haye  adopted  suggestion  of  objectors  to  scheme. 

Business  done. — None. 

JFVMfa^.—MAcNEiLL  the  Ayenger  to  the  front  again,  with  his 
Motion  about  the  Siberian  Exiles.  '*  JEmrr  "  LowTHEB^in  most 
judicial  manner,  supports  Motion,  that  yotes  of  Pellt,  Fulbstok 
and  Bubdett  -  Coutts  on  Mombasa  Affair  shall  be  struck  out. 
Prince  Abthub  argues  on  other  side ;  Mr.  G.  throws  weight  of  his 
authority  into  scale  ajgainst  the  Exiles ;  Jokim  feebly  attempts  to 
reply.  On  Diyision,  in  full  House,  Goyemment  defeated  by  fiye 
yotes.  MacNeill's  smile,  as  he  announced  the  figures,  simply 
enormous.  **At  first  I  thought  it  was  an  earthquake,"  said 
Stajthofe,  shuddering.  Neryes  shattered  by  second  defeat  of 
Goyemment  in  the  week.  Busmess  dome.^] 
menf  B  wa»— yery  nearly.  D  i  g  it i  z ed 


9d  bjr  second  defeat  of 


(^  VOnoX.— JUgteted  Commnnieations  or  Contributions,  whethsr  M8.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Platai«s  ox  any  aasoxiption,  wiU 
in  no  easa  be  rttnmsd,  not  •▼•&  whan  aooompanitd  by  a  Btampad  and  Addrtiitd  XnvfiflM  Oofvr,  or  Wrappar.  To  tUi  nda 
there  will  be  no  azoantioii. 
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YE  MODERATES  OF  LONDON ! 

Te  Moderates  of  London 

Who  sat  at  home  at  ease. 
Ah !  little  did  you  think  upon 

The  dangerous  C.  C.'s! 
While  ooni^ort  did  snrround  yon, 
You  did  not  care  to  go 
To  remote 
Spots  to  vote 
When  tne  stormy  winds  did  hlow. 

The  Yoter  should 
^\ '  /     ^         have  courage 
V  -,,    ^  No  danger  he 

'  "  ,  ^  ^  should  shun ; 
tfi^Hl'  t^^^  'r,  ;  fit*4  In  every  kind 
i!z!Z  "^         'V^  -^  A      of  weather 

All     sorts    of 
risks    should 
run. 
Nothel'Sohold 
Progressives 
Will  tax  him. 
and     the  'U 
know 
He    must 

pay 
In    their 
way, 
Which  u  nei 
ther  sure  nor 
slow. 


The  Stay-at-Home  Yoter. 


But  when  the  Thames  Embankment, 

The  finest  road  in  town, 
Is  riotous  with  tramcars, 

Will  that  make  rates  come  down  f 

Will  all  these  free  arran^^ements, 

Free  water,  gas,  do  so  r 

Oh,  they  may  I 

Who  can  say  P 

And^the  Companies  may  go. 

When  LiDGETT  and  McDougall 

Are  censors  of  the  play. 
We  can  patronise  the  Drama 

In  a  strictly  proper  way ; 

When  Pajutihsok^s  Inspector 

Of  Ballets,  we  shall  know 

He  will  stop 

Any  hop 

If  he  sees  a  dancer's  toe. 

Such  grandmatemal  rulers 

Win  settle  life  for  us. 
And  Moderates,  escaping 

All  canvassing  and  fuss. 
Can  still,  from  cosy  firesides, 
Through  three  long  years  or  so, 
Watch  whereat 
Jumps  the  oat. 
And  which  way  the  wind  does  blow. 


LOCKWOOD  THE  ILECTURER. 

P*  Last  Tuesday  Mr.  Frank  Lockwood,  Q.C., 
M.P.,  deliTered  a  lecture  entitled '  The  Law  and 
Lawyen  of  Pickwick,'  to  a  large  gathering  of  the 
•itiseni  of  York,  which  place  he  represents  in  Par- 
liament."—Dot/y  TtUgraph,^ 

Ant~"  Simon  ths  Otttarsr,** 

Oh,  Locxwood  the  Lecturer  hath  a  rare  store 

Of  jo-vi-a-li-tee,  [galore. 

Of  quips,  and  of  cranks,  with  good  stories 

For  a  cheery  Q.C.  is  he ! 

A  cheer7  a.C.  and  M.P. 
With  pen  and  with  pencil  he  never  doth  fail. 
And  every  day  he  hath  got  a  fresh  tale. 
•*  A  Big-vig  on  Pij-vig,"  he  quaintly  did  say. 
When  giving  his  lecture  at  York  t*other  day. 

For  Ho!  ho!  ho! 

FuAioc  LoCKwooD  Can  show 

How  Well  he  his  Dickens 

Doth  kncjw,  know,  know ! 
CAiJrtw.— ForHo!  ho!  ho!  &c. 


HOSPITALITY  A  LA  MODE. 

["  Programmes  and  introductions  are  going  out 
of  fashion  at  balls."— Fi»Ar/y  Faper,] 

Scene — Interior  of  a  Drawing-room  during 
a  dance.  Sprightly  Damsel  disengaged 
looking  out  for  a  partner.  She  addresses 
cheerfuUlooking  Middle-aged  Oentleman, 
who  is  standing  near  her. 

She,  I  am  not  quite  sure^  whether  I  gave 
you  this  waltz  P 

He,  Nor  I.  But  I  hope  you  did.  I  am 
afraid  it  is  nearly  over,  but  we  shall  still  have 
tinK^  for  ft  turn.  [They  join  the  dancers, 

She,  Too  many  people  here  | to-night  to 
make  waltzing  pleasant. 

//^.  Yes,  it  IS  rather  crowded.  Shall  we 
sit  out  ? 

She  {thankfully^  as  he  has  not  quite  her 
sUf),  u.  you  like.  And  see,  the  band  is 
bringing  things  to  a  conclusion.  Don*t  you 
hate  a  comet  in  so  small  a  room  as  this  ?  So 
dreadfully  loud^ou  know. 

He.  duite.  Yes,  I  think  it  would  have 
been  better  to  have  kept  to  the  piano  and  the 
•strings. 

She,  But  the  place  is  prettily  decorated.  It 
must  have  cost  tnem  a.  lot,  getting  all  these 
flowers. 

He,  I  daresay.  No  doubt  they  managed 
it  by  contract.  And  lots  of  things  come  from 
Algeria  nowadays.  You  can  get  early  vege- 
tables in  winter  for  next  to  nothing. 

She,  Yes,  isn't  it  lovely  ?  All  these  palms, 
I  suppose,  came  &om  the  Stores. 

He,  No  douht.  By  the  wav,  do  you  know 
the  neo^e  of  the  house  at  all  r 

She,  X^ot  much.  Fact  was,  I  was  brought. 
Ck>uldn*t  find  either  the  host  or  hostess.  Such 
a  crowd  on  the  staircase,  you  know. 

He,  Yes.  Rather  silly  asking  double^  the 
number  of  people  the  rooms  will  hold,  isn't 
it? 

She,  Awfully.  However,  I  suppose  it 
pleases  some  folks.  I  presume  they  consider 
it  the  swagger  thing  to  do  ? 

He,  I  suppose  they  do.  Do  you  know 
manv  people  here  ? 

she.  Not  a  soul,  or 

He,  You  would  not  have  spoken  to  me  f 

She,  Well,  no— not  exactly  that.    But 

He,  You  nave  no  better  excuse  ready. 
Quite. 

She,  How  rude  you  are!  You  know  I 
didn't  ouite  mean  that 

He,  No,  not  quite.    Quite. 

She,  By  the  way,  do  you  know  what  time 
it  is  ? 

He,  Well,  from  the  rooms  getting  less 
crowded,  I  fancy  it  must  be  the  supper  hour. 
May  I  not  take  you  down  ? 

She,  You  are  most  kind!  But  do  you 
know  the  way  ? 

He,  I  think  so.  You  see,  I  have  learned  the 
geographv  of  the  place  fairly  well. 

She,  How  fortunate  I  But  if  I  accept  your 
kindness,  I  think  I  should  have  the  nonour 
of  knowing  ^our  name. 

He,  Certiunlv ;  my  name  is  Skith. 

She,  Any  relation  of  the  people  who  are 
giving  the  dance  P 

He,  Well,  ves.  I  am  ^ving  the  dance 
myself —or  rather,  mj  wife  is. 

She,  Oh,  this  is  quite  too  delightful !  For 
now  you  can  tell  me  what  to  avoid. 

He,  Certainly ;  and  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
speaking  to ? 

She,  You  must  ask  my  chaperon  for  my 
name.  You  know,  introductions  are  not  the 
fashion. 

He,  And  your  chaperon  is P 

She,  Somewhere  or  other.  In  the  mean- 
while, if  you  will  allow  me? 

He  {offering  his  arm).  Quite  t 

[Exeunt  to  supper. 


MB.  PXnrCH'S  TTP-TO-DATE  POETBY 
FOB  CHILDBElf . 

No.  I.—"  LITTLE  MISS  MUFFIT." 

Little  Miss  Muffit 

Reposed  on  a  tuffet, 
Consuming  her  curds  and  whey— 

She  had  dozens  of  dolls, 

And  some  cash  in  Consols 
Put  by  for  a  rainy  day. 


But  though  calm  and  content 

While  she  drew  Three  per  Cent., 
The  Conversion  unsettled  her  mien. 

And  the  said,   ** Though   they've 
thrown  us 

This  Five-Shilling  Btous. 
I  cannot  brook  Two  pounds  fifteen ! " 

Comes  a  Broker— outsider — 

Who  chanced  to  have  spied  her. 
And  *•  (^tions"  and  "  Pools  "  he  extols— 

When  he  pictures  the  profit 

(Commission  small  off  it), 
She  cheerfully  sells  her  Consols. 

Then  she  starts  operations 

With  fierce  speculations 
In  Stocks  of  all  manner  and  shape ; 

But  whatever  she  chooses 

Her  **  cover"  she  loses. 
And  sees  it  run  off  on  the  tape. 

So  alas  I  for  Miss  MuiTiT— 

She  now  has  to  rough  it. 
And  never  gets  jam  with  her  tea ; 

While  the  Bucket-shop  Dealer 

Employs  a  four-wheeler, 
Regardless  of  X.  S,  and  D. 


<<Tlie  Frogs"  at  Oxford. 

SCKNB— Parfofir  of  Private  House,  Oxford, 

Ttkr— Quite  recently.    Cook  wishes  to 

speak  to  her  Mistress. 

Ckfok,  Please,  'm,  I  should  like  to  go  out 

this  evening,  'm,  which  it's  to  see  them 

Froffs  at  the  New  Theayter. 

Mistress,  But  it 's  all  Greek,  and  you  won't 
understand  it. 

Cook,  0  yes,  'm.    I  once  saw  the  Per- 

formin'   Fleas,    and  they  was  French,    I 

believe,  leastways  a  Frenchman  were  showin' 

of  'em,  and  I  unnerstood  all  as  was  necessary. 

[Jfter  this,  of  course  she  ohtauis  permission. 


Mb8.  Ram's  Unde  (on  the  maternal  side) 
has  recently  joined  the  religious  sect  known 
as  the  Plvmouth  Brethren.  This  has  greatly 
distressed  the  good  Lady.  **If  it  had  been 
anything  else,''^she  says,  **a  Moravian  Mis- 
sionary, or  a  Christian  Brother-in-law,  I 
wouldn't  have  minded.  But  to  think  that  an 
Uncle  of  mine  shoiUd  have  become  a  Yarmouth 
Bloater  is  a  little  hard  on  a  poor  woman  no 
longer  in  her  idolcscence." 


VOL  on. 
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WILFUL  WILHELM. 

An  Imperial  Owman  Nursery  Bhyme,    {From  the  very  latest  Ediium  of  *'Struwwelifeter.^) 


Wilful  JFUhdm,  "Take  thb  nasty  Punch  aw  at  ! 

I  won't  have  any  Pusoh  to-day  ! " 

TouNQ  WuHELX  was  a  wilful  lad,  I     He  deemed  the  world  flhonld  hail  with  joy 

And  lots  of  "  cheek "  young  Wilhslm  had.  |     A  smart  and  self-sufficient  boy, 


And  do  as  it  by  Iwn  was  told ; 

He  was  so  wise,  he  .toot  so  bold.  . . .  ^ 

niaiti7er1hy\7UU^IC 
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If  anyone  dared  stop  his  play, 

He  screamed  out— '*^Take  ^e  wretch  away'I 

Oh,  take  my  enemy  away ! 

I.won't  have  any  foes  to-day  I " 

His  old  adviser  Wilhelic  swore 

Was  a  piff-headed  senile  hore. 

He  meant  to  try  another  tack, 

So  his  Old  PQot  grot  the  sack. 

Nay  more,  one  da^,  in  a  fierce  squall. 

He  smashed  his  picture  on  the  wall ; 

Tore  up  the  papers  when  they  said 

He  was  a  little  *'  off  his  head." 

He  yelled,  in  his  despotic  way, 

•'  Not  any  Press  for  me."  I  say ! 

•*  Oh,  take  that  nasty  Punch  awav  I     " 

I  won't  have  any  Punch  to-day !  " 

He  deemed  himself,  and  this  was  odd, 
A  sort  of  new  Olympian  god ; 
And  when  the  wise,  who  watched  his  whior , 
Sighed,  **  Have  the  gods  demented  him  ? 
Quern  deus  vuU,  et  cetera,**  he 
Was  just  as  mad  as  mad  could  he ; 
And,  just  like  other  angry  boys. 
Kicked  over  tables,  smashed  his  toy?, 
And  cried  out,  **  Take  the  things  away ! 
I  '11  have  nought  but  new  toys  to-day  I " 

•*Pmdence?"he  yelled;  "what do /care?" 
And  here  he  kicked  the  old  pet  Bear 
His  sire  and  grandsire  had  so  cherii^ed, 
Till  the  old  policy  had  perished 
With  Wilful  WiLHELii,  who  preferred 
The  Eagles.    With  a  pole  he  stirred 
Big  Bruin  up.    "Oh,  / 'II  surprise  him  I 
And,  if  he  growls,  I  '11  *  pulverise '  him." 
Some  thought  that  nicking  rows  with  Brain 
Meant  folly,  if  it  cud  not  ruin ; 
But  when  theywhispered  words  of  warning, 
Then  Wilful  Wilhelic,  counsel  sooming. 
Shrieked,  "  Take  the  nasty  brute  away  I 
I  won't  have  any  Bears  to-day  I  " 

Now.  WiLHELH,  do  not  be  absurd. 
But  listen  to  a  friendly  word  I 
You  are  a  clever  boy,  no  doubt, 
And  very  smart,  and  very  stout. 
Like  young  Auoubtus,  dainty  eater. 
Whose  story  is  in  Struwwelpeier, 
Did'st  ever  read  those  truthful  stories. 
€h>od  Dr.  Hkiukicu  Hoffmakx's  ^lories, 
Which  round  the  world  have  travelled  gaily, 
Bv  Nursery  pets  consulted  daUv  ? 
It  not,  just  get  '•  Shock-headea  Peter  "  ; 
Road  of  AuouBTUB,  the  soup-eater. 
And  stuck-up  "  Johnht  Head-in- Air," 
Who  came  down  " bump"  all  unaware. 
And  "Fidgety  Philip."  You'll  confess  them 
Pointed, — and  don't  try  to  suppress  them, 
like  Princes,  party-men  and  papers 
Which  can't  admire  all  your  mad  capers ! 
My  Wilful  Wilhelk,  jou  '11  not  win 
By  dint  of  mere  despotic  din ; 
By  kicking  everybody  over 
In  whom  a  oritio  you  discover. 
Or  shouting  in  your  furious  way, 
"  Oh,  take  the  nasty  Punch  away ! 
I  won't  have  any  Punch  to-day  f " 


What  the  Commander-in-Chief,  Mr. 
Punch,  says  to  the  Artists'  Corps.— 
"  Gentlemen,  you  would  no  doubt  like  a  brush 
with  the  enemy,  to  whom  you  will  always 
show  a  full  face.  Any  colourable  pretence  for 
a  skirmish  won't  suit  your  palette.  You 
march  with  the  colours,  and,  like  the  oils,  you 
will  never  run.  You  all  look  perfect  pictures, 
and  everybody  must  admire  your  well-knit 
frames.  Gentlemen,  I  do  not  enow  whether 
you  will  take  my  concluding  observation  as  a 
compliment  or  not,  but  1  need  hardly  sav 
that  it  is  meant  to  be  both  truthful  and 
complimentary,  and  it  is  this,  that  though 
you  are  all  Artists,  you  look  perfect 
models," 


CONSCIENTIOUS. 

Mr,  Boozle  (eoliloquiees).  "Mt  Medical  Man  told  me  never  on  ant  account  to  mix 
MT  Wines.    So  I  'll  finish  the  Champagne  first,  and  tbmn^  tackle  the  Claret  1 " 


"BUTCHER'D  TO  MAKE ." 

[On  Monday  the  14ih  a  "  lion-tamer  "  was  torn  to 
pieces  in  a  show  at  Hednesford.] 

Shame  to  the  callous  French,  who  goad 
The  horse  that  pulls  a  heavy  load ! 
Shame  to  the  Spanish  bull-iight  I    Shame 
To  those  who  make  of  death  a  game ! 
We  English  are  a  better  race : 
We  love  the  long  and  solemn  face ; 
We  fly  from  any  cheerful  place, — 
On  Sunday. 

But,  other  days,  we  like  a  show. 
Ihere  mav  be  danger,  as  we  know ; 
We  put  tne  thought  of  that  aside, 
For  noble  sport  is  England's  pride : 
We  'd  advertise  a  railway  trip. 
To  see  a  wretched  tamer  slip 
And  die  beneath  the  lion's  grip, — 
On  Monday  I 


ra-ra-hoom-^^ay!^^  •  •  •  As  I  write  this  • .  • 
hal . . .  The  grocer's  bookl .  • .  *'  Boom-<de- 
av"withoutthe'*Ta-ra."  The  spell  is  broken! 
N.B. — As  this  delightful  song  has  now  a 
certain  number  of  Music-"  hall-markB,"  the 
places  where  it  is  sung  can  be  qx>tted  and 
remembered  as  '*  Ta-ra  's  Halls." 


A  Reallt  Exceptionally  Remarkable 
AND  NoteworthtFact.— To-cfay,  Thursday, 
March  17. — Fine  Spring  weather.  Have  sat 
for  over  half-an-hour  at  a  window  looking  on 
to  the  street,  between  3*30  and  4*15  p.m.,  and 
have  not  once  heard  either  the  whole  or  any 
portion  of  the  now  strangely  popular  **  Ta- 


TO  THE  YOUNQ  CITY  MEN. 

To  MAKE  MUCH  OF  (LUNOEEON)  TiME  ;    OR, 

A  Counsel  to  Clerks.     (After  Herrick.) 
Gather  ye  flsh-bones  while  ye  maj, 

The  luncheon  hour  b  flying. 
And  this  same  cod,  that 's  boued  to-day, 

To-morrow  may  be  frying. 
The  handsome  clock  of  ormola 

A  quarter  past  is  showing. 
And  soon  'twill  be  a  quarter  to, 

When  you  must  thinJc  of  going. 
That  man  eats  best  who  eats  the  first, 

When  fish  and  plates  are  warmer. 
But  bein^  cold,  the  worse  and  worst 

Fare  still  succeeds  the  former. 
Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  lungs, 

And  while  ye  may,  cry  **  Waiter  ! '' 
For  having  held  just  now  your  tongues, 

Tou  may  repent  it  later. 
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PONSCH,    PRINCE   OF   OLLENDORFF. 

(M  MaeUrlinck^i  very  latest  MasUrpieee,) 
The  Belgian  Master  has  tried,  aa  he  has  already  informed  the 
world,  **  to  write  Shajupeabs  for  a  company  of  Marionnettes."  En- 
couraged by  his  extraordinary  success,  he  lias  soared  higher  yet,  and 
adapted  our  greatest  national  drama  for  the  purposes  of  the  (In- 
dependent) itinerant  Stage.  We  are  enabled  by  the  courtesy  of  his 
publishers  to  give  a  few  8i)ecimen  scenes  from  this  magnum  opus, 
which,  as  will  oe  seen,  requires  somewhat  more  elaborate  mounting 
and  mechanical  effects  than  are  at  present  afforded  by  the  ordinary 
Punch  Show.  In  M.  Maeterlinck's  version,  Ponsch  becomes  the 
Prince  of  Half-seas-over-Holland ;  he  is  the  victim  of  hereditary 
homicidal  mania,  complicated  by  neurotic  hysteria.  Inflamed 
by  the  insinuations  of  Mynheer  Olenikke  —  a,  kind  of  Dutch 
mephistonheles  and  lago  combined  —  he  is  secretly  jealous  of  Ids 
consort  the  Princess  JTddt^s  jnreference  for  the  society  of  Djoe,  the 
Court  Jester  and  Society 
Gown.  Here  is  our  first 
sample : — 

A  Chamber  m  the  Castle, 
Princess  JoDi  discovered  at 
a  window  with  Djoe. 

JSdi,  Lol  lo!  a  shower  of 

stars  is  falling  upon  the  fowl- 
house  I 
I>fo4f,  Oh  I  oh !  a  shower  of 

stars  upon  the  fowl-house  P 

(A  water  pipe  in  the  hack- 
garden  bursts  suddenly  and 

splashes  them,)    Ah  I  ah!  I 

am  wet  all  over !    Have  you 

a  pocket  handkerchief  ? 
Jodi,  Oh,  look !  a  comet— 

— an  enormous  one— has  de- 
scended into  the  water-butt  I 

The  sky  is  blood-red,  and  the 

moon  has  turned  the  colour 

of  green  cheese.    This  bodes 

some  disaster  I 
pjoe.   It  is  unsettled  — 

rainy — unpleasant  weather. 

Can  you  lend  me  an  um 

brellaP 
Jodi,  I  cannot  lend  you  an 

umbrella,   because   I    have 

lent  mine  to  the  gardener's 

wife.    Owls  are  roosting  on 

the   chimnev-x)9ts,    and   a 

stickleback  has  jumped  out 

of  the  pond.  HuslumyLord 

the  Pnnce  approaches  I 

[Prince  Ponsch  enters,  bear- 
ing a  stout  stqff,  which  he 
nurses  gloomuy,  like  an 
infant ;  a  hurricane  is 
heard  in  the  middle  dis- 
tance :  the  waterpipe  sohs 
strangely  and  then  ex- 
pires: a  blackbeetie  comes 
out  of  a  cupboard  and 
runs  uneasily  about,  until 
a  flash  of  lightning  enters 
down  the  chimney  and 
hiUs  it,    Ponsch  stands 


FANCY   PORTRAIT. 


THE  HUMBUG-HUNTING  FERRET.    {Vivsrra  LABOuoHERvexsia.) 

The  Times  {loqA.  **  Ah  1  wonderful  Instinct,  and  occasionally  Useful. 
But  I  'm  not  pabticulably  partial  to  Him  1 " 


glaring  at  Djo£  and  the  Princess. 
Itfo •  '    —        •       •  - 


Joe  {hastily).  There  is  going  to  be  a  storm.    Do  not  forget  what  I 
have  uttered.    Gk>od  evening ! 

[He  goes ;  the  wind  whistles  a  popular  air  through  the  keyhole. 
Jodi  {nervously).  What  an  appaUing  evening  I    I  have  never  seen 
the  like  of  such  a  sky. 

Ponsch,  There  is  something  about  you  this  evening  —how  beauti- 
ful you  are  looking !    Bring  Bbbbi-Ponsch. 

Jddi  (fetchinq  tAe  Infant  Prince),  Here  he  is.    Why  do  you  look 
so  stranjgrely  at  aim  ? 

Bebbi-Ponsch  {a  small,  but  important  part).  Is  Pa-a-par  poo- 
oorly  ?    Won't  he  p'ay  wiz  me  no  mo-ore  P 
Ponsch,  The  soul  of  a  little  stage-child  looms  from  under  his 

green  eyes !  Oleniske  was  right,  and  I No  matter.  I  will  open 

the  window. 

[Opens  it,  and  throws  Bebbi-P.  out.    Sound  of  water-splash 
audible, 
Jddi.  Oh  my  I    Oh  my !    What  have  you  done  ?    He  has  fallen 
right  into  the  moat — on  one  of  the  swans ! 
Ponsch,  Indeed— <m  one  of  the  swans  P    (A  pot  of  mignonnette  is 


blown  of  the  window-sill  by  a  gust,)  I  will  close  the  window. 
{Closes  it ;  a  hailstorm  beats  on  the  panes,)  Is  that  really  a  hail- 
storm— or  only  birds  P 

Todi,  I  can  hear  nothing.    (P.  strikes  her  suddenly  on  the  head 

with  staff,)    Someone  is  knocking  at  my  door.    Gome  in!    I  cannot 

see  anything  now. 

Ponsch,  Can  you,  indeed,  see  nothing  P        [He  strikes  her  again, 

Todi,  Now  I  can  see  stars.    I  feel  as  if  purple  mills  were  going 

round   in   my   head.     I   shall    never   kiss   anybody   any   more. 

Oh  I  oh!  oh!  [She  dies. 

Ponsch,  She  was  a  beautiful  woman,  do  jou  knowP     Oh,  how 

lonely  I  shall  feel  hereafter !    (A  black  doa  ts  heard  scratching  and 

sniffing  outside  the  door,)    It  is  only  Tobbi.    Someone  has  trod  on 

your  toe,  my  poor  Tobbi.    Gome  in.    Give  meyouri)aw.    (Tobbi 

enters,  and  flies  suddenly  at  his  nose,)    Oh,  my  nose  is  bleeding ! 

Let  us  go  to  tiie  pond.    I  do  not  know  why  I  feel  so  melancholy 

this  evening.  [He  goes  out,  pursued  by  Tdtibt. 

Sahplb  No.  U,^A  HdU  in 
Castle  Ollendorff,  A 
Marionnette  Theatre  at 
the  back  of  Stage,  Djoe, 
a  Belgian  Bedell,  and 
Dutch  Dolls -in -waiting 
discovered, 

Djoe.  Green  flames  are 
running  along  the  walls,  and 
blue  globes  are  bounding 
about  the  back  garden.  1 
have  never  seen  such  a  night. 
Here  comes  the  Prince. 
[Enter  Ponsch,  conscience' 

stricken ;  all  bow. 
Ponsch,  I  am  not  melan- 
choly, but  I  have  hardly  any 
hair.     Let  the  Play  com- 
mence! 


Curtain  of  Marionnette  Show 
rises:  a  Glown  is  seen 
chasing  a  butterfly. 
A  Councillor,  Oh !  oh!  oh! 
[Uproar:  the  Glown  and 
Butterfly  are  withdraten, 
A  Skeleton  appears  on  the 
Stage,  and  dances  his 
head  and  limbs  cff  in  a 
blue  light. 

Ponsch  {risinq).  That  was 

done  purposely  I     You  are 

driving  at  something.    Gon- 

fess  it!     Is  there  no  topic 

more  cheerful  P     I   cannot 

bear  it  anv  longer ! 

[Knocks  down  Djoe  with  his 

sttff.    A  conibat;' during 

which  Djoe  several  times 

obtains  possession  of  the 

weapon,     and      wounds 

Ponsch.  JS.B.—Note  the 

striking  resemblance  here 

to  the  similar,  but  very 

inferior.        Scenes       tn 

•*  Handet:' 

The  Dutch  Dolls  (running 
about).  Bothof  them  bleeding 
already !     There 's  blood  on 
the  walls  already  I    Already  blood  on  the  walls !  i&o,). 
The  Bedell.  The  Prince  has  slain  Djoe.    Take  him  into  custody. 

[Ponsch  strikes  the  Bedell  doton. 
The^B,  Ha!  ha!  ha!    (Tries  to  rise— but  is  struck  again).    Ha! 
ha !    (Ponsch  strikes  once  more.)    Ha ! 

[The  Bedell  dies :  a  draught  enters  under  the  door  and  Hows  out 

two  of  the  candles ;  a  thunderbolt  is  heard comina  down-stairs, 

and  the  Ghost  of  Jodi  suddenly  appears  from  behind  a  tapestry 

representing  **  The  Finding  of  Mosesr 

Ponsch  {to  Ghost).  Have  you  any  hearse-plumes  at  hand  P  Do  not 

be  angry  with  me.    Gan  you  hear  my  teeth  r    I  am  only  a  pocr  little 

old  man.    Will  you  please  undo  my  necktie  P     (cf,  **  King  Lear  "). 

Let  us  go  to  breakfast.    Will  there  be  muffins  for  breakfast  P 

[Exit,  leaning  heavily  on  Ghost's  arm. 
The  Dutch  DoUs  (with  convtctionS,  One  more  such  night  as  this, 
and  all  our  heads  would  have  gone  Dald ! 

Sample  No.  III.— 7^  Courtyard  with  a  scaffold  and  gibbet.  A 
blood  -  red  moon  is  sailing  amid  the  currafU  -  bushes^  and  a 
shower  of  stars  proceeds  uninterruptedly.  Ponsch  discovered 
looking  through  the  fatal  noose. 
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Diakketeh  {th^  Court  Executioner).  Can  you  see  anything  throogh 
the  loop  P 

PonscA.  Not  yet.    I  cannot  see  the  audience  anywhere. 

IHak,  No ;  we  are  probably  abore  the  heads  of  the  audience.  But 
oan^  you  distinguish  Mr.  Willlim  Shaxspease  ? 

Pofuch,  Wait  one  moment.  No,  I  cannot  see  Mr.  Shaxspxabe 
anywhere. 

Lu'ak.  Because  he  has  had  to  take  a  back  seat.  Look  again.  Can 
you  see  nothing  ? 

Ponsch,  I  can  make  out  an  omnibus  in  the  street.    It  is  green. 

Dj'ak.  Ay,  ay  I  A  Bayswater  'bus.  They  are  green.  But  don't 
you  see  any  of  the  general  public  ? 

Ponsch.  I  can  see  Mr.  Williak  Abcher,  and  some  new  Critics, 
and  unconventional  Dramatists.  They  are  following  the  text  with 
books  of  the  Play.  But  there  are  no  more  errand-boys  with  baskets. 

D/ak,  This  is  wonderfuL    No  more  errand-boys  with  baskets  ? 

Ponsch,  No  more  small  children  with  babies  I 

JDlfak,  No  more  small  children  ?  Do  pray  let  me  look.  (Ponsch 
retiree^  and  Djakketch  j^uU  hie  head  through  the  loop.)  Oh,  I  can 
see  plainly  now.  There  is  not  a  single  spectator  left.  They  haye 
all  been  bored  to  death  I 

Ponsch.  All  bored  to  death?  Now  then,  lift  your  head  a  little, 
and  Twill  fondle  you.  [PuUs  the  cord  towards  himself, 

Djak.  Oh,  what  haye  you  put  round  my  neck  ?  Oh  me  I  You 
are  going  to  ...  oh,  you  are  ! 

Ponsch,  Oh,  I  am  ! 

Djak,  Then— oh  I 

Ponsch,  Oh! 

[Exeunt  aU^  except  Djaxketch,  who  ceases  kichnq  aradudUy, 
A  peacock  is  heard  warbling  in  a  cemetery  round  the  comer ; 
a  oam-door  fowl  Jumps  on  a  wheelbarrow^  and  crows, 

Fnns. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

To  A  Cbfsted  Old  Port.    {Ad  Ampeoram.) 


Old  liquor  born  on  my  birthday, 

a  twin  to  me, 
Whether  ordained  wit  and  mirth  i 
to  put  into  me,  •' 

Or   passions   that  witch    and  i 
defy  us,  I 

Or,  peradyenture,  the  sleep 
of  the  pious. 

Vaunt  not  its  shippers,  my  friend, 

.  but  produce  it— an 
Actual,  **forty-fiye,"  languorous 
Lusitan, 
Befitting,     whate'er     be     its 
label, 
You,  my  good  host,  and  the 
guest  at  your  table. 

Steeped  though  you  frown  in  this 
dryasdust  deyer  age. 

Dare  you  presume  to  resist  such 
a  beyerage  ? 


Why,  KLiJO?f,    thtit    dragon 
of  virtue, 
N^Ter  itufl^mpd  ita  vintage 
eonld  hurt  yon. 

Liquor  like  this  from  a  bottle 
whose  crust  is  whole. 
Liquor  like  this  rubs   the  rust 
from  the  rusty  soul ; 
The   faddist   it  mellows:    the 
private 
Secrets  of  State  it  can  some- 
how arrive  at. 

Under  its  spell  frolics  Hypochon- 
driasis ;    [naire's  bias  is. 
Poverty  learns  what  a  million- 
Yes,  roverty,  such  a  spell  under, 
Laughs  at  the  County  Court's 
impotent  thunder. 

Fill,   then!     A   bumper  we'll 

empty  between  us  to 

Bacchus,  the  JPa«-d^-<roM  Graces, 

and  Venus  too,     [man— 

With  all  of  that  classical  ilk. 

Till  the  stars  fade  with  the 

mom  and  the  milkman. 


THE  "TA-RA-RA''  BOOM. 

{By  Out  Own  Melancholy  Muser.) 

I  AX  shrouded  in  impenetrable  ^A>om-de-ay, 
For  I  feel  I  'm  being  driven  to  my  cfoom-de-ay, 

By  an  aggravating  ditty 

which  1  don't  consider  witty  ; 
And  they  caU  the  horrid  thing,  **  Ta-ra-ra-5oom-<20-a^.' " 

Every  'bus-conductor,  errand-boy,  and  ^oom-de-ay. 
City  clerk,  and  cheeky  crossing-sweep  with  6room-de-ay 

Makes  my  nervous  system  oristle 

As  he  tries  to  sing  or  whistle 
That  atrocious  and  absurd  *^Ta-ra-ra-6oom-de-ay  I " 

So  I  sit  in  the  seclusion  of  my  room-de-ay. 

And  deny  myself  to  all— no  matter  tr^om-de-ay — 

For  I  dread  a  creature  coming 

Whose  involuntarr  humming 
May  assume  the  fatal  form,  ^*  Ta-ra-ra-&oom-de-ay !  " 

Oh,  I  fear  that  when  the  Summer  roses  6^m-de-ay, 
You  will  read  upon  a  well-apDointed  tomb-de  ay : — 

*'  Influenza  never  uck'd  him. 

But  he  fell  an  easy  victim 
To  that  universal  scourge— *Ta-ra-ra-&ootn-de-ay  I '  " 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Oi7B  of  the  Baron's  Assistant  Readers  has  been  reading  a  really 
interesting,  well  written  novel  in  two  volumes,  by  Mart  Bbadfobd- 
Whttivo.  It  is  called  Denis  0*NeiL  and  tells  of  the  adventures  of 
a  young  Irish  Doctor  who  gets  entangled  in  the  plots  of  one  of  thoee 
Secret  Societies  that  used  to  exist  in  **  the  most  distressful  country 
that  ever  yet  was  seen,"  some  twenty  years  age.  The  romance  con- 
tains some  clever  sketches  of  character.  The  story  (published  bv 
Benti£t)  ends  sadly,  and  those  who  want  to  find  fault  with  it  will 
sayit  is  too  short. 

The  Leadenhall  Press,— immortalised  by  its  invention  of  that  in- 
valuable work  of  art,  ''The  Hairless  Author's  Paper  Pad,"  whioh 
the  Baron  herewith  and  hereby  strongly  recommends  to  Mr.  Olad- 
STOins^  who  has  so  much  writing  to  do  with  a  pad  on  his  knee,  and 
for  this  purpose  Mr.  O.  would  find  this  the  knee  plus  ultra  "  of 
inventions, — this  same  Leadenhall  Press  has  recently  published  a 
story  without  a  title,  offer-  .,    .  n  n,    >  /   i/  v^    ,    if 

ing  a  reward  of  £100  to  any  /\i  tli.iL&^:i  AVJ^/>V  Mil  i^, 
individual,  or  to  be  divided  fy^^  fl^'lif  ^^^»'  rtWt'V 
between  such  individuals,  as 
may  guess  it.  The  story  is 
in  effect  about  a  youth  who 
lost  his  right  eye  infighting 
another  boy,  and  who  sub- 
sequently revenged  himself 
by  depriving  his  antagonist 
of  an  eye  by  a  violent  stroke 
at  Lawn-tennis.  What  can 
be  the  title?  The  Baron 
has  had  the  following  sug- 
gestions made  to  him: — 
^•An   Eye   for   an    Eye." 

"The Egotist,"  "My Eye!"  

"Aye I  aye!"  "Ocular  Demonstration,"  "A  Man  of  One  Eye- 
dear!"  "Eyes  Righted,"  "One  Left,"  "The  Other  Eye,"  "Two 
Pupils  and  One  Eye  "  "  You  and  Eye,"  "  The  Eyes  Have  It." 
The  Baron  "winks  the  other  eye,"  and  will  be  very  glad  should 
any  hint  of  his  have  assisted  a  deserving  person  to  gain  the  reward 
offered  by  Mr.  Tuer.  En  attendant  the  Baron  has  hit  upon  a  still 
more  novel  idea.  He  will  write  some  contributions  towards  short 
stories,  and  his  readers  shall  finish  them.  The  terms  will  be 
these:— The  Baron  commences  a  chapter,  or  a  few  lines  of  it,  and 
leaves  it  unfinished,  then  his  readers  shaJl  finish  the  sentence,  and 
sometimes  the  chapter,  for  themselves.  If  the  sentence,  or  the 
chapter,  as  the  case  may  be,  shall  turn  out  to  he  exactly  what  the 
Baron  would  have  written  had  he  continued  it^  then  A«,  the  Barony 
will  award  £100  to  the  successful  candidate^  or  will  award  a  division 
of  that  sum  among  the  success/fd  candidates.  Every  competitor  shall 
pay  the  Baron  £50.  And  to  insure  such  f)ayment,  each  competitor's 
cheque  for  this  amount  must  accompany  hit  or  her  contrilmtum, 

'Ejulmtl^.—CHAPTER  I.— The  harvest-moon  was  slowly  rising. 
The  heather^  dried  and  burnt  by  the  mid-day  sun,  appeared,  to  the 

3^e  unaccustomed  to  this  aspect  of  the  country,  to  be  nierelf(  a  rugged 
ivergence  from  the  main  road.  Descending  carefully fromhisdog-cart, 

a  small maninabig coat,  muffleduptotheeyes,proceededleisurely  to 

Now,  then,  what  did  he  leisunly  proceed  to  do  ?  There 's  a  fortune 
init!— somewhere!— says  The  Basoit  db  Book-Wobms. 
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Mr.  ffuggini. 


STUDIES    IN   ANIMAL    LIFE. 

THE  GOORMONO.    {Ejncwri de  Cfrege P&reus.    BritiihlaUs.) 
What  ▲  'xaybnlt  Dinner  it  wjls  I**       Mr.  Buggint,  ^^B'libyk  teb  !    Htkks  tbb  wish  tbb  was  born  'Oller  f " 


SPfiING  TIME  IN  LEAP  YEAR; 

Or,  ths  Jolly  Bathbbs. 
First  Jolly  Bother  (niwing,  quaveringly)  .•— ; 


Springes  cfelighU  are  now  revi-i-i-yi-i-i-ng, 
Verdant  leaflets  deck  each  spr-a-ay ! 

Second  Jolly  Bather  (impatiently).  DonH^  Arthur,  make  that 
row!  B-r-r-r!  {Shit  ere.)  Spring*s  if«/^A/«,  indeed  I  And  as  to 
the  "verdant  leaflets''  (onless  you  mean  election  sqnibs),  where 
are  they  ? 

First  Ditto.  Ah,  'Werdant  leaflets"  not  a  had  name  for  Financial 
Reform  tracts,  et  td  genus  omne.  Touch  of  your  old  satirical  Satur- 
day-Revie  wish  style  there,  Nunky ! 

Second  Ditto  (nastily).  Oh,  hotner !    What  are  we  here  for  ? 

First  Ditto  (coolly).  Why,  to  bathe.  I  presume. 

Second  Ditto.  Bail !  One  would  ,tnink,  Arthitr,  we  belonged  to 
that  sodetT  of  lunatics  who  make  a  pomt  of  taking  a  matutinal 
plunge  in  the  Serpentine  eyerv  morning,  all  the  year  round,  even  if 
they  have  to  breaJi  the  ice  to  ao  it !    Inenable  idiots !  [Curls  up. 

First  Ditto.  Well,  we  may  as  well  put  a  good  face  on  it,  Uncle. 

iGrimaces. 

Second  Ditto.  Ah,  yes,  you  can  say  so— at  vour  age,  Arthur. 
I  like  my  morning  tub  in  my  bath-room— -with  the  chill  off. 

[  Wraps  his  towel  round  his  neck, 
(Sings  again^  tretnoto) : — 
why  linger  shiTcring  on  the  brink. 
And  fear  to  launch  away 't 

Second  Ditto  (sharply).  Why,  you  're  at  it  again,  Arthur  !  And 
a  Conyenticler's  hymn,  too,  this  time.    I'm  a-a-shamed  of  you. 

First  Ditto.  Ah  I  that 's  what  Labouchrrs,  O'Kxllt.  Contbbare, 
and  Company  say !  /  don't  mind ;  in  fact,  as  I  told  'em,  I  rather 
like  it.    Does  me  a  world  of  good. 

Second  Ditto  (tidmiringljA.  Ah !  you  have  ^t  a  nerve,  Arthur. 
I  will  say  that  for  you.  Still,  you've  been  giving  them  something 
to  **  guy  "  you  about  lately,  you  know. 

Ftrst  Ditto  (sharply).  Ah  I  have  IP  Well,  •*I  can  assure  you 
that  I  am  the  last  person  in  the  world  ^to  object  to  a  process  from 
which  I  have  profited  so  much." 

Second  Ditto.  Oh,  yes.  that  was  all  very  well  for  them,  over 
yonder.    In  fact,  I  own  it  was  rather  neatly  put. 


First  Ditto. 


First  Ditto  (sUlu).  Didn't  "  lack  finish,"  was  sufficiently  *'  ad 
unguem^**  eh,  iMunky  ? 

Second  Ditto  (moodily).  Ah !  what  do  you  yomngsters  know  about 
those  fine  old  fighting  days  ?  I  didn't  love  Dizzr,  but  he  was  a  neat 
hand  with  the  foils,  boy. 

First  Ditto.  Eflpecially  in  a  bout  witii  a  friend,— with  the  buttons 
off.    But  I  say,  this  isn't  bathing,  you  know  I 

Second  Ditto.  No.  (Eyeing  the  stream  distastefully).  Hadn*t  we 
better  pos^ne  the  pleasure  till  a  little  later  in  the  season,  Arthur. 
When  those  **  Spring's  delights  "  of  which  you  melodiously  twangle 
are  a  leetle  more  en  Evidence.' 

First  Ditto  (pipes).  Hawthorn  buds  ^ve  loyf  ul  tidings. 
Welcome,  youths,  'tis  bright  bath-day ! 

Second  Ditto.  Ah !  if  we  're  here  to  do  the  Eclogue  business, 
Strephon  can  take  his  turn,  as  well  as  Cortdon.  [Sings. 

Let  us  lounge  into  the  ri-i-i-v-e-e-r  I 
Leave  our  vesture  on  the  bank ! 
F^st  Ditto.  Bless  me,  Strkphon,  how  you  shi-i-v-e-e-r ! 
Second  Dittto.  'Tis  like  a  fishmonger's  tank! 
FirH  Ditto.  Pooh  I  'tis  lovely— when  you  're  in  it ; 

One  bold  header,  and  'tis  done ! 
Second  Ditto.  Ah,  quite  so,  but— wait  a  minute. 
Till  I  've  warmed  me  with  a  run. 
That  will  stir  my  circulation ; 
For  the  moment  I  am  **  friz." 
First  Ditto.  Magniflque  !  my  dear  relation ; 

But,  you'll  own,  it  is  not  **  biz." 
Both.  We  must  o-o-o-ow-n  it  is  not  **  biz !  " 
Second  Ditto.  Well,  no,  I  suppose  it  isn't,  Arthur.    By  the  way, 
what 's  that  row  behind  there  ? 

First  Ditto,  (looking).  By  Jove  I  it's  that  Gladstone  gang! 
They  've  tracked  us  I    (Sings)— 

They  're  after  us  I    They  're  after  us ! 
JVe  're  the  individuals  they  require. 
Second  Ditto,  (sardonically).  What  a  lyric  repertoire  you  have. 
Arthur  I    Old  English  glee,  Puritan  psalmody.  Music-hall  song,  all 
oome  equally  well  to  you,  it  seems.    But  those  roughs  mean  mis- 
chief, ]N  e^ew  mine  I 
First  Ditto.  Doubtless !     They  always  do.     And  they  've  done 
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some  lately,  drat  them  I  I  say,  wouldn't  they  like  to 
shove  us  in,  as  they  did  the  old  witches,  to  see  ^tce  can 
swimt 

Second  Ditto,  Br  Jorel  I  shoDldn't  wonder  if  they 
tried.  Don't  you  think,  Abthub,  (valiantly)  it  would  be 
better,  more  manly,  and  more  politio,  perchance,  to  plunge 
in  than  to  be  pushed  t 

First  Ditto  {drily).  Ah  I  just  aa  the  brave  sheep— 
'*  Committed  suicide  to  saye  themselyes  from 
slaughter." 

Second  Ditto,  Oh,    han^    your  guotations!     Ha] 


Second  JJUto,  Ub,  han^  your  auotauonsl  Mapny 
omen !  'Tis  Leap  Year,  is  it  not  P  J  ust  a  leap ;  thougfh, 
like  Debbt's,  it  be  **  in  the  dark,"  and— well,  we  shall 


know  where  we  are,  anyhow 
First  Ditto,  Ah,  just  so ;  and  that 's  something ! 

\_Left  considering. 


"CLERK  ME  NO  CLERKS." 

It  seems  Sir  E.  C,  Q.C^  likes 

The  blatant,  brazen.  Boothian  band. 

Admires  '*  abstaining  "  zeal  ^at  strikes 

The  M^gest  drum  with  boldest  hand. 

He  says,  '*  lou  must  not  judfe  some  others'  case 

By  tastes  much  more  refined,"  less  commonplace. 

Yet,  as  Sir  Edwabd  disagrees 

With  those  whose  tastes  he  thus  divinad. 
It's  manifestly  clear  he  sees 
His  taste  in  music 's  not  **  refined." 
'Twas  written  long  ago  by  Chauceb's  pen, 
**  The  gretest  derlces  ben  not  the  wisest  men.' 


"MY  DEAR  EYES!  WHAT!  SEE-USAN!'' 

At  the  Prinoe  of  Wales's,  Mr.  Abthub  Robebts,  as 
Captain  Crosstree,  is  more  Abthttb  Robebts  than  ever, 
and,  consequently,  immensely  droll.  While  he  is  on  the 
stage,  the  audience  is  conyulsed  with  spasmodic  laughter, 
excepting  when  he  tries  to  forget  himself  and  his  drol- 
lery in  a  loyal  attempt  at  doing  justice  to  Messrs.  Sims' 
AXD  Pbttitt's  words,  and  to  the  serious  business  of 
some  situation  intended  to  be  dramatic.  At  such 
moments  the  laughter  of  the  House  is  checked,  a  sudden 
gloom  comes  over  the  faces  that  were  but  now  on  the 
broad  grin,  eyen  the  lineaments  of  Mr.  Robkbts  become 


Hairdresser,  '' kM^  Bay-Rum,  Sib?" 

Middy,  **Thakk  tou— a— no  !     Nor  quffb  so  early  in  the  Morning — 

TOTT  KNOWl" 


quaint  humour  which  speedily  reasserts  itself,  and,  the  Pettitt-and- 


Arthur  Roberts  (to  Arthur  Willimmt),  "  The  boat  'i  getting  along  nicely, 
now  we  'ye  got  rid  of  some  of  the  haary  cargo.'^ 

Sims  fetters  being  oast  aside,  the  People's  Abthttb  is  himself  again, 
and  more  so  than  ever.  And.  when  he  is  himself,  he  is  simply  the 
most  absurd  person  that  eyer  faced  the  footlights. 

Miss  Nellxb  Stewabt  is  a  pretty  singins^,  dancing,  twisting, 
twirling  Suean,  But  what  induced  handsome  Miss  Mabion 
Bubtob,  once  so  nj  and  sprightly  as  Cherubino  in  Le  Nozze  dt 
Figaro,  to  essay  this  musically  dreary  part  of  William,  and,  further, 
to  wear  a  ooatume  about  as  unlike  that  of  the  nautical  and  tra- 
ditional WtiKam  as  can  well  be  imagined,  is  a  puzzle  to  anyone  who 


knows  what  she  has  done  and  can  do.  Not  a  bit  of  dash  in  the  cha- 
racter ;  all  the  good  old  conventional  British  Tar  taken  right  out  of 
it.  She  can  indeed  say  with  the  fool  in  The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard, 
*•  I  've  got  a  song  to  sing,  oh  I "  for  she  has  two  or  three,  but  hw 
*•  voice  is  wasted  on  the  desert  air,"  as  they  go  for  nothing,  and 
therefore  probably  nobody  else  could  make  themgo  for  anythmg. 

Mr.  Ajithtjb  Wieliaiis  is  funny,  but  his  Variety  Show  scene, 
with  soliloquy  and  song,  is  too  long ;  or  rather,  it  would  not  be  too 
long,  if  the  piece  were  only  cut  down  to  a  two  hours  entertain- 
ment. 

Let  this  ••  Comic  Opera,"  for  so  is  it  described  in  the  bills,  be  cut 
down  as  ruthlessly,  but  not  as  blindly^  as  William  cut  doini  Cross- 
tree ;  let  something  catching  be  substituted  for  most  of  the  music 
of  the  First  Act,— specially  omitting  the  "  Why,  certainly  I  "  mter- 

S>lation,  which  is  a  feeble  but  evident  imitation  of  Mr.  W»  S. 
iLBKBT's  classic  ••  What,  never  P  "  **  Well,  hardly  ever :  "  let  the 
music  of  the  Second  Act  be  taken  out  by  handfuls,  and,  if  possible, 
let  what  remains  be  replaced  bv  something  sparkling ;  then,  with 
less  of  sweet  but  sad  William— tor  the  present  version  of  the  part  is 
quite  **BirBT0N'8  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,*^— 
with  less  of  fascinating  but  squirming  Susan. 
far  less  of  minor  characters  generally,  and 
more,  by  comparison,  of  the  two  Macs— mean- 
ing the  two  Abthvbs  with  the  plural  names 
Robebts  and  Whxiaxs,— also  a  telling  song 
for  Mr.  Chatjncey  Olcott  (whose  singing 
now  wins  an  encore  for  an  indifferent  ballad),  v\ 
—with  the  Captain's-giggy  hornpipe  of  Mr.  \^ 
Wilue  Wabd  retained,  as  also  the  graceful  ^  ^ 
dancing  of  Miss  Katie  Setxoub,  and  then.  ...  r^  ^ 
omitting  as  much  of  the  plot  and  authors*  ^  Mug  of  Burton, 
written  dialogue  as  can  be  conveniently  spared,— verv  little  of  it  would 
be  missed,— there  is  no  rhyme  or  reason  why  Blue-Hyed  Susan  should 
not  run  on  as  a  Variety  Entertainment  for  any  number  of  nights  and 
days,  during  which  fresh  material  can  be  constantly  substituted  by 
Messrs.  Robebts  &  Co.  of  the  Drollery  Company,  Unlimited,  without 
racking  the  fertile  brains  of  Messrs.  rsTTiTT  and  Sncs. 


I5i 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHAEIYARL 


[MAMa  S6,a 


//ftA^-Y     ^a^'*''^'^^^^^ 


THE  SALVATIOS  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS.     OUR  PAHLIAMENTAEY  AEJMy^a^i-MAAq^lO. 


March  26.  189?.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


155 


ONE    FOR  HIM. 

Afaior  SpooneUigh,  **Anp  you  Ride  so  well,  ani>— eb— you  Driyb  so  wondekfitlly  well,   and— eb^- you  Dakce  so— er— 

BEAUTIFULLY,   AND  YOU— EB— PLAY  LawN-TeNNIB  BO— EB— EXQUISITELY,    AND— EB — OF  00UB8E  YOU  FiSH  ALSO  f  " 

Mrs,  Dasher.  "  Keyeb  fob  Complimentb,  I  assube  you  ;  and  oebtainly  not  in  Shallow  Watebs  I " 


ESSENCE  OP  PABLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 
Hbtue  of  Commons,  Monday^  March  14. — Jackboit  turned  up  to- 
night auBwering  qc  estions  from  Irish  Members.  This  reminds  us  ne  's 

Irish  SeoretarY.  Been  so  of 
course^  since  rarliament  met ; 
but  quite  forgotten  it.  Mention 
this  to  the  Spsakee  who  looked 
a  little  dull  while  Captain  Prick 
was  discoursing  on  NaYj  Affairs 
in  Committee  of  SnpplY.  So 
went  up  to  haYc  a  nttle  chat 
with  him  in  the  Chair. 

"My  dear  Toby"  he  said, 
**I  don't  know  whether  you 
meant  it,  but  you  'ye  paid  Jack- 
son the  highest  compliment  it 
is  possible  to  conyey.  When  in 
these  times  the  Chief  Secre- 
tary so  manages  to  conduct 
business  of  his  department  that 
he  himself  is  temporarily  for- 
gotten, he's  doing  it  surpas- 
singly well.  My  biy  brother 
Robert  was  once  Chief  Secre- 
tary, though  perhaps  you  for- 
get that  also.  He  resigned 
because,  as  he  said,  there  was 
not  enough  work  to  keep  an  ac- 
tiye  man  going.  That  was  long 
time  ago.  I  daresay  you  had 
no  chance  of  forgetting  during 
the  last  fiye  years  that  Prince 
Arthur  was  Chief  Secretary?" 

Cannot  claim  to  haye  inyented 
the  compliment  the  Speaker 


Chief  Secretary. 


discerned ;  merely  mentioning  matter  of  fact ;  but,  as  he  says,  when 
in  these  dJays  a  Chief  Secretary  manages  to  ^t  himself  forgotten, 
the  wheels  at  the  Irish  Office  must  be  going  pretty  smoothly. 
Jackson  has  not  brought  about  this  miraculous  change  by  laying 
himself  out  to  flatter  or  court  Irish  Members.  He  is  exactly  the 
same  as  he  was  when  he  filled  office  of  Financial  Secretary ;  doubt- 
less the  same  as  when  he  looked  after  his  tanyard  in  Yorkshire. 
Ck)eB  straight  to  the  point  in  simple  unaffected  business  manner  that 
ruffles  no  sensibilities.  Fancy  he  could  tan  a  hide  in  such  a  way  that 
it  would  not  feel  any  resentment. 

A  predecessor  at  the  Irish  Office  who  suc- 
ceeded, in  more  troublesome  times,  in  liying 
<ni  peaceable  terms  with  Irish  Membere^ 
was  Campbell-Bavnsrman.     Irish  Mem- 
bers,   swift  judges   of    character,  taking 
measure  of  Doth,  came  to  condusicm  no- 
thing to  be  gained  by  rowing  round  them. 
What  killed  Torster,  and  turned  GeoiuxI; 
Treyelyan's  hair  grey,  made  Cajcpp^m.- 
Bankerman  smile— not  an  offensiye 
smQe,  but  one  of  interested  amuse- 
ment.   Jacksok'b  sense  of  humour 
not  so  keen,  but  his  imperturba- 
bility eyen  more  impregnable.    If 
Irish  Member  trailed  nis  coat  before 
him,  Jacksok  would  say,  **  My  dear 
fellow,  won't  you  get  cold  ?    Let 
me  help  you  on  with  your  coat." 

Squire  of  Malwood,  a  judge 
on  this  particular  point,  says  the 
Markibs  missed  the  greatest  chance 
he  has  had  for  six  months  in  not 

Sitting  Jaouoit  in  place  of  Old 
ORALTTY. 

**  Precious  good  thing  for  us, 
Toby,"  says  the  Sqitirb,  "that  he  ^-.-^^  y 
didn't,     /acksof  the  yW  model 'Q'^'zed  b 
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•that 


of   a  Leader  of  HooBe,  and  Prince  Abthur— well  he's  Prince 

•'But  I  suppose   you   don't  mean,"  I   venture  to  ask, 
Jackson  is  the  exclusiye  type  of  a  successful  Leader?." 

"  No,"  says  the  Squire,  with  a  far-away  look. 

Business  done.— Tiro  Votes  in  Supply. 

TVieM^ay.— Spent  doleful  afternoon  in  Committee  of  Su] 
Circumstances  call  upon  Members  below  Gangway,  Radi< 
Irishmen,  to  come  to  front,  and  make  at  least  show  of  doing  some- 
thing. Saob  of  Queex  Anne's  Gate  pricks  up  his  ears  when 
Ch'^'rmftn  puts  question  to  allow  £6  Is,  11a.  on  account  of  Sheemess 
Police  Court.  Why  should  Northampton  contribute  its  quota,  how- 
ever small,  to  expenses  of  Sheemess  Police  Court?  Debate  and 
Division  ;  after  wnich,  the  Saoe  retired  to  smoke  cigarette  through 
rest  of  afternoon,  and  discuss  probable  date  of  Dissolution. 

Then  Irish  Members  come  on.    Cream  seems  spooned  off  the'mass 


which,  he  said,  was  lowering  to  the  dignity  and  respectability  of 
House. 

Friday  12  15  A.X.— All  this  in  Committee  of  Supplv,  which  came 
to  end  at  midnight.  Then  Report  of  Supply  brought  on ;  uproar 
renewed ;  Vote  for  Irish  Teachers'  Pension  Fund  under  discussion. 
Irish  Members  mysteriouslv  disappeared ;  Sexton,  understood  to 
have  ready  prodigious  speech  on  the  subject,  nowhere  to  be  found, 
or  I  "John  O'Connor,"  Nolan  hoarsely  whispered,  "you  have  the 
longest  legs  in  the  Party ;  go  and  look  up  ^e  bhoya,  and  I  '11 
talk!" 

Silently  but  swiftly  Long  John  stole  forth  on  his  mission ;  Nolan 
nobly  performed  his  part.  At  end  of  iotty  minutes'  breathless  talk, 
the  Colonel,  feeling  his  mouth  growing  parched,  moved  adjournment 
of  House.  Speaker  didn't  recognise  relevancy  of  argument ;  de- 
clined to  put  the  question. 

"  The  Hon.  Member,"  he  said,  "  has  spoken  for  forty  minutes,  and 


in  preparation  for  festivities  on  St.  Patrick's  I)ay,  and  only  the  '■  not  given  a  single  reason  in  favour  of  his  proposal." 


skimmest  of  skim  milk 
left.  Webb  wobbles  to 
the  front ;  talks  out  vote 
for  Chicago  Royal  Com- 
mittee, although  At- 
torney -  General  tells 
him  it  will  be  all  right 
as  to  Irish  interests; 
bdng  now  close  upon  ten 
minutes  to  seven,  when 
Committee  must  adjourn, 
Webster  hasn't  time  to 
make  detailed  explana- 
tions, but  promises  to  do 
so  on  Report.  Webb 
maunders  on  all  the  same, 
and  Vote  postponed. 

Great  day  for  Fltnn. 
Tnc  Healt  thinks  he's 
pretty  smart  as  a  debater ; 
Sexton  believes  he  knows 
a  thing  or  two ;  O'Brien 
is  understood  to  be  some- 
thing of  an  orator.  Fltnn 
will  show  House  how  all 
these  qualities  may  be 
combined  in  one  man. 
Does  it  by  the  tiresome 
twenty  minutes,  the 
lamentable  half  -  hour  ; 
fNoppin^  up  on  every  ques- 
tion with  comically  ju- 
dicial air ;  talking  on  with 
fatal  feeble  flatulent 
fluency,  whilst  Gnx  sits 
nursing  his  hat  awaiting 
his  tuni. 

Alack  for  Irish  humour, 
eloquence  and  deviltry, 
that  it  should  come  to 
this! 

Whilst  Fltnn  once 
affain  turns  on  the  •  tap 
of  his  tepid  dish-water, 
news  comes  that  Lord 
Hampden  died  this  morn- 
ing in  far-off  Pan.  Hamp- 
den was  the  Brand  who 
sat  in  Chair  during  Par- 
liament of  1874,  and  wrestled  nightly  with  the 


The  Storm  in  the  ^fonn  Club  Tea-Cup. 
'  bhoys "  when  they  ment ;    Prince  Arthur  rises   to  reply. 


I  was  coming  to 
that  point,"  said  Nolan, 
"ana,  if  it  is  quite  in 
order.  I  will  now  ai>- 
proach  it." 

Ruled  out  of  order. 
Long  John,  back  from 
his  foray,  in  course  of 
which  had  hunted  up 
Sexton,  threw  himseli 
into  breach;  moved  the 
a^oumment  for  irresis- 
tible reason. 

"I  object,"  he  said, 
*'to  this  important  sub- 
ject being  dealt  with  at 
nearly  one  o'clock  in  the 
morning  on  St  Patrick's 
night" 

T.  W.  Russell  con- 
doled with  his  com- 
patriots below  Gan^pray 
on  difficulties  of  situa- 
tion. '*  Certainly  hard," 
he  said,  **that  on  St 
Patrick's  night  they 
should  be  calld  upon  to 
discuss  questions  involv- 
ing facts  and  figures." 
Balfour  opposed  ad- 
journment ;  Contbsare 
strode  in :  commenced 
what  promised  to  be  long 
speech;  Prince  Arthur 
moved  Closure ;  carried 
by  nearly  a  hundred 
msjority. 

I '35  A.x.—House  just 
back  after  division  on 
question  of  adjourn- 
ment ;  Ministerialists  in 
full  muster  and  full  of 
fight ;  41  for  adjourn- 
ment, 121  against  As 
if  nothing  been  said 
during  previous  hour- 
and-half,  Illdtoworth 
urges  Prince  Arthur 
to  concede  a^joum- 
Irish  Members,  pulling 


were  in  their  prime— Major  O'Gorkan  rollicking  through  the  themselves  together,  walk  steadily  out,  amid  ribald  laughter  from 
night;  Joseph  Gillis  with  lean  hand  outstretched  and  his  **It  Ministerialists.  Once  more  the  Curse  of  Cambourne  turns  up. 
seems  to  me,  Mr.  Speaker  " ;  Parnell  in  the  white  heat  of  passion ;  ;  This  seems,  ouite  naturally,  to  suggest  the  Closure ;  sort  of  automatio 
Delahuntt  with  his  One  Pound  Notes,  and  poor  McCartht  procedure ;  Contbeare— Closure.  One  more  division  just  to  wind  np, 
Downing  with  his  scared  look  and  his  indescribable  but  unmis-  and  at  ten  minutes  past  two  Vote  carried  and  House  up, 
takable  air  of  one   accustomed  to  frequent  the  best  society  in  |     ^i^new  cfoii«.— Revival  of  .old  times. 

AfterS°fourth  speech  from  Fltnn,  with  anothei  to  follow  from  ' ,   f ?^'"'^//i  V^O  A.M.-House  just  up.  after  Prolonged  wram?le. 

' '^     '      ..««♦  lasting,  with  interval  for  dinner,  straight  through  from  two  odock 

yesterday  afternoon.  Met  then  for  Morning  Sitting  deseed  to  make 
„    .         ,  k  t      XT  I     '    a      ^  I  progress  with  financial  business.     For  four  hours  disputed  how 

i?/ttfiif«<foiM».-A  few  Votes  in  Supply.  business  was  to  be  arranged.    This  left  one  hour  for  doing  it 

Thursdai/,—Bt,  Patrick's  Day  in  the  evening.  Irish  Members  Sitting  suspended  at  seven,  resumed  at  nine, 
rose  to  occasion  ;  indeed,  at  one  time  O'Kelly  and  John  O'Connor  At  it  again,  talking  about  Royalties  on  Gold  in  Wales,  Domestic 
rose  together ;  remained  on  their  legs  in  defiance  of  Standing  Orders  Policy  in  Znluland,  the  Irish  Question  in  the  Falkland  Islands,  and 
and  an^rv  protest  of  Chairman.  Seemed  as  if  someone  must  be  Parliamentary  Reporting.  All  this  led  gently  up  to  passing  of 
suspended  pour  encoura^er  les  autres.  Storm  suddenly  stilled ;  i  Vote  on  Account ;  a  ooncluBion  finally  arrived  at  with  thf  ^sktanoe 
rising  passion  subdtled  by  appearance  of  Alpheus  CLEbPHAS  on  the  !  of  the  Closure.  id  by  Vri  vJ  vJ  V  VL 

sdeno,  wanting  to  know  about  the  Refreshment-bar  in  the  Lobby, '     Business  done^-^Yote  on  Account  taken.  O 


Webb,  one  almost  envies  the  Ex-Speaker  lying  at  rest  at  the  foot 
of  tho  Pyrenees. 


10TICZL— B«(|MMd  CommuBiMtioaa  or  Contribatloui,  whAlhsr  MM,,  FriaMd  JUtur,  J>ff»wiass,  or  Pieuurw  ai  *i^  aetarlpUoa,  wlU 
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'''TIS  MERRY  IN  HALL/' 

"What's  in  an  *at  without  an  'ed?" 
DiBTAFFnrA  BE  CocKAiOKB  was  wont  to  in- 
quire, and  **  what's  an  'all "  (of  Mauo  like  the 
London  Pavilion)  **  without  a  Nbd"  in  the 
ahane  of  Mr.  Edwasd  Swanbobouoh,  the 
all-Knowing  yet  erer-^rreen  Acting  Mana^r 
atthia  place  of  entertainment,  who  posseBsing 
the  secret  of  perpetual  youth  in  all  the  glory 
of  ever-resplen- 
-Ju  dent  hat  and 
ever-dazzling 
shirt-front, 
ushers  us  into 
the  Stalls  in  time 
to  hear  the  best 
part  of  an  ex- 
cellent all-round 
show.  It  is  sad 
to  think  that, 
probably  as  we 
were  disputing 
with  the  cab- 
man, the  cele- 
brated  Miss 
Boox-Te-kI:- 
a/L,  alias  Loiteb 
€k)LLiN8,  Serio- 
Comio  and 
Dancer,  was 
"booming"  and 
**teraying"  be- 
fore the  eyes  of  a 
delighted  audi- 
ence. Strange 

..«-     ,.^.     ...  t^t  ^^  should 

"KnockM'em!"  ^ot     yet     have 

heard  the  great  originaL  But  as  she  is  not 
(so  to  adapt  a  line  &om  the  "  Last  Hose  of 
Stimmer**)  "left  booming  alone,"  we  have 
not  escaped  hearing  several  of  her  male  and 
female  imitators  who,  by  her  kind  permission 
and  that  of  her  publishers,  trade  on  her  pre- 
sent exceptional  success.  However,  when  we 
entered  the  Stalls,  Miss  Book-Tb-b£-8A  had 
disappeared,  and  somebody  with  a  song  had 
"intervened"— a  mode  of  proceeding  not 
necessarily  limited  to  the  Queen's  Proctor— 
before  the  object  of  our  visit  walked  on  to  the 
stage,  and  when  he  did  come  a  pretty  object 
he  was  too,  seeing  that  it  was  Mr.  Albert 
Chevalier,  the  unequalled  and  inimitable 
Comedian  of  the  Costermongers.  He  is  a 
thorough  artist  in  this  particular  line,  and  no 
indifferent  one  in  others;  but  his  Coster 
ballads  are  artistically  first  rate.  The  f  addon 
of  calling  English  singers  by  It«liiui  nutixeB 
is  on  the  wane,  otherwise  Mr.  Alhicut  €n  lv- 
ALIER,  of  French  extraction,  would  find  an 
excellent  Italian  alias,  closely  as^u^^inW  with 
the  operatic  and  musical  pri>l>sgionHf  and 
meet  appropriate  to  the  line  no  bah  adopt^ 
in  the  name  of  *  *  Sionor  Costa.  ^ '  Th«  mdody 
of  Mr.  Chevalier's  "  Coster^s  S&renatU,**  of 
which,  I  rather  think,  heis  the  coroiMser  as  well 
as  librBttist,  is  as  charming  as  it  Ib  ^tnkmglj 
original.  After  the  ChevaKer  sanspeur  ei  sans 
approehe  had  retired,  dever  and  sprightly 
Miss  Jenkt  Hill  gave  as  a  taste  of  lodging- 
house- keeperism,  following  whom  came  the 
Two  Macs  belabouring  eacn  other  in  their  old 
hopelessly  idiotic,  but  always  utterlv  irre- 
sistible style ;  and  then  Lieutenant  W .  Cols 
— Eine  Cols  we  "  crowned  him  long  ago  " — 
gave  nis  ventriloquial  entertainment,  who, 
with  his  troop  of  talking  dolls,  should  have 
his  address  at  DoUis  HilL  There  were  many 
"turns"  yet  to  follow  when  we  left,  at  a 
comparatively  early  hour ;  "  and  so,"  to 
quote  old  Pefts,  *  *  homo  with  much  content." 


»• 


"to  have  Aim  TO  HOLD. 

Bie  promises  and  Party  scoldings        [ings." 
Won^t  onre  *•  Small  Savings"  by^'  Small  Hold- 


THE  MARVELS  OF  MODERN  SCIENCE. 

Scene — Intenor  of  Small  Box  containing 
telephone  with  book  of  addresses,  Snter 
hurriedly  Impatient  Subscriber. 

Impatient  Stibscriber  [turning  over  leaves 
of  aadress'book).  Of  course  I  can*t  find  it! 
Ah !  here  it  is !  142086.    (Bings  bell  of  tele- 

Shone,  and  listens  with  receivers  to  hts  ear,) 
Tow  I  have  forgotten  it!  (Puts  back  re- 
ceivers on  rests,  and  refers  again  to  book. 
Telephone  bell  rinas  in  answer.  He  hurries 
back  and  calls.  One  hundred  and  forty-two 
nought  eighty-six. 

First  Voice  {from  telephone).  One  hun- 
dred and  f orty^two  ? 

Imp,  Sub,  Yes.  and  nought  eighty-six. 

^V*^  Voice.  Which  do  you  want  r 

Imp.  Sub,  Why,  both. 

First  Voice.  Ton  can't.  Must  have  one  at 
a  time. 

Imp,  Sub.  It's  only  one.  One  four  two 
nought  eight  six. 

First  Voice,  One  four  two  nought  eight  six? 

Imo,  Sub,  Tes,  please.  One  four  two 
nouirnt  eight  six. 

First  Voice.  VeiT  well.  Why  didn't  you 
give  the  number  before  ? 

Imp,  Sub,  {angrily).  Well,  I  have  given 
it  now.  [He  listens  intently ^  exclaiming  now 
agam,   ^^  Are  you  there  f*^  and   then 


One  four  two  nought  eight  six. 


and 
rings.) 

please.  ^^ 

FirH  Voice  (after  a  pause).  What! 
Imp.  Sub,  One  four  two  nought  eight  six, 
please. 
First  Voice  (as  if  the  number  m  now  heard 
for  the flrst  time).  One 
four  two  nought  eight 
six? 

Imp.  Sub.    Yes, 

please.    And  look 

sharp  I 

I\rst  Voice,  What? 

Imp,  Sub,  One  four 

two  nought  eight  'six. 

First  Voice,  I  hear. 

One  four  two  nought 

eight  six. 

IThe    communiattion 

is   cut   off  for   a 

couple  of  minutes. 

Imp.  Sub,  (for  the 

sixth  time).  Are  you 

there? 

Second  Voice,  Yes.    Who  is  it? 
Imp,  Sub,  I  am  Bosh,  Boodle  &  Co. 
Second  Voice,  Rush,  Kttddle  &  Co.  ? 
Imp,  Sub,  No.    Bosh,  Boodle  &  Co. 
First  Voice,  Have  you  finished  ? 
Imp,  Sub,  No,  no— we  are  still  speaking.  I 
want  to  know  if  you  have  sent  that  case  of 
champagne  to  Bumblstok  ? 
Second  Voice,  What?    I  can't  hear  :fou. 
Imp,  Sub,  [speaking  very  slowly,  as  %f  dic- 
tating to  imperfectly  educated  infants).  Have 
— you — sent— that— case— of — cham— pagne 

—to  Bum— BLE— TOK  ? 

Second  Voice  [puuled).  Sent  a  case  of 
champagne? 

First  Voice  [interposing).  Have  you 
finished? 

Imp,  Sub,  No,  we  are  still  speaking.  Yes 
—have  you  sent  a  case  of   champagne  to 

BUXBLETON? 

Second  Voice,  Sent  a  case  of  champagne  to 
BuiCBLETOir  ?    No ;  why  should  we  r 

Imp,  Sub,  Because  you  promised  Tioklebt 
you  would. 

Second  Voice  (evidently  perplexed).  Pro- 
mised Ticklebt  ? 

Jifip.  Sub.  (in  a  tone  of  reprodch).  Yes, 
promised  Tigklebt. 

First  Voice  (interposing).  Have  vou finished? 

Imp,  Sub,  No,  we  are  still  spring ;  please 


don't  cut  us  off.  [Eetumiftg  to  the  cham- 
pagne su^ect).  Yes.  you  promised  TIcklbbt 
you  would  send  the  case  of  chamjMgne  te 
BuxBLETON.  (With  inspiration,)  You  are 
the  Arctic  Wine  Company,  aren't  you  ? 

Second  Voice,  No.    I  am  Secretary  of  the 
Curate's  Papier  M&ch€  Church  Company. 

Imp.  SuS.  (in  a  tone  of  sorrow).  Aren't 
you  one  four  two  nought  eight  six  ? 

Third    Voice   (commg   from  somewhere). 
Mind  and  bring  a  gun  with  you,  and . 

Second  Voice,  No.    We  are  two  four  eight 
nought  six  seven.    Oood  mominff  I 

First  Voice.  Have  you  finishea  ? 

Imp,  Sub.  (angrily),  I  have  not  bcffunl 
You  have  prut  me  on  the  wrong  number  I 

First  Voice  [calmly).  What  number  do  you 
want? 

Imp.  Sub.  (angrily).  One  four  two  nought 
eight  six. 

First  Voice.  Two  four  .two  nought  eight 
six? 

Imp.  Sub,  (with  suppressed  rage).  No,  one 
four  two  nought  eight  six. 

First  Voice.  Very  well.     One  four  two 
nought  eight  six. 

Imp.  Sub.  Yes,  and  don't  make  a  mistake. 
[Long  pause,  durmg  which  he  asks^  "  Are 
you  there  f*^  at  intervals, 

Iburth  Voice,  What  is  it  ? 

Imp,  Sub.  Are  you  Arctic  Wine  Company? 

Fourth  Voice,  Yes,  all  mht !  What  is  it  ? 

Imp,  Sub,    [joyfully).  Have  you  sent  a 
case  of  champagne  to  Sttmbletoit  ? 

Fourth  Vtnce,  What?    I  can't  hear  you. 

First    Voice,     [interposing).     Have     you 
finished  ? 

Imp.  Sub.  No,  we  are  still  speaking.  Have 
you  sent  a  case  of  champagne  to  Bttmblbton  ? 

Fourth  Voice.  We  can't  hear  you.   Send  a 
messenger. 

First  Voice.  Have  you  finished  ? 

Imp,  Sub,  (shouting).  Yes  I    [Is  cut  off.) 
Shorter  to  have  done  so  at  once  I 
[Uses  intemperate  language,  and  hurries  off 
to  get  a  Messenger.    Curtain. 


THE  CHURLISH  CABMAN. 

Altir-**£allyhooley.'' 
The  Cabman's 
thrifty  fares. 
Who     would 
seek    subur- 
ban airs, 
Desire,     of 
course,  amore 
exte  nded 
"radius;" 
But,  Cabby,  it 

is  clear. 
Thinks     quit 
otherwise.  1 
fear 

The     oontro- 
versy'sgrow- 
ing     rather 
"tavdious." 
Whether  by  night  or  day, 
A  fair  fare  the  fare  should  pay. 
And  Cabby   should  not   overcharge  un- 
duly; 
But  this  is  what  riles  me. 
When  churl  Cabby  will  not  see 
A  would-be  fare,  but  just  ignores  him 
oooUy. 

Chorus. 

''Hi!  hi!  Cab!  Hi!*'  Oh,  no  I 

On  the  sullen  bruto  will  go ; 

When  he  wante  a  fars,  he's damorous  and 

unruly; 
But  if  he  wants  a  drink,  *  ^^  ^^  ^^|  ^ 
With  a  sneer  or  with  a  wink,  ^ 

He  ni  ramble  on  and  just  ignore  you  coolly. 


veL.  en. 
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BESTBOTnrO  THE  KOVET<LEH]>ES'S  WEB;   OB,  THE  THIBIEENTH  LABOUE  OF  HEB8CHELLES. 

. niniti7fifihvV:iUUVIL 


RATHER   SMART  ALL   ROUND. 

Lady  Di.  (who  has  bun  trying  a  Hont  with  a  view  to  purchaae).  '*  And  do  Toxr  bxjlllt  thinx  thjLT  hs  '•  Qirm  up  TO  mr  Wxioht, 
Mb.  Spavik  ?"  iSjpavin.  "Lob  1  my  Ladt,  hb  'd  cabbt  Two  of  tou  1 " 

Lady  Di,  "What?    Do  tou  mban  to  bat  that  I  'm  onlt  half  a  HoBsxwoxAKt" 

Spavin,  "Bt  ho  mbanb,  mt  Lady.    But  anothbb  likb  tovb  Ladyship  would  look  80  wbll  ok  thx  othbb  fiDBl" 


HOW  TO  REPORT  THE  PRACTICE  OF  THE  CREWS. 

(Newest  Style,) 

Scaboklt  limd  the  tintinabulnm  fixed  on 
the  altitude  of  the  clock  tower  of  the  eocle- 
liasticfd  baildiii|r  known  to  fame  and  rowing 
men  as  Putney  Church  sounded  out  the  merry 
chimes  of  eleyen  in  the  forenoon,  when  the 
wieldersof  the  sky-blue  (or  dark-blue)  blades 
were  obeeryed  by  the  eager  frequenters  of  the 
tow-path  carrying  their  trim-built  ship  to  the 
water's  edffe.  Not  many  mji...iil  v,\r.  ^ut 
to  waste  before  each  man  nad  aaf ely  ensconced 
himself  on  the  thwart  built  for  him  under 
the  experienced  eyes  of  the  champion  bout- 
builder.  The  men  looked,  it  muEit  in  &11 
fairness  be  admitted,  in  thi^  high  level  of 
MMiditioai  In  each  eye  there  bliuod  a  bkm 
determiuBtion  to  do  or  die  on  every  ponible 
occasion.  When  the  signal  to  start  was  giyen, 
the  boat  was  observed  to  move  with  the 
bounding  speed  of  a  highly-trained  grev- 
hound.  The  oars  dipped  into  the  water  like 
one  man,  though  a  marked  inclination  was 
observed  on  the  part  of  two  or  three  of  the 
oarsmen  to  **  hurry,"  while  the  rest  seemed 
equallv  disposed  to  be  "late."  A  few 
fatherly  woras  from  the  prince  of  modem 
coaches  soon  had  the  desired  effect  of  placing 
matters  on  a  more  completely  satinactory 
footing.  The  suggestion  often  made  in  these 
oolnmni  that  a  swifter  rate  of  striking  should 
be  introduced^  was  acted  upon.  The  boat 
moved  with  perfect  evenness,  while  the  wave- 
lets nlayed  round  her  like  young  dolphins 
out  m  a  holidav. 

I  need  only  add  that  our  old  friend  Jupiter 


Pluvius  proved  once  again  to  be  a  kind 
friend  to  those  who  tempted  the  dangers  of 
the  foaming  tide  in  Putney  Beach,  m  con- 
clusion, it  must  be  observed  that  the  stroke 
was  sometimes  *' short"  and  occasionally 
**lon^,"  but  the  *' slides"  moved  like  things 
of  life,  and  contributed  greatly  to  the 
pleasure  of  a  very  enjoyable  outing. 


DESTBOTINO  THE  SPIDES'S  WEB; 

Or,  The  ThirteerUh  Labour  0/ Berschelles, 

"To  lion-Hearted  Hercules,"  the  strong, 
Sounded  the  clarion  of  Homeric  song. 
"  Alcides,  forcefuUest  of  all  the  brood 
Of  men  enforced  with  need  of  earthly  food." 
Punch  will  sing  gallant  Herschelles,than  whom 
Who  was  more  worthv  of  Alcmene's  womb 
Or  Jovian  parentage  r    Behold  him  stand 
With  lion-hide  on  loins,  and  club  in  hand  I 
Forceful  and  formidable  to  all  foes, 
But  fatal  most  especially  to  those 
Of  Hydra  presence  and  Stymphalian  beak, 
Whose  quarry  is  unseasoned  youth,  who  seek 
By  subtle  snares  the  Infant's  steps  to  trip. 
And  catch  the  Minor  in  their  harpy  grip. 
To  his  Twelve  Labours,  against  monsters 

grim. 
Who  might  have  lived  In  safety  but  for  him, 
To  snare,  to  slay,  to  humbug,  and  to  cozen, 
Herschelles,  just  to  make  a  laker's  dozen, 
Adds  a  Thirteenth  I 

A  wily,  wicked  wight, 
DweUing  in  noxious  nooks  as  dark  as  night. 
Beyond  the  radius  of  the  housemaid's  broom, 
And  thence  dispensing  dire  disgrace  and  doom 


Long  time  our  homes  hath  haunted.    Greedv 
As  furtive  0^  advance  as  fierce  of  soul,  [Ghoul, 
The  Money-lending  Spider  is  his  name. 
And  grim  and  gruesome  was  his  little  game. 
Of  swollen  body,  ofprotuberant  beak. 
He   knew   that  Youths  were  green,   and 

Infants  weak. 
And  spun  his  web,  invisible  but  strong. 
Where'er  Grat's  well-named  *'  little  tnflers" 

thronff, 
Who,  vertlv  unmindful  of  their  doom, 
He  watched  from  forth  his  grubby  haunts  0 

gloom. 
And  strove  b)r  sinister  device  to  lure. 
Till,  'midst  ms  viscous  mazes  once  secure, 
Them  he  might  seize  and  suck. 

The  Birds,  the  Boar, 
The  lion,  or  the  Bull,  all  whom  before 
Great  Herschelles  had  tackled^  were  not  worse 
Than  the  Colossal  Spider,  Albion's  curse. 
The  scourge  of  chiloish  Wealth  and  youthful 

Bank; 
The  Moloch  of  our  Minors  1    Fathers,  thank 
Our  new  Alcides,  who,  with  legal  club. 
Could  dare  the  web  assault,  the  Snider  drub  I 
Worse  than  Tarantula  venom  hatn  the  bite 
Of  this  Conkif  erous  Ogre,  which  to  fight 
Herschelles  did  adventure  I .  Thump  I   Bang  I 

Whack  I 
The  web  is  burst,  the  Spider 's  on  his  back. 
All  impotently  spluttering  poisonous  spleen 
Let  'b  hope  such  monster  may  no  more  be  seen. 
And  let  us  hail  great  Herschelles.  whose  skill 
The  hiffh-nosed  horror  hath  availed  to  kilL 
Blow,  Infants,  blow  the  pipe,  and  thump  the 

tabor, ! git i zed  by  V^ 
In  honour  6t  the  hero's  Thirteenth  Labour  I 
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CONFESSIONS    OF    A    DUFFER. 

Vn.— THE  DUFFEB  WITH  A  SALMON-ROD. 

No  jpniTsait  is  more  sedentary,  if  one  may  talk  of  a  sedentary 
porsnit,  and  none  more  to  my  taste,  than  trout-fishing  as  practised 
in  the  South  of  England.  Gnyen  fine  weather,  and  a  ^ood  novel, 
nothing  can  he  more  soothing  than  to  sit  on  a  oonyement  stump, 
under  a  willow,  and  watch  the  placid  kine  standing  in  the  water, 
while  the  hrook  murmurs  on,  and  jperhaps  the  kingfisher  flits  to  ana 
fro.  Here  you  sit  and  fleet  the  time  carelessly,  till  a  trout  rises. 
Then,  indeed,  duty  demands  that  you  shall  crawl  in  the  manner  of 
the  serpent  till  ]rou  oome  within  reach  of  him,  and  cast  a  fly,  which 
usually  mflJces  mm  postpone  his  dinner-hour.  But  he  will  come  on 
asrain,  there  is  no  need  xor  you  to  chan^  your  position,  and  you  can 
always  fill  your  hasket  easily— with  inses  and  marsh-Marigolds. 

Smoh  are  our  oounty  contents,  hut  woe  hef  all  the  day  when  I  took 
to  salmon-fishin£[.  Ijie  outfit  Ib  expensiTe,  **  half-crown  flees  "  soon 
mount  up,  espeoialiy  if  you  never  go  out  without  losing  your  fly- 
hook.  If  you  huy  a  light  rod,  say  ci  fourteen  feet,  the  chances  are 
that  it  will  not  cover  the  water,  and  a  longer  rod  requires  in  the 
fisherman  the  strong  of  a  San- 
Dow.  Touneedwachng-hreeches, 
which  come  up  nearly  to  the  neck, 
and  weigh  a  couple  m  stone.  The 
question  has  heen  raised,  can  one 
swim  in  them,  in  case  of  an  acci- 
dent P  For  one,  I  can  answer,  he 
can't.  The  reel  is  bbout  the  size 
of  a  hutter-keg,  the  line  measures 
hundreds  of  yards,  and  the  place 
where  you  fish  for  salmon  is 
usually  at  the  utter  ends  of  the 
earth.  Some  enthusiasts  hegin 
in  Fehruarv.  Covered  with  furs, 
they  sit  in  the  stem  of  a  hoat,  and 
are  pulled  in  a  funereal  manner 
up  and  down  Loch  Tay,  while  the 
rods  fish  for  themselves.  The 
angler's  only  husiness  is  to  pick 
them  u^  if  a  salmon  hites,  and 
when  this  has  g[one  on  for  a  few 
days,  with  no  bite.  Influenza,  or  a 
hard  frost  with  curling,  would  be 
rather  a  relief.  This  kind  of  thing 
is  not  really  angling,  and  a  Duffer 
is  as  good  at  it  as  an  expert. 

Real  difficulties  and  sufferings 
begin  when  you  reach  the  Cruaofi- 
na-spid-bo,  which  sounds  like 
Gaeho,  and  will  serve  us  as  aname 
for  the  river.  It  is,  of  course,  ex- 
tremely probable  that  you  pay  a 
large  rent  for  the  right  to  gaze  at 
a  series  of  red  and  raging  floods, 
or  at  a  pale  and  attenuated  trickle 
of  water,  murmuring  peevishly 
through  a  drought.  But  suppose, 
fwthe  sake  of  argument,  that  the 
water  is  "in  order,"  and  only 
running  with  deep  brown  swirls  at 
some  tmrty  nules  an  hour.  Sup- 
poseAlso,  alarge  presumption,  that 
the  Duffer  does  not  leave  any  in- 
dispensablepart  of  his  equipment 
at  home.  He  arrives  at  the  stream,  and  as  he  detests  a  gillie,  whose 
contempt  for  the  Duffer  breeds  familiarity,  he  puts  up  his  rod,  selects 
a  casting  line,  knots  on  the  kind  of  fly  which  is  locally  recommended, 
and  stens  into  the  water.  Oh,  how  cold  it  is  I  I  begin  casting  at  the 
top  of  the  stream,  and  step  from  a  big  boulder  into  a  hde.  Stagger, 
stumble,  violent  bob  forwards,  recovery,  trip  up^nd  here  one  is  in 
a  sitting  position  in  the  bed  of  the  stream.  However,  ^e  high 
india-rubber  breeks  have  kept  the  water  out,  except  about  a 
pailful,  which  gradually  illustrates  the  eqcdlibrium  of  fluids  in  the 
soles  of  one's  stockings.  However,  I  am  on  my  feet  again,  and 
walking  more  /cingerly,  thoujrh  to  the  spectator,  my  movements 
suggest  partial  intoxication.  That  is  because  the  bed  of  the  stream 
is  full  of  boulders,  which  one  cannot  see,  owing  to  the  darkness  of 
tho  water.  There  was  a  fish  rose  near  the  opposite  side.  My  heart 
is  in  my  mouth.  I  wade  in  bjb  far  as  I  can,  and  make  a  tremendous 
swipe  with  the  rod.  A  frantic  tuff  behind,  crash,  there  goes  the  top 
of  tne  rod  I  I  am  caught  up  in  the  root  of  a  pine-tree,  high  up  on 
the  bank  at  my  back.  No  use  in  the  language  of  imprecation.  I 
waddle  out,  climb  the  bank,  extricate  the  fl^,  get  out  a  spare  top,  and 
to  work  again,  more  cautiously.  Something  wrong,  the  hook  has 
caught  in  my  coat,  between  my  shoulders.  I  must  get  the  coat  off 
somehow,  not  an  easy  thing  to  do,  on  account  of  my  india-rubber 


'*  I  wade  in  as  far  as  I  con,  and  make  a  tremendous  swipe  with  the  rod." 


armour.  It  iJB  off  at  last.  I  cut  the  hook  out  with  a  knife  making  a 
big  hole  in  the  coat,  and  cast  aj^ain.  That  was  over  him !  I  let  the 
flv  float  down,  working  it  scientifically.  No  response.  Perhaps 
better  look  at  the  fly.    Just  my  luck^  I  have  cracked  it  off  I 

Where  is  the  fly-book  P  Where  indeed  P  A  feverish  search  for 
the  fly-book  follows— no  use :  it  is  not  in  the  basket,  it  is  not  in  my 
pocket ;  must  have  fallen  out  when  I  fell  into  the  river.  No  good  in 
looking  for  it,  the  water  is  too  thick,  I  thought  I  heard  a  splash. 
Luckily  there  are  some  flies  in  my  cap,  it  looks  knowing  to  have 
some  flies  in  one's  cap,  and  it  is  not  so  easy  to  lose  a  cap,  without 
noticing  it,  as  to  lose  most  things.  Here  is  a  Ing  Silver  Doctor  that 
may  do  as  the  water  is  thick.  I  put  one  on,  and  begin  again  cast- 
ing over  where  that  fish  rose.  By  George,  there  he  came  at  me,  at 
least  I  think  it  must  have  been  at  me,  a  great  dark  swirl,  **  the  purple 
wave  bowed  over  it  like  a  hill,"  but  he  never  touched  me.  GKve  him 
five  minutes  law,  the  hook  is  sure  to  be  well  fastened  on,  need  not 
bother  looking  at  that  ag[ain.  Five  minutes  take  a  long  time  in 
passing,  when  you  are  giving  a  saknon  a  rest.  Gt>od  times  and  bad 
times  and  all  times  pass,  so  here  goes.  It  is  correct  to  begin  a  good 
way  above  him  and  come  down  to  him.    I  'm  past  him ;  no,  there  is 

a  long  heavy  drag  under  water,  I 
get  the  point  up,  he  is  off  like  a 
shot^  while  I  stand  in  a  rather 
stupid  attitude,  holding  on.  If  I 
cannot  get  out  and  run  down  the 
bank,  he  has  me  at  his  mercy. 
I  do  stagger  out,  somehow,  falling 
on  m^  back,  but  keeping  thepoint 
up  with  my  right  haind.  No  bones 
broken,  but  surely  he  is  gone !  I 
begin  reeling  up  the  line,  with  a 
heavy  heart,  and  try  to  lift  it  out 
of  the  water.  It  won't  come,  he 
is  here  still,  he  has  only  doubled 
back.  Hoorav  I  Nothing  so  nice 
as  being  all  alone  when  you  hook 
a  salmon.  No  gillie  to  scream  out 
contradictory  orders.  He  is  taking 
it  very  easy,  but  suddenly  he 
moves  out  a  few  yards^  and  begins 
jiggering.  that  is,  giving  a  series 
of  short  heavy  tugs.  They  say 
he  is  never  well  hooked,  when  ne 
jiggers.  The  rod  thrills  unplea* 
santly  in  my  hands,  I  wish  he 
wouldn't  do  mat.  It  is  very  dis- 
agreeable and  makes  me  very 
nervous.  Hullo !  he  is  off  a^ain 
ui>-stream,  the  reel  ringing  like 
mad :  he  gets  into  the  tmn  water 
at  the  top,  and  jumps  high  in 
the  air.  He  is  a  monster.  Hullo  I 
what 's  that  splash  P  The  reel  has 
fallen  off,  it  was  always  loose, 
and  has  got  into  the  wator.  How 
am  I  to  act  now  P  He  if  wnih^ 
back  like  mad,  and  all  the  line  is 
loose,  and  I  can't  reel  up.  I  begin 
pulling  at  the  line  to  bring  up 
the  reel,  but  the  reel  only  lets  the 
line  out,  and  now  he  is  off  again, 
down  stream  this  time,  and  I 
after  him.  and  the  line  running 
out  at  both  ends  at  once,  and  now 
my  legs  get  entangled  in  it,  it  is  twisted  all  round  me.  He  runs 
again  and  jumps,  tne  line  comes  back  in  my  face,  all  slack,  some- 
thing has  given.  It  is  the  hook,  it  was  not  knotted  on  firmly  to 
start  with.  He  fiings  himself  out  of  the  water  once  more  to  be  sure 
that  he  is  free,  and  I  sit  down  and  gnaw  the  reel.  Had  ever  any- 
body such  bad  fortune,  but  it  is  just  my  luck ! 

I  ^0  back  to  the  place  where  the  reel  fell  in,  and  by  pulling 
cautiously  I  extract  it  from  the  stream.  It  shan't  come  off  again : 
I  tie  it  on  with  the  leather  lace  of  one  of  my  brogues.  Then  I  reel 
up  the  slack,  and  put  on  another  fly,  out  of  my  cap,  a  Popham. 
Then  I  fii^  down  the  rest  of  the  pool.  Near  the  edge,  in  the  slower 
pfurt  of  the  water,  there  is  a  long  slow  draw,  before  I  can  lift  the 
point  ol  the  rod,  a  salmon  jumps  high  out  of  the  wator  at  me, — and 
IS  gone !  I  never  struck  nim,  was  too  much  taken  aback  at  the 
moment ;  did  not  expect  him  then.  Thank  goodness,  the  hook  is  not 
a&  this  time. 

The  next  stream  is  very  deep,  strong  and  narrow ;  the  best  chance 
is  close  in  on  my  side*  By  Jove,  here  he  is,  he  took  almost  beside 
the  rock.  He  sails  leisurely  out  into  the  strength  of  the  stream,  if 
he  will  come  up,  I  oim  manage  him,  but  if  he  goes  down,  the  wator 
is  very  swift  ana  broken,  there  are  big  boulders,  and  then  a  sheer 
wall  ai  rook  difficult  to  pass  in  cold  mood,  and  then  the  Big  Pool. 
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He  insists  cm  ffoing  down,  I  hold  hard  on  him,  and  refuse 
line.  But  he  leaps,  and  then«  well  he  taiil  have  it ;  down 
he  rushes,  1  after  him,  "'^"   "  ^''        ' 

the  rocky  fiace ;  great 
looM :  I  did  not  tie  :  .  „ 
enough.  But  down  it  runs,  right  down  the  line ;  it  must 
be  touching  the  fidL  It  is ;  he  does  not  like  it,  he  Jiggers 
like  a  mad  thing,  rushes  across  the  Bif  Pool,  ^^f^  on  to 
the  (q^posite  baiSc  Why  won*t  the  line  run  ?  The  line 
is  entuigled  in  my  boot-lace.  He  is  careering  about ;  1 
feel  that  I  am  trembling  like  a  leaf.  There,  I  knew  it 
would  happen ;  he  is  off  with  my  last  casting-line,  hook 
and  all.  A  beauty  he  was,  clear  as  silver  ana  fresh  from 
the  sea.  Well,  Uiere  is  nothing  for  it  but  a  walk  back  to 
the  house.  I  hare  lost  one  fly-book,  two  hooks,  a  couple 
of  casting-lhies,  three  salmon,  a  top  joint,  and  I  have 
t<»n  a  rreat  hole  in  my  coat.  On  chanspig  my  dress 
before  mnch,  I  find  my  fly-book  in  my  oreast  pocket, 
where  I  had  not  thought  el  looking  for  it  somehow.  Then 
the  rain  comes^  and  there  is  not  another  fishing  dav  in  my 
fortnight.    Btill,  it  decidedly  was  *'  one  crowded  nour  of 

Jrlorious  life,"  wfaile  it  lasted.     The  other  men  caught 
our  or  five  salmon  a^eoe ;  it  is  their  Red  Letter  Day. 
It  is  marked  in  black  in  my  calendar. 


TOOTING. 

["It  is  A  noteworthy  faot  that  while  debstes  hsre  been 
ItnguiahinK  at  Westminster,  at  Tooting  there  hare  been  Mem- 
bers enough  to  '  make  a  House '  any  day  during  the  past  fort- 
night, to  keen  an  interest  is  the  'Soyal  and  Ancient*  game 
exciting. "^i>a{/y  TVfeyropAJ 


What's  the  use  of  hoot- 
ing. 

Or  oir-eum-lo-outing  ? 
M.P.'s  off 
To  play  at  Golf. 

AU  the  way  to  Tooting ! 

Petty  points   Pat's  moot- 

Chasces  not  computing, 

M.P.  sHps, 

(Despite  the  Whips) 
Off  to  Gt3f  at  Tooting  1 


Landlord*  maft 
Tenants  may  o 


bo  looting, 
B  shooting; 


Where 's  the  fun 
In  that  f    Let 's  run 
Off  to  Golf  at  Tooting  I 

Bo M.P.'s are  "scooting," 
On-the-gay-galoot-ing ; 
Cut  the  House 
(It  shows  their  nous) 
For  the  Links  at  Tooting ! 

There  is  joy  in  shooting, 
Wine-ing  or  cherooting, 
Dinners,  Moors, 
Weeds—ii//  are  bores, 
Compared  with  Golf  at  Toot- 
ing! 


CONSIDERATION    FOR   OTHERS. 

To7nmy,  "I  HAD  aucH  a  bad  Dream  last  night,  Grandpapa  I*' 

The  Admiral  ''Tbll  it  me,  Tommy." 

Tvmmy,  *'  Oh  no  !    It  would  only  frightin  You  as  it  frightened  Ms  ! " 


"BEYOND  THE  DREAMS  OF  AVARICE." 
[^  FiFTT  Pounds  Bewsrd  will  be  gntefally  paid  to  any  Lady  or  Gentle- 
man who  will  Assist  in  Rscotbezno  a  Tsluable  Heirloom  ....  Anyone 
with   wealthy   or   influential   friends  caa  at  onoe   secure  above  reward. 
Address,  ^] 

I  AM  an  impeonnioas  yonng  man,  and,  the  other  dav,  on  seeing 
this  Adyertisement  in  the  Timet,  I  was  seized  with  a  wild  desire  to 
''at  onoe  secure    above    reward."     Said  I  to  myself,   '*!   have 

'  wealthy  and  influential 
friends.'  There  is  mv 
oousin*B  unole,  who  has,  I 
believe,  thirty  thousand  a- 
year,  though  I  never  saw 
any  part  of -it,  or  of  him. 
forthematter  of  that;  and 
there  is  my  own  aunt  by 
marriage,  whose  second 
husband  is  a  K.C.B.,  but  I 
forget  his  name,  and  do  not 
know  where  he  lives«"  So 
I  sat  and  thought  about  it 
for  a  time  with  my  eyes 
shut,  and  then  I  started. 
The  train  was  so  full,  that 
I  imagined  it  must  be  mar- 
ket-day in  some  neigh- 
bouring town,  but  the 
station  was  so  much  fuller, 
that  1  oould  hardly  get  out 
of  Uie  train.  At  last,  edgeways,  I  reached  a  pale  and  melfuieholy 
tioket-eoUeotor,  and  Mkea  him  where  I  should  find  the  address 
flsentiooed.  He  turned  a  pitying  eye  upon  me.  and,  pointing  to  the 
crowd  that  filled  the  station,  said,  wearilv,  *^They^re  all  a-goin* 
there.  I  know,  eos  tliey  *ve  sU  arst  me.  i  ou  'd  better  foUer  'em." 
This  statomfint  filled  me  with  desperation ;  I  fought  and  struggled 


through  the  vast  crowd  of  persons  **with  wealthy  and  influential 
friends  "  until  I  reached  the  open  street.  By  that  time  I  was  ex- 
hausted, and,  finding  that  the  street  was  even  fuller  than  the  station 
had  been,  I  gave  up  the  attempt.  I  saw  that  the  reserve  of  gold  at 
the  Bank  of  li^Dgland  would  not  have  sufficed  to  pay  each  applicant 
the  promised  £50.  In  any  case  I  felt  sure  that  by  that  time  the 
whole  of  the  money  in  the  town  must  have  been  used  up.  So, 
without  hat  or  umbrella,  and  with  my  coat  as  much  divided  up  the 
back  as  up  the  front,  I  returned— to  consciousness,  and  went  on 
reading  the  newspaper. 


•THE  FORESTERS." 


All  the  greatest  swells 

Of  the  U.  S.  A. 
Come  to  see  a  new. 

Fascinating  play. 
Verses  by  a  Lord ! 

Music  by  a  Knight ! 
Just  the  thing  in  which 

Demoorats  delight. 
When  the  hearty  praise 

Bursts  from  Yankee  lips, 
**  Pass  and  blosh  the  news 

Over  glowing  ships : " 
What  are  ''glowing  ships"  ? 

That  I  've  never  guessed, 
*'  Pass  the  happy  news. 

Blush  it  thro'  the  West ; " 
This  I  simply  quote 

From  the  poet*s  muse ; 


Hang  me  if  I  know 

How  you  **  blush  the  news"! 
Anyhow,  jou  do. 

If  the  lines  will  scan, 
*'  Till  the  red  man  dance," 

Do  you  think  he  can  ? 
"  And  the  red  man's  babe 

Leap  beyond  the  sea." 
Active  sort  of  child,' 

Surely,  that  must  be !    '  ' 
'*  Blush  from  West  to  East,"  ^ 

Blush  from  left  to  right, 
"1111  the  West  is  East," 

And  the  black  is  white, 
Dalt  is  the  man  I 

Daily  is  the  play, 
"Dailies  "puff  it  up. 

In  the  kindest  way. 


J, 


MoBB  Appbopbuts.  —  The  Senate  House,  wEere  t&  Degree 
Examinations  take  place,  might  weU  be  termed  "The  Spinning 
House."    It  is  there  that  unfortunate  Candidates  are  "  spun." 
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THINGS   ONE   WOULD   RATHER   HAVE    LEFT    UNSAID. 

LiUle  Jones,  "You  'll  oiys  n  ▲  Dance  to-morrow  night,  won't  you,  Mrs.  Foots  I" 
Jirs.  FooU  {wha  ia  anxious  to  show  her  matronZy  eojisideration/or  Unmarried  Oirls),  **  Well 
I  can't  promise,  and  if  the  Men  run  short,  you  know,  I  shan't  Dance  at  all  ? " 


THE  TELEPHOITE  CIKDEEELLA;  | 

Or,  Wanted  a  Godmother. 
["  Far  from  taking  up  and  deTelopinn^  the  new  , 
moSie  of  commtmication  thui  giren  into  its  hands,  I 
it  (the  Post  Office)  could  not  forget  its  attitude  of 
hostility  to  the  innoration,  or  conceire  any  lax^er  ' 
policy  toan  one  of  repressing  the  telephone  in  oraer  | 
to  make  people  stick  to  the  telesraph  . . .  The  re-  I 
suit  is  that  England  Ian  far  behind  all  other  eirilised 
countriM  in  the  use  of  the  telephone." — J^mesJ] 

Am-"  Ulalume." 
CiifDMRMLLA,  you  sit  and  look  sober, 
Cinderella,  you  mope  and  look  queer — 
Tou  mope,  and  look  dolefully  queer ; 
As  chill  as  John  Millais'  *'  October," 
As  you  haye  done,  this  many  a  year. 


t  is  hard  on  you ;  Mozart  or  Aubeb 
Might  fail  your  depression  to  oheer— 
Had    you  taken  the  draught  named  iof 
Glauber, 
Tou  oould  scarce  look  duller,  my  dear 
n. 
Our  times,  dear,  are  truly  Titanic, 
Perfection  seems  Science's  goal — 
Dim,  distant,  dark  Scienoe"s  goal— 
But  we  're  still  a  bit  giyen  to  panic. 
Monopolies  moodily  roll — 
Monopolies  restlessly  roU— 
That 's  why  there 's  a  moyement  ydcanic 

That  stirs  us  from  pole  unto  pole — 
A  moaning  that's  yainly  yolcanic. 
In  the  realms  of  the  (Telegraph)  pole. 


in. 

Deputations  are  serious  and  sober, 
Officials  look  palsied  and  sere — 
They  indulge  in  rhetoric  small-beer 

(Instead  of  sound  sparkling  October) 
They  're  frightened  about  yoii,  my  dear— 
(Tou,  at  present  in  two  senses,  dear !) 

They  wouldTsoan  the  far  future,  and  probe  her. 
But  can't— and  it  makes  them  feel  queer.; 

Asyou  sit  by  the  lire,  looking  sober, 
I  ou  make  them  sit  up  and  feel  queer. 

lY. 

Tour  sisters,  whose  airs  are  unpleasant, 

Regard  you  with  arrogant  scorn— 

With  arrogant,  uneasy  scorn- 
True,  they  haye  the  pull,  fw  the  present, 

But  fear  you,  the  fair  youngest  bom. 
They  know  that  your  glory  is  orescent, 

And^  though  each  uplif  teth  her  horn. 
Each  feels  that  herflorj  's  senescent. 

In  spite  of  their  duphcate  scorn. 

T. 

Miss  Telegraph,  lifting  her  finger, 
Says — **  Sadly  this  minx  I  mistrust— 
Her  maimers  I  strangely  mistrust — 

She  '11  distance  us,  dear,  if  we  linger  I 
Ah,  haste  I— let  us  haste  I— for  we  must  I 

She  '11  ecHpse  us—that  would  be  a  stinger  I 
She  '11  nse,  and  our  business  is  *'  bust " — 

My  dear,  we  must  snub  her,  and  bring  her 
Presumptuous  pride  to  the  dust — 
Till  she  sorrowfully  sinks  in  the  dust " 

YI. 

Post  replies—* '  Oh,  it 's  nothing  but  dreaming. 
Her  hoping  to  put  out  our  light  !— 
Our  brilliant  and  duplicate  fiffht  I 

What  did  Febgubson  say,  blandly  beaming 
Upon  the  tired  House  t'other  mght  P 
He  said  he  would  make  it  dl  right. 

Ah,  we  safely  may  trust  to  his  scheming— 
Be  sure  he  will  lead  us  aright — 

He  won't  let  the  damsel  there  dreaming 
Despoil  us  of  what  is  our  rif  ht — 
The  monopoly  plainly  our  right  t  "i 

TH. 

Tet  watch  CSnderella,  and  list  her ! 

She  yot  will  emerge  from  her  gloom— 
Time  will  conquer  her  fears  and  her  if  loom. 

B«?fore  her  she  hath  a  bri|rht  Tiata.* 
The  fftiry  Godmother  will  come  I 
liedtape  abail  not  long'  sml  her  doom. 

Whttt  is  written  k  written  [    "No  *'  aigter,* 
(Tbfjo^h  ficorning  her  bcavity,  and  broom) 
Shall  flhrijud  her  bright  light  in  tise  tomb 
Which  yet  the  whole  lana  Bhall  iljiini(j  ^ 

vni. 

She's  '*some  pumpkins"— though  now  she 
looks  sober- 
She  's  brilliant ;  she  is  "  no  small  beer." 
No,  no,  Cinderella,  my  dear! 
Tour  enyious  *'  sisters  "  may  jeer, 
And  sit  on  you  yet,  for  a  year ; 
Redtape  your  adyancement  may  fear, 
And  Monopoly's  patrons  look  queer ; 

But,  as  sure  as  the  month  of  October 
Is  famous  for  sound  British  beer, 

Tested  Interest  time  shall  proye  no  bar 
To  your  final  triumph,  my  dear  I 

*  PoB,  not  Mr.  ISmehy  should  have  the  eredit 
of  this  and  certain  other  Cockney  rhymes. 


"Hoot  Soit  qui  Mal  t  Pknse."— " The 
competition  for  the  Eyill  Prize  also  took  place 
yesterday"  (i.e.,  last  Thursday.  Vide  Times). 
The  prize  so  Eyilly  named  was  won  by  Mr. 
Philip  Brozel,  of  the  Royal  Academy  of 
Music,  who  must  haye  expressed  himself  as 
being  at  least  deucedly  delighted,  eyen  if 
he  did  not  use  some  much  stronger  and 
wronger  expression.  Henceforth  Philip 
Beozxl  has  an  Eyill  reputation*  Let  us 
hope  he  will  liye  up  to  it,  and  so  liye  it  down. 
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MATINEE    MANIA. 

{A  Sketch  at  any  Theatre  on  most  aftemoona.) 

Qatan-^The  Front  of  the  Houm.  In  the  Boxeo  and  Dreu^rele  are 
friendi  and  reiation$  of  the  Author.  In  the  StaUe  are  a  couple 
of  Stray  Critiee  who  leave  earfy,  actore  and  aetreesee  **  restina,^* 
more  friendi  and  reloHone.  In  the  Pit,  t?ie  front  row  ie  fiUed 
by  the  Aathor*B  domestic  servants,  the  landladies  of  several  of 
the  performers,  and  a  theatrical  charwoman  or  two,  behind  them 
a  sprinkling  of  the  general  public,  whose  time  apparently  hanas 
heavily  on  their  hands.  In  a  Stage-box  is  the  Author  herself, 
with  a  sycophantic  Companion.  A  murky  gloom  pervades  the 
Auditorium :  a  scratch  orchestra  is  playing  a  lame  and  tuneless 
Schottische  for  the  second  time,  to  compensate  for  a  little  delay 
of  fifteen  minutes  between  the  first  ana  second  Tableaux  in  the 
Second  Act,  The  orchestra  ceates,  and  a  Checktaker  at  the  Pit 
^^  Ta^a-ra-boom-de-ay  J  "    Some  restless  spirits 


I  've  a  s^ood 


door  whistles 
stamp  feebly. 

The  Author.  1  wish  they  wonld  be  a  little  quicker.* 
mind  to  go  behind  myself  and 
hurry  them  up.     The  audience 
are  beginning  to  ^t  impatient. 

Her  Companion.  But  that 
shows  how  interested  thoy  are, 
dbMn*^it,dearP 

Author.  I  think  it  ought  to 
interest  them«  but  I  did  expect 
they  would  have  shown  a  httle 
more  enthusiasm  over  that  situa- 
tion in  the  last  tableau— ttiey  're 
rather  a  cold  audience  I 

Comps  It's  aboye  their  heads, 
dear,  that's  where  it  is— plays 
are  such  rubbish  nowadays,  people 
don't  appreciate  a  reaUy  greai 
drama  Just  at  first.  I  do  hope 
Mr.  Ixynro,  Mr.  Habb  and  liCr. 
BxxRBOHM  Trxb  will  come  in— 
I  'm^  sure  they  'U  be  only  too 
anxious  to  secure  it  I 

Author.  I  don't  know  that  I 
should  care  for  it  to  come  out  at 
the  Lyceum,  but  of  course  if  the 
terms  were  yery  —  oh,  they  *re 
beginning  at  Isstl  I  hope  this 
light  comedy  scene  will  go  welL 
(Curtain  rises:  Comic  aialogue 
— nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
the  plotj— between  a  Footman  and 
a  Motinie  Maidservant  in  short 
sleeves,  a  lace  tucker,  and  a  dia- 
mond  necklace  :  ^  depression  of 
audience.  Serious  characters 
enter  and  tell  one  another  long 
and  irrelevant  stories,  all  about 
nothing.  When  the  auditor  re- 
marks.  **  Your  story  is  indeed  a 
s^d  one — but  go  on."  a  shudder 
goes  through  the  house,  which 
beeomes  a  groan  ten  minutes  later 
when  the  listener  saps:  **Yon 
haye  told  me  your  history— now 
bear  mine/'*  He  telle  it:  it 
proves,  if  possible,    duller   and 

more  irrelevant  than  the  other  man's.  ^  wuv^-ox.^,%^  jv^^w^,  %,!•%»' 
racterised  by  all  the  sparkle  and  brilliancy  of  **  Temperance  Cham 
pagne'* :  the  House  witnesses  the  fall  of  the  Curtain  with  apathy.) 


'*  Sir,  a  roughly-dresied  ■tranger 
A  love-scene  follows,  cha- 


announced,  and  sit  down  against  the  wall,  entertaining  one  another 
in  dumb-show.).  Footman  {re-entering).  "  Sir,  a  roughly-dressed 
stranger,  who  says  he  knew  you  in  Norway,  under  an  aficu,  requests 
a  few  words."  Sir  J.  •*  Confusion  I — one  of  my  former  accomplices 
in  crime — ^my  guests  must  not  be  present  at  this  interriew!" 
(To  Quests.)  '"Ladies  and  Oentlemen,  will  you  step  into  the  ad- 
joining room  for  a  few  minutes,  and  examine  my  collection  of  war- 

weaiwns""   '"" ' 

The  Strc 

concludes-       

the  privileges  of  death  I"  (At  this  an  irreverent  Pittite  suddenly 
guffaws,  and  the  Audience  from  that  moment  perceives  that  the 
piece  possesses  a  humorous  side.  The  Stranger  goes ;  the  Quests 
return.  Re-enter  Footman).  '*Sir,  an  elderly  man,  who  was 
acquainted  with  your  family  years  ago,  insists  on  seeing  you,  and 
will  take  no  denial  I  "  ViUam  (with  presence  of  mind— to  Quests.) 
*'  Ladies  and  Oentlemen,  will  you  step  into  the  neighbouring  apart- 
ment, and  join  the  dancers  P  "  ( The  Quests  obey.  The  Elderly  Man 
enters,  anddenownces  Jaspkr,  who  mendaciously  declares  that  he  is 
his  own  second  cousin  Joskph  ;  whereupon  the  visitor  turns  down  his 

coat-collar,  and  takes  off  a  false 
beard.)  "  Do  you  know  me  now, 
Jasper  ShoppuitP"  he  cries. 
**  7  am  JoflBPH— your  second 
cousin!". ...  "What,  ho,  Sir 
Insolence ! "  the  YiUam  retorts. 
**  And  so  you  come  to  deliver  me 
to  Justice  P  "  . .  .  ••  Not  so,"  says 
Joseph.  *'Lon^  years  ago  I 
swore  to  my  dying  Aunt  to  pro- 
tect your  reputation,  even  at  the 
expense  of  mv  own.    I  come  to 

warn  you  that'' &c.,  &c.  (The 

Audience,  who  are  now  in  excel- 
lent spirits,  receive  every  incident 
with  uncontrollable  merriment  till 
the  end  of  the  Act.  Another  long 
wait,  enlivened  by  a  piccolo  solo.) 
Author.  Lavikli..  it 's  too  dis- 
graceful—it 's  a  deliberate  con- 
spiracy to  turn  the  piece  into  ridi- 
cule. 1  never  thought  my  own 
relations  would  turn  aff  ainst  me — 
and  yet  I  might  have  known  I 

Comp.  It  wasn't  the  play  they 
laughed  at,  dear^that's  lovely — 
but  it 's  so  ridiculously  acted, 
you  know! 

Author.  Of  course  the  acting  M 
abominable — but  they  mi^ht  make 
allowances  for  that.  It  w  so  un- 
fair I  [The  Play  proceeds.  The 
Heroine^  s  iealousy  has  been  ex* 
cited  by  the  ViUain,  for  vague 
purposes  of  his  otcn,  and  the 
Hero  is  trying  to  disarm  her 
suspicions.  She.  **But  why  are 
you  constantly  going  from  Paris 
to  London  at  the  beck  and  call 
of  that  man P"  He  (aside).  "If 
she  only  knew  that  I  do  it  to 
shield  my  second  cousin,  Jasper 
— but  my  oath  I — I  cannot  tell 
her!  [To  her.)  The  reason  is 
very  simple,  darling— he  is  my 
Private  Secretary ! "  (Boars  of  inextinguishable  laughter,  drown- 
ing the  Wife's  expressions  of  perfect  satisfaction  and  confidence. 
The  Hero  wants  to  go  out :  the  Wife  begs  him  to  stay  :  she  has  '  a 


, .  requetU  a  few  words." 


Author.  That  love-scene  was  perfectly  ruined  bv  the  actinff  I  She ;  presentiment  of  evil— a  dread  of  something  unseen,  imknown.*    He 


ought  to  have  turned  her  head  aside  when  he  said,  "  Dashthe  tea- 
pot !  "  but  she  never  did,  and  he  left  out  all  that  about  dreaming  of 
her  when  he  was  ill  with  measles  im  Mashonaland  I  I  wish  tney 
wouldn't  have  such  long  waits,  though.  We  timed  the  piece  at 
rehearsal,  and,  with  the  outs  I  made,  it  lonly  played  about  four 
hours ;  but  I  'm  afraid  it  will  take  loujgrer  than  that  to-day. 

Comp.  I  don't  care  how  long  it  ia— it 's  so  beautifully  written ! 

Autnor.  Well,  I  put  mv  whole  soul  into  it,  you  know ;  but  it's 
not  till  this  next  Act  that  I  show  m^  full  power.  [Curtain  rises  on 
a  drawing-room,  furnished  with  dmay  wrecks  from  the  property- 
room— the  home  of  Jaspkh,  the  Yillian,  who  is  about  to  oive  an 
ecemmg  varty.  Enter  a  hooded  crone.  "Sir  Jasper,  I  nave  a 
secret  of  im|Kirtance,  which  can  only  be  revealed  to  your  private 
earl"  (Shivers  of  apprehension  amongst  the  audience.)  Sir  J. 
"Certainly,  co  into  yonder  apartment,  and  await  me  there." 
(Sigh  itfreUtffromspeetatars.)  A  Ibotman.  "Sir,  the  guests  wait !  " 
Sir  J.iw^hlord^  ease).  "Bid  them  enter  I"    (They  troop  in   un- 


does :  the  Villain  enters  in  evening  dress.)  Villain.  "  Your  husband 
IS  false  to  you.  Meet  me  in  half  an  hour  at  the  lonely  hut  bythe 
cross-roads,  and  you  shall  have  proof  of  his  guilt."  (The  Wife 
departs  at  once,  just  as  she  is.  Villain,  soliloquising.)]  "So— my 
diabolical  schemes  prosper.  I  have  got  Joseph  out  ot  the  wav  by 
strata^m,  decoyed  nis  wife— mv  early  love— to  a  lonely  hut,  where 
my  minions  wait  to  seize  her.  Now  to  abduct  the  child,  destroy  the 
certificate  of  vaccination  which  alone  stands  between  me  and  a 
Peera^,  set  fire  to  the  home  of  my  ancestors,  accuse  Joseph  of  all 
mv  crimes,  and  take  my  seat  in  the  House  oi  Lords  as  the  Earl  of 

Aodeleggl     Ha-ha— a  good  night's  work!    a  good "     Joseph 

(from  back).  "  Not  so.  I  have  neard  alL  I  will  not  have  it.  You 
shall  not  I    (&c.,  ^c.)     Villain.  "  You  would  thwart  my  schemes  P  " 

Josephifirmly).  "I  would.   My  wife  and  child  shall  itof "  (^c, 

&c.)  Villain  (slowlif).  "  And  the  oath  you  swore  to  my  Mother,  your 
ayinff  Aunt,  would  you  break  thatP^'  Joseph  (overcome).  *^My 
oalhT  my  Aunt !    Ah,  no,  I  cannot,  I  must  not  break  it.    Jasper 
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SHOPruir,  I  am  powerless— you  must  do  your  eyil  will  I "  (He  $ink$ 
on  a  settee :  Triumph  of  VtUaxn^  tableau^  and  Curtain,) 

Author,  I  wouldn't  nave  believed  that  a  modem  audienoe  would 
treat  heroic  conduct  like  that  as  if  it  was  laughable.  It 's  enough  to 
make  one  riye  up  iday-writinff  altogether !  ,  .  , 

Comp,  Oh.  r  wouldn't  do  that^  dear.  You  mustn't  punish 
Posterity  I  iThe  Play  goes  on  and  on ;  the  Villain  removes  tncon- 
venienUy  repentant  tools,  and  saddles  the  Hero  with  his  nefarious  deeds. 
The  Hero  u  arrested^  but  reappears,  at  liberty,  in  the  next  Act  {about 
the  Ninth),  and  no  reference  whatever  is  made  to  the  past.  Old  serious 
characters  turn  up  again,  and  are  welcomed  with  uproarious  delight. 


At  the  end  of  a  conversation,  lasting  a  auarter  of  an  hour,  the  Lady^s^ 
maid  remarks  that  '*  her  Mistress  has  been  very  HI,  and  must  not  talk 
too  much,**  Cheers  fi^om  Audience,  General  fou  when  the  Villain  re- 
turns  a  hopeless  maniac.  Curtain  about  six,  and  loud  caUsfor  Author,) 
Author,  Nothing  will  induce  me  to  take  a  call  after  the  shameful 
way  they've  behavedl  And  it 's  all  the  fault  of  the  acting.  When 
we  set  home,  I '11  read  the  play  all  through  to  yon  acain,  and  you '11 
see  now  it  ought  to  have  been  done  I  A  hundred  and  twenty  pounds 
simply  thrown  away ! 

iKetires,  consoled  by  her  Companion,  and  the  consciousness  that 
true  genius  is  invariably  unappreciated. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXraACTED  FBOH  THE  DIABY  OF  TOBT,  H.F. 

House  of  Commons^  Monday,  March  21.— Uneasy  feeling  spread 

through  House   to-night  consequent  on  question  addressed  by 

MAclHirBS  to  Uxdeb-Skcbxtabt  foe  FoEiiOK  Affaibs.  ^  Wants  to 

know  *'  whether  his  attention  has  been  called  to  the  increase  of 

drinking  among  Natives  in  the  Ck«st  Towns?" 

CAT^^TOir  particularly  depressed. 

''  I  sat  for  Colchester  for  filve  years,  you  know," 
he  ^d,  ''and  grew  into  habit  of  regarding  the 
Natives  as  my  constituents.  For  five  years  never 
Bwallowed  one  without  thinking  I  was  reducing  the 
number  on  the  Register.  Used  to  excuse  myself 
on  the  ground  that  the  jMirticular  bivalve  that  hsd 
disappeared  must  have  been  a  Ckmservative,  or  it 
would  never  have  been  so  stupid  as  to  leave 
its  comfortable  bed  to  embark  on  such  a 
journey.  My  interest  in  the  ovster  is  now 
secondary.  They  don't  flourish  in  South- 
wark ;  whelks  more  in  our  way  down  there.  Still 
oim  oannot  f ofrset  old  associations,  and  confess  I  'm 
rathar  Imocked  over  to  hear  this  report  ILLCbnm 
hm  brought  up.  Can't  imagine  anything  more 
distressing  than  the  spectacle  of  a  drunken  oyster 
—probably 
with  dis- 
hevelled beard 
^  — coming 
borne  late  at 
night  and  try- 
ing to  get 
in  to  another 
Native's  shell 
under  impres- 

Sir,  I  am  not-"  has  recognised 
his  own  front  door.  Must  see 
Wilfrid  Lawsok  about  this ; 
get  up  an  Oyster  Temperance 
Society :  framed  certificates, 
blue  ribbon,  and  aU  that  It 
the  thing  spreads,  we  shall 
have  oysters  emitting  quite  a 
rum-punch  flavour  when  we  add 
the  lemon." 

Gloom  dissipated  two  hours 
later  by  appearance  of  Bobbt 
Spevcxb  at  the  Table.    Bobbt 
doesn't  often  witdi  the  House 
with    oratory.      Content  with 
important  though  to  outsiders 
obscure  noaition  he  ooeumes  in 
Partv  administration.     Bis  is 
the  hand  that  pulls  the  strings 
to  which  Liberal  Party  dance. 
Sghkadhobst  gets  some  credit,  V 
but  everybody  knows  Bobbt 'b  ;■ 
the   man.     To   eee   theae  two  ^■ 
poUtioal  titrate g'isU  in  confer-  | 
enoe  is  snfHcient  to  rcasaare  the  j( 
Liberal  }*art y  on  the  poeaible  [I 
issues  of  the  Genera!  Election,     v '^y 

BcmrAJDaoiisT  compiaius  that  r'/^'i^'O, 
Bobbt  hua  a  trick,  ai'ter  ad-  3  >rf^^^5^ 
dressing  bim  through  the  ear-  ^  \^7^ 
trumpet     he     (3.)    carries    in  £^- 
reminisce nci^  of  Joshua    Ri:r-  \  3l 
90LDS,   of  putting  his  ear  to 
the  trumpet  as  if  he  expected 
the  answer  to  arrive  through    /if     /J^    /• 
that  medium.  ^"  J."-^*-^^y  ^\ 

Sc^i^'HOBs/JIlys'!"^  MR.  JOSEPH  CHAMBERUM  ON 


fellow  flrst  putting  his  mouth  and  then  his  ear  to  other  end  of  your 


applying  his  ear  to  the  trumpet.    But  it 's  only 
that  arises  from  preoccupation  in  matters  of  StatCt 

Bobbt,  besides  being  the  nolitica]  director  of  the  strategy  of  the 
Liberal  Puty,'is  a  County  Member.   It  was 
in  this  last  canadty  he  appeared  at  Table 
to-niffht  in  Debate  on  Second  Beading  ^i 
Small  Holdings  BilL    House  received  nim 
with  hearty  cheer.    No  one  more  popular 
than  Bobbt.    DeUrht  uproariouslr  mani- 
fested when,  daintify'  pulling  at  his  abun- 
dant shirt-cuff,  ana  settling  his  fair 
young  head  more  oomf ortaolv  upon 
summit  of  his  monumental  collar,  he 
deprecatingly  observed — 

^*  Mr.  Spbjlxeb,  Sir,  I  am  not  an 
Agricultural  Labourer." 

The  speech  a  model  of  Parliamentarr 
debating,  full^  of  point,  resting  on  sound 
argument,  lucidly  stated, -and  all  over  in 
five  minutes.  Business  dene, — ^Debate  on 
Small  Holdings  BilL 


THE  HUMOURS 


" — sn  Agricultural 
Labourer." 

Tuesday,  —  Morning  Sit 
Skxtobt  at  length  worked 
the  speech  on  Irish  Education 
Bill,  that  has  hung  over  House 
like  cloud  since  Bill  was  intro- 
duced in  earliest  days  of  Ses- 
sion. Wasn't  in  his  place  the 
first  night ;  so  friends  and  od- 
_-  .  leagues  wore  out  the  sittuir  to 
^^^  preserve  his  opportuni^.  when 
^^'"^^  this  next  presented  itself. 
Sextoit  thou^t  the  hour  and 
condition  of  House  :  unsuitable 
for  person  of  his  oonseauenoe; 
declined  to  speak.  To-day,  his 
last  chance,  things  worse  than 
ever.  Benches  empty,  as  usual 
at  Morning  Sitting.  But  now 
or  never,  and  at  least  there 
would  be  long  report  in  Irish 
papers.  So  went  at  it  by  the 
hour.  Finished  at  a  quarter  to 
five.  At  Morning  Sitting,  de- 
bate automatically  suspended  at 
ten  minutes  to  seven ;  two 
hours  and  five  minutes  for 
everyone  else  to  speak.  Sik- 
CLAI&  lon^  waiting  chance  to 
thrust  in  his  nose.  Found  it  at 
last;  but  House  wearied  and 
worn  out;  glad  when  seven 
o'clock  approached,  and  Bill 
read  First  Time. 
At  Evening  Sitting,  Lawyers 
^m  .M»«  ■•••»»»»  H  ^■d  it  all  to  themselves.  Ko- 
OF  PARLIAMEHT.**  bxbtsobt  opened  DeUte  cm  Law 
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of  Conspiraoj  in  admirable  speech.  Later  came  Lockwood,  speak- 
ing disrespeotfolly  of  '*  B."  Then  8quirb  of  Malwood,  grirding 
at  SoLicrroR-GKNERAx ;  Matthbws  followed,  with  plump  assertion 
that  Squire  had  not  been  talking  about  the  Resolution  Finally 
Charles  Rttsskll,  with  demonstration  that  '*  the  Right  Hon.  Gen- 
tleman (meaning  Matthews)  had  displayed  a  complete  misconcep- 
tion of  the  character  and  objects  of  the  Resolution."  Being  thus 
demonstrated  upon  unimpeachable  authority  that  nobody  Imew 
anything  about  the  Resolution,  House  proceeded  to  vote  upon  it. 
For,  180 ;  against,  226.  Ministerialists  cheered ;  Opposition  appa- 
rently equally  delighted.  So  home  to  bed,  everyone  determined 
first  thing  in  morning  get  hold  of  newspaper,  and  see  what  the 
Resolution  really  was  about.    Business  libne.— Miscellaneous. 

Wednesday/, — **I  wouder,"  said  Sags  op  Qttekv  Anke*s  Gate, 
curiously  regarding  Chamberlain  discoursinfr  on  the  Eight  Hours 
Bill,  '*  whom  Joe  meant  by  his  referenoe  at  Birmingham  on  Saturday 
night  to  '  the  funnv  man  of  the  House  of  Commons,' — *  A  man  who 
has  a  natural  taste  tor  buffoonery,  which  he  has  cultivated  with  great 
art,  who  has  a  hatred  of  every  Government  and  all  kinds  of  restraint, 
and  especially,  of  course. 

of  the  Government  that  s^uvAT*e\'  w^Tf^iM^f^i^i- 

happens  to  be  in  office.'  \  '*^?  ^^^  .t  ^mv-t^u^^ 

Couldn't  be  Hbweaoe,  I  ^^'^^*  "^tcMt* 

and  I  don*t  suppose  he 
had  Jesse  in  his  mind 
at  the  moment.  Pitv  a 
man  can't  make  nis 
points  dearlj.  Joe  used 
to  be  lucid  enough. 
But  he 's  falling  off  now 
in  that  as  in  ouier  mat- 
ters. Made  me  rub  my 
eyes  when  I  read  his 
remarks  about  House  of 
Lords,  and  remembered 
what  he  used  to  say  on 
subject  when  he  and  I 
ran  together.  Certainly 
JoR  is  a  man  of  cou- 
rage. There  are  topics 
he  might, 
of  past 
avoid 


Irish  Members  vociferously  cheered  when  Stanhope  read  the  pas- 
sage from  Colonel's  report.  Another  non-commissioned  officer 
a^rancing  from  the  rear,  repeated  order. 
• '  I  won't  do 't  I  "  roared  the  implacable  Private  O'Gradt. 
Once  more  the  Irish  Membm  burst  into  cheering,  whilst  a 
soldier  in  uniform  in  Strangers'  Gallery  looked  en  and  listened. 
Would  like  to  hear  his  account  of  scene  confided  to  comrades  in 
privacy  of  barrack-room. 

When  Staithope  finished  reading  report  of  officer  commanding 
battalion,  Irish  Members  leaped  to  their  feet  in  body,  each  anxious 
to  stand  shoulder  to  shoulder  with  Private  O'Gradt  defying  the 
Saxon.  NoLAK,  who  had  set  ball  rolling,  mifht  have  got  in 
first,  but  was  so  excited  as  to  be  momentarily  speechless ;  could  only 
paw  at  the  air  in  direction  of  Treasury  Bench  where  Stanhope  sat, 
Fat  O'Brien,  Arthur  O'Connor,  the  wily  Webb,  and  the  fiaooid 
Fltnn,  all  shouting  together.  But  Sexton  beat  them  all,  and  will 
duly  figure  in  Parliamentary  Report  as  Vindicator  of  Nationality,  , 
Defender  of  St.  Patrick,  and  Patron  of  Private  O'Gradt. 
'•  There 's  nothing  new  about  Ireland,"  said  Poltalloch,  talking 

the  matter  over  later 
in  the  Lobby.  "'Tis 
the  most  distressful 
country  that  ever  yet 
was  seen.  Where  they 
punish  T.  O'Gradt  For 
the  wearing  of  the 
Green." 

Business  done. — 
Small  Holdings  Bill 
read  Second  Time. 

Friday  Night. — 
House  behaved  nobly 
to-night;  Fenwicx 
brought  forward  Mo- 
tion proposing  payment 
of  Members.  House 
arbiter  of  situation: 
^i_/       ~ -^Bm   — xy^jW"  "iwi  j^  -^-ue-ep:-    ^.  ..-   ^^^  might  have  voted  itself 

■  i^f'^  ^^  ^  anything    a    year    it 

•*  *  Sapbtt  Matchss  •  FOR  LiPB.— The  following  notice  has  been  issued  by  the  Salvation  Army :  pleased.     Only  say  the 


gate. 


But""  he     gOM  ^^^»  ?T^  Victoria  fetreet  'E.t.,  and  he  wUl  moet  probably  luppiy  you  wi£  just  whit  you  want^  fl5Mk©dr"down  ^''Karge 
«»mehoaviov«aW««id«»od.'»'  numbers:    Campbeix- 


itraight  atW,  ^ -omebody  loTeable  and  good, 
ther  fence  or  ditch,  takes  them  at  a  stride  regardless  of  his  former 
self.  spliMhed  with  mud  in  the  jump,  or  smitten  with  the  horse's 
hoof.  Makes  me  quite  sentimental  when  1  sit  and  listen  to  him, 
and  recaU  days  that  are  no  more.  Mrs.  Oummidge  thinking  of  the 
Old  'Un  is  nothing  to  me  thinking  of  the  Young  Un  who  came  up 
from  Birmingham  in  1876,  and  who  from  '80  to  ^85  walked  hand  in 
hand  with  me. 

We  were  patriots  together.— Ah !  placeman  and  peer 
Are  the  patrons  wno  smile  on  your  labours  to-day ; 
And  Lords  of  the  Treasury  lustily  cheer 

WhatoTcr  you  do  and  whatever  you  say. 
Oojpocket,  my  Joseph,  as  much  as  you  wUl, 

The  times  are  quite  altered  we  very  well  know ; 
But  will  you  not,  will  you  not,  talk  to  us  still, 
As  you  talked  to  us  once  long  ago,  long  ago  ? 

We  were  patriots  together !— I  know  you  will  think 

Of  the  cobbler's  caresses,  the  coalhearer*s  cries, 
Of  the  stones  that  we  throw,  and  the  toasts  that  we  drink 

Of  our  pamphlets  and  pledges,  our  libels  and  lies ! 
When  the  truth  shall  awake,  and  the  country  and  town 

Be  heartily  weary  of  Balpocr  &  Co  , 
My  JosBPH,  hark  back  to  the  Radical  frown, 

Let  us  be  what  we  were,  long  ago,  long  ago ! " 

"Bless  me,"  I  cried,  **how  beautiful  I  I  didn't  know  that, 
among  your  many  accomplishments,  you  were  given  to  dropping 
into  poetry." 

*  *  Tut.  tut  I "  said  the  Sage  J)lushing. ' '  it  isn't  all  my  own ;  written 
years  ago  by  Mackworth  Peaed,  about  John  Cau  Hobhouse* 
I  've  only  brought  it  up  to  date." 

Business  <fon«.— Eight  Hours'  Bill  thrown  out  on  a  Division. 

TAtfrsc^y.— Private  O'Gradt,  of  the  Welsh  Fusiliers,  the  hero  of 
the  hour.  His  annals  short  and  simple.  Got  up  early  in  the 
morning  of  St.  Patrick's  Day ;  provided  himself  with  htuidf ul  of 
shamrock,  which  he  stuck  in  his  glengarry.  (Note. — O'Oradt,  an 
Irishman,  belongs  to  a  Welsh  Regiment,  and,  to  complete  the  pickle, 
wears  a  Scotch  cap.)  The  ignorant  Saxon  officer  in  command 
observing  the  patriot  muster  with  what  he,  all  unconscious  of  St. 
Patrick's  Day,  thought  was  '*a  handful  of  greens'*  in  his  cap, 
instructed  the  non-oommissioned  officer  to  order  him  to  take  it  out 

"I  won't  do't,"  said  gallant  Mvate  O^Oradt,  the  hot  Celtic 
blood  swiftly  brought  to  boiling  pitch  by  this  insult  to  St  Plitrick. 


Bannkrkan,  seated  on  Front  Opposition  Bench,  dedares  he  oould 
distinctly  hear  smacking  of  lips  of  Hon.  Membm  below  Gangway 
when  FsNWicc  observed:  he  thought  £365  a  year  would  be  reasonable 
allowance.  However  insidious  temptation  may  have  been,  it  was 
nobly  resisted.  Of  nearly  400  Members  who  took  part  in  Division, 
only  162  reached  out  their  hand  for  the  pittance,  227  lofty  souls 
going  into  other  Lobby. 
Business  (ione.~Private  Bill  Procedure  Bill  brought  in. 


VERY  ORCHID  I 

["  The  more  I  think  about  it,  the  more  I  am  convinced  that  the  life  of  a 
Peer  is  not  a  happy  one.*' — Mr,  Chamberlain,  before  the  Jewellert^  a$td 
Sihertmiths*  Association  at  Birmingham.] 

Thb  Orchid  is  a  thoughtful  plant— it  loves  the  lordly  hot-house, 
And  ^aturally  reprobates  poor  giUiflowers  as  **  pot-house  ;  " 
'Tis  noh,  exotic,  somewhat  misoellaneously  florid  ; 
The  rough  herbaceous  annuals  it  vulgar  deems,  and  horrid. 

With  all  that's  forced  and  precious  it  should  fraternise  in  reason, 
With  luscious  fruits  and  rarest  roots,  and  produce  out  of  season ; 
It  may  perhaps  at  primroses  a  condescending  hand  point ;        [point. 
It  might  be  friends  with  stocks—but  from  a  pure  oommercial  stand- 

And  yet— it  is  a  thoughtful  plant— though  such  a  growth  fastidious, 
The  proud  but  simple  strawberry  still  seems  to  it  invidious ; 
Those  ducal  leaves  thst  shine  and  twine  around  the  nation's  garden, 
It  fancies  more  delectable  than  all  the  blooms  of  Hawarden* 

This  orchid's  bosom  bleeds  to  feel  that,  while  he  flaunts  in  odour. 
The  chaplet  of  the  strawberry  should  duUer  pine  and  duller. 
That  obsoleteness,  though  delayed,  should  still  be  on  the  tapis, 
That,  pending  its  extinction,  its  existence  isn't  happy. 

0  courtly  leaves  of  strawberries,  old  England's  grace  and  glory, 
Emblazoned  o'er  the  castle-keeps  that  moulder  high  and  hoary, 
What  comfort  for  your  drooping  days,  what  balm  in  dire  dejection, 
That  yonder  orchid  spruoe  extends  nis  sholtor  and  protection. 

Bat,,  garland  sere  of  Vere  de  Vere,  wan  ornaments  of  fable. 
The  orchid  is  a  thoughtful  plant,  and  likes  a  gjnrgeoos  table  \ 
And,  should  from  out  your  coronals  one  berry  might  be  shining, 
JQs  patronage  may  snap  it  up— to  save  it  froia  declining ! 


JlOXiCi^— ii«^«6iMl  Ctfmiaaaicauou  or  Gonuibauona,  waoUutr  MA.,  tsiaimd  lUiier,  Dcawia(cs,  oc  ^isMiw  oi  aaj  duaripfci— »  wtu 
in  ao  ease  be  retnrasd,  not  •?!•  wkM  aossMpaaiad  hf  a  Staaiysd  and  Addrassod  Bavakfai  ikiwwft  <r  Wrappssi    Ts  tli' 
thare  will  be  no  aseeptiaa. 
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BOAT-RACE   DAY. 

The  Reader  wiU  kindly  imagine  that  he  has  croseed  Hammersmith 
Bridge,  and  is  being  carried  along  by  a  jostling  stream  of  sight- 
seers towards  Mortlake,  The  hanks  are  already  occupied — 
although  it  still  wants  half  an  hour  to  the  time  fixed  for  the 
start^hy  a  triple  row  of  the  more  patient  and  prudent  spectators. 
On  the  left  qf  the  txUhy  various  more  or  less  Shady  Charaoters 
have  established  tneir  ** pitches"  and  are  doing  their  best  to 
beguile  the  unsophisticated, 

JF^st  Shady  Character  (presiding  over  a  particoloured  roulette 
board  with  a  revolving  and  not  unmanageable  index).  Three  to  one 
any  oolour  jou  like  I  Fairest  game  in  the  world !  I  'm  a  backin' 
I'm  a  layin* .  . .  Pop  it  on^  you  sportsmen!  (Two  Sportsmen— a 
ooupk  of  shop-boys^** pop  tt  on,"  in  coppers,)  Taller  was  your 
ooloor — and  it  m  a  yaller  cap,  sore  enough  I  J'm  a  pajrin*  this  time. 
T^it  again!  (They  do,)  Blue's  vour  fancy  this  turn,  my  lonL 
And  green  it  is  !  Good  ode  Hireland  for  ever  I  Twenty  can  play  at 
this  game  as  well  as  one !  Don't  be  afraid  o'  yer 
luck— 'aye  another  ^o.  Red  did  you  put  your 
coppers  on  P  And  it 's  yaller  again— and  yon 
lose!  {The  Sportsmen  ^om  on  —  with  empty 
pockets,)    Fairest  game  m  the  world ! 

Second  S,  C,  (who  has  been  conducting  a  Can- 
Auction  from  a  barrow  and  egg-bo^:) 


'ell,  I  'ope  you  're  all  satisfied,  and  if  you 

ain't '(eanaui/y) — it  don't   make   no   bloomin' 

difference  to  me,  for  I'm  orf— these  premises  is 

oomin'  down  fur  alterations. 

[He  gets  off  the  barrow,  shoulders  the  egg-hox, 
and  departs  in  search  of  fresh  dupes, 
A  Vendor,  Now  all  you  who  are  fond  of  a  bit 

o'  fun  and  amusement,  jest  you  stop  and  tnreAt 

a  penny  in  this  little  irade  I  am  now  about  to 

introdooce  to  your  notice,  warranted  to  make 

yer  proficient  in  the  'ole  art  and  practice  of  Fho- 

toffraphy  in  the  small  space  of  five  secondi;  and  a 

an  —  and  I  think  you'll  agree  with  mo  aa  it 

ain't  possible  to  become  an  expert  photo^trrnpher 

at  a  smaller  expense  than  the  sum  of  one  pf  nny. 

'Ere  I  'old  in  my  'and  a  simple  little  muchinf', 

consistin'  of  a  small  sheet  of  glorss  in   n  gilt 

frame.    I've  been  vaccinated  five  'underd-nad* 

forty-one  times,  never  been  bit  by  a  mad  do^  in 

my  life,  and  all  these  articles  nave 

been    thorouj^hly    fumigated    before 

leaving  the  factory,  therefore  you'll 

agree  with  me  you  needn't  be  afraid 

o'  catchin'  the  Inflooenza.    They  tell 

me  it 's  nearly  died  out  now — and  no 

wonder,  with  everythink  a  cure  for  it 

— but  tids  article  is  a  certain  remedy. 

All  you've  got  to  do  is  to  bite  off  a 

comer  of  the  glorss,  takin'  care  to  be 

near  a  pubUc  'ouse  at  the  time,  chew 

the  glorss  into  small  fragments,  enter 

the  public  'ouse,  call  for  a  pot  o'  four 

ale,  and  drink  itorf  quick.    It  ope- 
rates in  this  way— the  minoot  portions 

of  the  glorss  git  between  the  jaws 

of  the  microbe,  preventin'  'im  from 

dosin'  'is  moutn,  and  thereby  enablin' 

you  to  suffocate  'im  with  the  four  ale. 

allow  me  to  show  you  how  this  Uttie  invention  takes  a  photographi 

Sir?  kindly  'old  it  in  your  'and,  breathe  on  it,  and  look  steadily  on 

the  plate  for  the  space  of  a  few  seconds.    (AU  of  which  the  Reader, 

being  the  soul  of  courtesy,  obligingly  does—and  is  immediately  r«- 

warded  by  observing  the  outline  of  a  donk^^s  head  produced  upon 

the  glass,)    Now  if  you  *11  'and  that  round.  Sir,  to  allow  the  company 

to  judge  whether  it  ain't  a  correct  likeness 

[But  here  the  Reader  will  probably  prefer  to  pass  on. 
Third  S,   C,  (who  is  crouehing  on  ground  by  a  tin  case,  half 

covered  with  a  rvg,  and  yelling),  Ow-ow-ow-ow !  . .  .  Come  an'  see 

the  wonderful  little  poi>sv-wopsy  Marmoseet.  what  kin  tork  five 

lengwidges,  walk  round,  snake  'ands.  tell  yer  'is  buthday,  'is  per- 

oise  age,  and  where  he  was  keptured ! 

[Crowd  collects  to  inspect  this  zoological  phenomenon^  which — as 
soon  as  an  inconvenient  Constahle  is  out  of  hearing — reveals 
itself  as  an  illicit  lottery.  Speculators  purchase  numbered 
tkUets  freely :  baUs  are  shaken  up  in  this  tin  box—and  the 
nopsy-tcopsy  invariably  gets  distinctly  the  best  of  it. 
Fourth  S,  C.  (an  extremely  tUsreputable-looking  old  genti&man, 

with  a  cunningly  curled  piece  of  tape  on  a  board).  '£re.  I'm  ole 

BfLLT  Fairplat,  Jam!    Come  an'  try  yer  fortins  at  little  'Ide  an' 

fund  1    Arf  a  crown  yer  don't  prick  the  middle  o^  this  bit  o'  tape. 


" I'm  ols  Billy  Fairplay,  Jsm I " 
(To  the  Reader.)    Will  you 


Bet  arf  a  orown,  to  win  five  shillin's  I  [A  sehoel-hoy  sees  his  way  to 
doubling  his  last  tip,  and  speculates.)  Wrong  agin,  my  boy  I  It 's 
old  BiLLT  Fajxplay's  luck— for  once  in  a  way  I 

[The  School-boy  departs,  saddened  by  this  most  unexpected 
result. 
Fifth  S,  C.  (  a  fat,  faxr  man,  with  an  impudeid  frog-foGe,  who  is 
trying  desperately  hard  to  take  in  a  sceptical  crowd  wUh  the  too 
familiar  purse- trick).  Now  look  'ere,  I  don't  mind  tellin'  yer  all, 
fair  an'  frank,  I  'm  'ere  to  get  a  bit,  if  I  can ;  but,  if  you  kin  ketch 
me  on  my  merits,  why,  /  shan't  grumble— I'll  promise  yer  that 
much!  Well,  now— (to  a  stolid  and  respectable  young  Clerk)— fet^ 
to  show  you  don't  know  me,  and  I  don't  know  yeu—{he  throws  three 
half-croums  into  the  purse).  There,  'old  thai  for  me.  Shut  it. 
(The  Clerk  does  so.  grinning,)  Thank  you— you're  a  gentleman, 
though  you  mayn't  look  like  it— but  perhaps  you  're  one  in  disguise. 
Now  gimme  'arf  a  crown  for  it.  Ter  won't?  ^n^  one  gimme 
arf  a  crown  for  it?  Why— (fm»nn/aW«  lmiaumge)—d  ever  I  see 
sech  a  blanky  lot  o'  mu^  in  my  life  I  'Ere,  I'll  tir  yer  once  more ! 
(He  does,)  Now  oo'll  gimme  an  a  crown  for  it  f  (To  m  Oenteel  On- 
looker, with  mn  eyeglass,  who  has  made  an  audible 
comment,)  '*  See  'ow  it 's  done  I "  So  yer  orter. 
with  a  guuner's  shop  where  yer  eye  orter  be  I 
Well,  itanyone  had  'a told  me  I  should  stand 
'ere,  on  Boat-Raoe  Day  too,  orferin'  six  bob 
for  arf  a  crown,  and  no  one  with  the  ordinary 
pluck  an'  straightforwardness  to  take  me  at  my 
word,  I  'd  have  suspected  that  man  of  tellin'  me 
a  untruth!  (To  m  simple-looking  spect4Uor,) 
Will  you  'old  this  purse  for  mer  Yer  willr 
Well,  I  like  the  manly  way  yer  speak  up !  (Here 
the  Gent.  Onl.,  observing  a  seedy  man  slinking 
about  outside,  warns  the  company  to  ^^rnind 
their  j9ockets*^—whieh  excites  the  Furse-seller'i 
fust  indignation.)  "Ere!— (to  the  G.  0.)— you 
take  your  'ook !  I  've  'ad  enough  o'  you,  I  'ave. 
You're  a  bloomin'  sight  too  omdous,  vou  are ! 
Not  much  in  your  pockets  to  mind— ^oent  the 
key  o'  the  street,  ana  a  ticket  o'  leave,  I  'U  lay  I 
If  you  cam't  beyave  as  a  Gentleman  among 
GenUemen,  go  'ome  to  where  you  'ad  your  'air 
cut  kst— to  Pentonville!  (The  G.  0.  retires,) 
There,  we  shall  get  alonff  better  without  *im, 
'Ow  long  are  you  goin'  to  xeep  me  'ere  P  Upon 
my  word  an'  honour,  it's  enough  to  sicken  a 
man  to  see  what  the  world 's  come  to ! .  Where 's 
y^  courage  ?  Where 's  yer  own  commen  sense  f 
Where 's  your  faith  in  'umin  nature  f  What  do 
yer  expect  ?  (Scathingly.)  Want  me  to  wrop  it 
op  in  a  porcel,  and  send  it  'ome  for  yer  f  Is 
that  what  yer  waitin'f or !  Dammy,  if  this  goes 
on,  I  shall  git  wild,  and  take  and  give  the 
bloomin'  purse  a  bath!  (The  Simple  Spectator 
feels  in  his  pockets— evidently  for  m  half-crown.) 
'Ere,  you  look  more  intelligent  than  the  rest — 
I'll  tiy  yer  jest  this  once.    Jest  to  show  yer 

don't  know  me,  and (Shouts  of  They  're 

of*  They  We  coming!"  from  the  bank;  the 
Furse-seller's  audience  suddenly  melts  away, 
leaving  him  alone  with  the  Seedy  Slinker.)  'Ere, 
J  DC,  we  may  as  well  turn  it  up.  'Ere  come 
them  blanky  boats ! 

A  Juvenile  Plunger  (unth  rather  a  eompheated 
book  on  the  event).  If  Oxford  wins,  I  've  got  ter 
git  a  penny  out  of  'im,  and  if  Kimeoridge  wins,  you  've  got  ter  git 
a  penny  outer  me  ! 

Croiod  (as  the  Crews  flash  by).  Go  it.  Oxford !  Ox— ford !  No, 
Eimebridge  I  Well  rowed,  Kimebridge  I  . .  .  Oxford  wins !  No,  it 
don't.  I'll  lay  it  don't!  Splendid  rycin'.  Which  on  'em  was 
Oxford  ?  The  inside  one.  No,  it  wwn't— they  was  outside.  Well, 
Oxford  was  leading  anjrway!  . .  .  There,  that^s  all  over  till  next 
year !  Not  much  to  come  out  for,  either— on'v  just  see  'em  for 
a  second  or  so.  Oh,  I  come  out  for  the  lark  of  it,  /do  . .  .  There 
goes  the  pidgins  orf  . . .  We  shan't  be  long  knowin'  now  . . .  'Ere 's 
the  Press  Boat  comin'  back .  .  .  There,  wot  did  I  teU  yer.  now  P 
Well,  they  didn't  orter  ha'  won,  that 's  all— the  others  was  the  best 
crew  . .  .  'Ere  they  are,  all  together  on  the  launch,  d'ye  see  P  Seem 
friendly  enough,  too,  considerm',  torkin'  to  each  other  and  alL  Lor, 
they  wouldn't  bear  no  malice  now  it 's  over ! 

[Crowd  disperse,  and  patronise  '*  Popsy  Wopsy,"  the  Roulette, 
Ole  Buly  Fairplay,  j-c,  ^c,  with  renewed  zest. 


Mrs.  Raxsboth^m  is  staying  with  her  niece  in  the  country. 
She  is  much  delighted  with  the  rich  colour  oi  the  spring  bulbs, 
and  says  she  at  last  understaiidfl  the  meaning  of  "as  rich  as 
Chwms.^' 


VOL  on. 


170 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


[April  9,  1892. 


WILLIAM   THE   WHALER,   AND   HIS    GREAT   LONE   WHALING    EXPEDITION. 

MoDEBN  Imperial  German  Version.    (By  Bizzy  the  Pilot.  )^ 
["  The  arrangementi  for  the  German  £mperor*8  Whale-hunting  excursion  have  been  made.'* — Ths  Timei,] 


'TwAS  arter  he  'd  got  rid  o*  Me, 
Brave  boys . 
When  Wnx-i-Au'.he  did  sa-a-a-ail, 
In  a  bit  of  a  boat 
Which  would  soaroely  float, 
And  he  went  for  to  oatoh  a  Whale, 

Brayeboysl 
All  alone  for  to  eatoh  a  Whale. 


His  Sire  and  his  Grandsire  trusted  Me, 

Brave  boys  I 
Who  was  never  known  for  to  f a-a-a-il ; 
But  hs  thought  he  knew 
More  than  Cap'en  and  orew. 
In  the  matter  o'  catching  a  Whale, 

Brave  boys  I 
In  the  matter  o'  catching  a  Whale. 


He  'd  inwented  a  new  harpoon. 
Brave  boys 
As  was  shaped  on  a  whoppin^^ish  soa-a-a-le 
And  he  thought  with  delight, 
(The  **  magnanimous  "  mite  1 
He  was  ffoing  to  catch  that  Whale,      1^ 

Brave  boys  1         ^ 
He  made  cocksure  o'  catching  that  Whalel 
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There  were  seyeral  Whales  about, 

Brave  boys ! 
Here  and  there  a  twitching:  a  ta-a-a-il ; 
And  he  thinks,  thinks  he, 
*'X  will  oatoh  all  three. 
But  pertikler  that  big  black  Whale, 

Brave  boys  I 
Most  pertikler  that  big  black  Whale." 

Enraptured  with  his  bit  of  a  boat, 

Brave  boys ! 
He  set  forth  to  sea  in  a  g-a-a-a-le ; 
Which  was  altogether 
The  wrong  sort  o*weather 
For  a  novice  to  capture  a  Whale, 

Brave  boys! 
A  mere  nipper  for  to  capture  a  Whale. 

I  gives  him  the  best  of  adwice, 
Brave  boys ! 
For  I  knowed  he  was  bound  for  to  f a-a-a-il ; 
But  he  ups,  and  he  offs, 
And  he  snubs  me,  and  he  scoffs 
At  the  notion  of  a-missing  that  Whale, 

Brave  Doys  I 
The  mere  notion  of  mt  catching  that  Whale. 

And  he  bobbles  about  on  the  waves. 

Brave  boys  I 
And  his  stout  heart  doth  not  qua-a-a-aii ; 
He 's  a  foolish  little  chuck. 
But  he 's  got  a  lot  o'  pluck. 
Still,  he  will  not  catch  that  Whale, 

Brave  bovs  I 
He  ain't  going  for  to  catch  that  Whale. 

There  was   three  whopping  Whales  in  the 
ofiSng, 

Brave  boys !  ^ 
And  them  he  did  loudly  h-a-a-ail ; 
But  to  such  a  voice  as  his'n 
Thev  wom't  a-ffoinff  to  listen. 
Especially  that  big  black  Whale, 

Brave  boys  I 
Most  especially  that  big  blade  Whale. 

He  crept  up  with  his  big  harpoon. 

Brave  bovs ! 
That  monster  to  impa-a-a-ale. 
And  stubbornly  he  kep'  on 
A  hurling  of  his  weapon. 
Till  he  managed  to  hit  that  Whale, 

Brave  boys  I 
He  managed  to  prick  that  Whale. 

Then  he  thought  he  'd  done  a  mighty  clever 
thing. 

Brave  boys ! 
But  the  Whale  gave  a  fhwisk!  with   his 
ta-a-a-ai^ 
And  then  vanished  from  his  view, 
With  the  harpoon  wot  he  threw^ 
And  WiLL-i-AK  nearly  followed  that  Whale, 

Brave  boys ! 
Wos  werry  near  to  following  that  Whale : 

Then  Will-i-ax  the  Whaler  looked  dum- 
foozled, 

Brave  boys ! 
And  I  sings  out— a  being  within  ha-a-a-il— 
*'  I  torn  you,  noble  Cap'en, 
Exactly  wot  would  happen  I " 
So— he  didn't  catch  that  Whale, 
Brave  b^! 
No — he  never  caught  that  Whale  / 

*'Naicx8  and  their  Meaiowg."— J  propoi 
of  some  correspondence  in  the  Morning  Post 
under  the  above  heading,  we  would  ask.  Why 
not  make  the  Second  Chief  Commissioner  for 
the  Behring  Straits  Difficulty,  Mr.  Sbale 
Hatns,  M.F.,  with  Lord  Sat  akd  Sels  to 
speak  on  the  subject,  and  then  sign  the  official 
doooments  ? 

Mb8.  E.  has  heard  much  lately  about  the 

*'  Sandringham  Stud  "  and  the  "  St.  Andrews 

links,"  both  of  which,  she  understands,  are 

very  large.  She  can't  make  out  how  gentlemen 

I  preler  them  to  nice,  neat  little  shirt-buttons ! 


A    BROTHER   PASTELLIST. 

[Metars.  Govpil  admit  Artists  and  Students  free  to  Mr.  Whistlb&'s  Exhibition.] 

GcUekoiper  {flopping  squalid  Stranger),  •*  Now  THEN,  WHAT  DO  YOU  want  ? " 
S.  S,  ''Comb  to  skb  Jimkt's  Show."       Gatekeeper,  *'Onb  Shilling,  please  1" 
S,  S,  "Not  me  1    I  'm  a  Artist— cobner  o*  Baker  Street— chalks.    Le'ihie  thbouoh  ! " 

[Chmdeedl 


'*  Signs"  of  the  Times. 

[''He  was  brought  up  to  speak  in  the  ante- 
stumping  &nJ*^LordBo9ehery  on  Lord  QranvxlU^ 

Tou  do  well,  my  dear  Lord,  to  spread  G&ak- 

tille's  renown. 
Knightly,  loyal,  and  courteous  to  monarch  or 

clown, 
He  had  pluck,  and  swift  speech,  though  no 

mere  Party  Pump. 
To  our  late  plattorm  leyel  he  hardly  worked 

down; 
But  the  popular  sign  of  hie  day  was  *'  The 

Crown." 
Of  owe  'tis  "  The  Magpie  and  Stump." 

A  PBOPHECT  AS  TO  THE  U.  B.  R. 

When  the  Eights  are  reaching  Chiswickf 
One  will  giye  the  other  physic 


Two  Dbomios.— One  day  last  week  at  High- 
gate,  a  certain  or  uncertain  William  Pea, 
horsedealer,  was  summoned  by  the  PoUoe  for 
furious  driying.  The  Police  Knew  him  well 
by  sight,  but  not  well  enough,  as  he  clearly 
proved  what  Mr.  Welter  Senior  called  "a 
alleybi."  Eyidently  Mr.  Pea  has  a  double, 
and  *'  as  like  as  two  Teas  "  is  peculiarly  appli- 
cable in  this  case.  For  if  the  other  one  isn't 
a  Pea,  he  has  been  taken  for  one  by  the 
Pee-lers.      

Question  of  Polttsness.— Except  in  the 
case  of  a  man*s  father  haying  been  "a  big 
gun"  at  any  time,  to  call  anyone  *'a  Son 
of  a  Chin,"  has  hitherto  been  considered  a 


gross 


insult.     Is 


it  equally  insulting 
roeak  of  a  Lady  as  ''a  Daughter  of 
CMJonP^'Digitized  by  VjUOVR        | 
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AN   EMPTY  TRIUMPH. 

(A  Story  qf  Show  Sunday. ) 

It  'was  Show  Snndajr ;  loren  of  Art  were  streaming  in  and  put  of 
ererr  Studio  they  could  hunt  up,  fired  with  a  laudable  ambition  to 
break  the  reoord  by  the  number  they  yisited  in  the  hours  between 
luncheon  and  dusk. 

The  residence  of  so  rising  a  painter  as  TnrroBETTO  Tickles  was 
naturally  a  place  in  which  no  person  of  any  self-respect  would 

neglect  to  be  seen ;  and  on  this 
particular  afternoon  the  en- 
trance-hall, sitting-rooms,  and 
studio  were  simply  choked  with 
an  eager  throng  of  friends, 
acquaintances,  and  utter 
strangers ;  for  Tintoretto's 
laTish  hospitality  was  well 
known,  and  no  expense  had 
been  spared  to  give  his  ^ests 
as  favourable  an  impression  of 
his  talent  as  possible.  A  couple 
of  knights,  clad  in  complete 
steel — the  local  greengrocer 
and  an  Italian  model— took  the  guests'  hats,  and  announced  their 
names;  there  were  daffodils  and  azaleas  in  inrofusion;  the  Red 
Roumanians  performed  national  airs  in  the  studio-gallery ;  Italian 
mandolinists  sang  and  strummed  on  the  staircase,^  and,  in  the 
dining-room^  trim  maid-serrants,  in  becoming  white  caps  and 
streamers,  dispensed  coffee,  claret-cup,  and  ices  to  a  swarm  of  well- 
conducted  social  locusts. 

Just  outside  his  painting-room  stood  TnnoRSTTO  Tickler,  at  the 
receipt  of  compliment,  which  was  abundantly  and  cheerfully  paid. 
Indeed,  the  torrent  of  congratulation  and  delicately-expressed 
eulogy  was  almost  orerwheuning.  One  loTely  and  enthusiastic 
person  told  him  that  the  si^ht  of  his  ^^Druad  DiHurbing  a  Beanfeast " 
had  just  marked  an  epoch  in  her  mental  deyelopment,  and  that  she 
considered  it  quite  the  supreme  achieyement  of  the  Art  of  the 
Century.  A  ponderous  man  in  spectacles,  whom  Tickler  had  no 
recollection  of  haying  eyer  met  before  in  his  Ufe,  encouraged  him  by 
his  solemn  assurance  that  his  *'  Jewe  Sitting  in  a  Dentisfe  Waitinf- 
roam^  in  the  reign  of  King  John,**  was  perfectly  maryellous  in  its 
realism  and  historical  accuracy,  and  ^t  it  ought  to  become  the 
property  of  the  Nation;  while  an  elderly  lady,  in  furs  and  a 
crimped  front,  declared  that  the  pathos  of  his  nursery  subject— a 
child  eadeayouring  to  induce  a  mechanical  rabbit  to  share  its  oread- 
and-milk— was  sending  her  home  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  Some 
talked  learnedly  of  nis  "  yalues."  his  '*  atmosphere,"  and  the 
subtlety  of  his  modelling ;  all  agreed  that  he  had  surpassed  himself 
and  eyery  Uying  artist  by  his  last  year's  work,  and  no  one  made  any 
mistake  about  the  nature  of  his  subjects,  perhaps  because— in  con- 
sideration for  the  necessities  of  the  British  Art-patron~they  had 
been  fully  announced  and  described  in  the  artistic  notes  of  seyeral 
Sunday  papers. 

When  tney  got  outside,  it  is  true,  their  enthusiasm  slightly 
eyaporated;  Tickler  was  going  off.  he  was  repeating  himself,  he 
haa  nothing  that  was  likely  to  produce  a  sensation  this  year,  and 
most  of  his  pictures  would  probably  neyer  be  seen  again. 

As,  howeyer,  these  last  remarks  were  not  made  in  Tiivtoretto's 
presence,  it  might  haye  been  thought  that  the  unmistakable 
eyidences  of  his  success  which  he  did  hear  would  haye  rendered  him 
a  proud  and  happy  painter, — but  if  he  was,  aU  that  can  be  said  was 
that  he  certainly  did  not  look  it.  He  accepted  the  most  effusiye 
tributes  with  the  same  ghastly  and  conyentional  smile;  from 
fbminine  glances  of  unutterable  gratitude  and  admiration  he  turned 
away  with  an  inarticulate  mumble  and  an  ayerted  eye ;  at  times  he 
almost  seemed  to  be  suppressing  a  squirm.  If  expression  is  any 
index  to  the  thoughts,  he  was  neither  grateful  nor  gratified,  and 
distinctly  uncomfortable. 

A  painter-friend  of  his,  who  had  been  patiently  watching  his 
opportunity  to  get  a  word  with  him  as  he  stood  there  excha^^ing 
handshakes,  managed  at  last  to  get  near  enough  for  conyersation. 
'*  Very  gmd  to  find  there 's  no  truth  in  it  I  "  he  began,  cordially. 
*'  No  truth  in  tohat  /  "  said  Tickler,  a  little  snappishly,  for  he 
was  getting  extremely  fractious,  **  the  compliments  "  r 

"  No,  no,  my  dear  boy.  I  mean  in  what  a  fellow  told  me  outside 
just  now— that  some  burglars  broke  into  your  studio  last  night,  and 
carried  off  all  your  canyassea— a  lie,  of  course  I  " 

•*0h,  thatf*  said  Tickler,  *' that's  true 'enough— they  left 
nothing  behind  'em  but  the  beastly  frames  I " 

"  Then  what  on  earth ?  "  began  tiie  other,  in  perplexity,  for 

another  group  was  just  coming  up,  beaming  with  an  ecstasy  that 
demanded  the  relief  of  instant  expression. 

**  Well— er— fact  is,"  explained  poor  Tickler,  in  an  undertone, 
"  I  did  think  of  shutting  the  studio  up  and  getting  away  somewhere 
—but  my  wife  wouldn't  hear  of  it,  you  know ;  said  it  would  be  such 


a  pity  to  haye  had  all  the  expense  and  trouble  for  nothing,  and 
didn't  belieye  the  mere  absence  of  pictures  would  make  any  particular 
difference.  And— er— I  'm  bound  to  say  that,  as  you  can  see  for 
yourself,  it  Aosn'e/" 

And,  eyen  as  he  spoke,  he  had  to  resign  himself  once  more  to  a 
farewell  burst  of  positiyely  fulsome  appreciation. 


THE  KING  AND  THE  CLOWN. 

EiKo  Herbert  Caicfbell  the  First,  and  Harrt  Patite,  the 
Clown,  were  sitting  together,  quaffing,  after  hours,  and  when  work 
was  done,  just  as  in  the  good  old  times  was  the  wont  of  The  King 
and  the  Cobbler,  or  The  King  and  the  Miller.  To  them  entered  a 
Constable,  intent  on  duty,  and  no  respecter  of  persons.  Often  had 
he  seen  the  Clown  maltreat  a  policeman  on  the  stage,  nay,  had  seen 
him  unstuff  him,  cut  his  head  off.  and  blow  him  limb  from  limb  from 
a  gun,  and  then  put  him  together  again ;  the  only  mistake  being 
that  the  unfortunate  official's  head  was  turned  the  wrong  way.  8o 
this  Constable,  too,  looking  backwards,  as  had  done  the  poor  panto« 
mimic  policeman,  remembered  all  the  slights,  insults,  and  injuries, 
publicly  inflicted  on  his  cloth  for  many  years,  and  now  rejoiced 
—Ha !  ha ! — at  last  at  haying  the  Clown,  the  original  Jost,  nay, 
the  last  of  the  Joets,  in  his  grasp. 

Poor  Kino  Herbert  the  Merry  Monarch  the  Constable  pitied, 
but  still  **  constabulary  duty  must  be  done,"  as  ho  had  heard  sung ; 


Paynful  Prooekdinos  ;  or,  After  the  Paxtohimb  's  oyER. 

[See  Timet  Report,  Friday  last,  April  1st,  "  All  Foola'  Day."] 

and  remembering  that  my  Lord  Chief  Justice,  in  days  gone  by,  had 
sent  off  the  Heir  Apparent  to  prison^  now  he  the  Constable^  in  ^e 
name  of  iJbe  Law.  would  hale  Kinq  Herbert  before  the  Magistrate. 
So  King  and  Clown  were  had  up  accordingly.  Did  the  Clown 
whimper,  and  cry,  **  Oh,  please.  Sir,  it  wasn't  me.  Sir;  it  was  t'other 
boy,  Sir ! "  and  did  the  good  King  prepare  to  meet  his  fate  like  a 
man  ?  and  was  he  ready  to  put  his  head  cheerfully  on  the  wig-block 
and  declare  with  his  latest  breath  (up  to  12 '55  P.H.)that  in  his 
closing  hours  he  died  for  the  benefit  of  the  Public  ?  We  know  not 
— except  that  both  delinquents  were  let  off— like  squibs — and  Mine 
Host,  the  Boniface,  had  to  pay  all  the  fines.  He  at  all  eyents  had  a 
Fine  old  time  of  it !  Sie  transit !  So  fitly  ends  the  long  run  of  a 
good  Pantomime.    Finis  coronat  opus  ! 


The  Volunteer  Review  at  Dover. 

General  Idea  of  Officers  in  Command.—To  make  as  few  mistakes 
as  possible  in  handling  some  thousands  of  imperfectly-drilled  and 
entirely  undisciplined  bodies  of  men. 

The  same  of  the  Rank  and  File.— -To  spend  an  annual  holiday  in 
marching  and  counter-marching,  and  then,  after  thirty  miles  of 
moying  oyer  a  heayy  country,  to  return  to  London  dead  beat. 


Effectivrly  SETTLDro  It.— A  "par"  in  the  BaUff  Telegraph 
last  Friday  informed  us  that  **  The  Bishop  of  Exeter  administered, 
yesterday,  the  rite  of  confirmation  to  thirty-eight  jNitients  of  the 
Western  Counties'  Idiot  Asylum  at  Starcross.  This  is  the  first  time 
such  a  rite  has  been  oonferred  upon  inmates  of  this  institution." 
Very  hard  on  these  inmates,  as.  preyious  to  the  ceremony  there 


might  haye  been  some  hope  of  their  reooyery :  but  now  tiiey  have 
*'      '^         Digitized  by  VJOO^Lt: 


become  **  confirmed  idiots.'^ 
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ODE  TO  A  GIRAITB. 

(On  hearing  that  the  Solitary  Specimen  at  the  Zoo 
had  iust  died, ) 

So  Death  Las  paid  the  Zoo  a  call, 

And  olaimed  you  for  his  own, 
Who  *'  neck  or  nothing ''  had  been  left 

To  bloom — and  die — alone. 
From  far  I  gazed  into  your  face, 

I  did  not  Ibiow  your  name. 
You  looked  uncomfortable,  but 

I  loyed  you  all  the  same. 

Your  neck  was  just  a 

trifle  long, 
I   think   you   must 

confess. 
IVe  often  thought  if, 

as  a  fact. 
You  could  nave  done 

with  less. 

But  we  must  take  you 

allinall,        [pain 

And  so  I  hear  with 

That  probably  we  shaU. 

not  look 
Upon  your  like  again. 

I  could  have  spared  a  buffalo 

Or  elephant  with  ease, 
An  armadillo^  or  a  bear, 

A  dozen  chimpanzees. 
When  Jumho  left  for  foreign  skies, 

I  did  not  shed  a  tear, 
For  though  his  Alice  mourned  his  loss, 

I  knew  that  you  were  here. 

You  've  gone  to  heaven,  if  that's  where 
The  good  giraffes  all  go. 


I  wonder  if  you  '11  ever  see 
What  happens  down  below. 

I  hope,  for  your  own  comfort,  not. 
But,  if  you  ever  do. 

Please  recognise  me  as  the  Man 
Who  sadly  haunts  the  Zoo. 


THE  POET  Ain)  THE  SONGS. 

I  HAD  a  thought,  a  dainty  thought, 

A  quaint  and  cunning  fancy, 
I  said,  **  A  theme  with  numour  fraught 

Within  my  grasp  I  can  see. 
This  thought  will  work  into  a  set 

Of  verses  fit  for  singing.'' 
A  voice  rasped,  **  Oh.  a  deal  o'  wet ! " 

And  off  that  thought  went  winging. 

And  once  again 
that  thought 
returned, 
With    yet 
more  bright- 
ness on  it — 
This  time  with 
the  desire  I 
burned 
'  To  weave  it 
in  a  sonnet, 
rd  get  an  artist 
chum  to  do 
The  subject  in  a  rare  cut. 
Alas  I  before  'twas  grasped  it  flew. 
Alarmed  by,  **  Git  yer  'air  cut  I  *' 

I  strayed  in  silent  solitude 

That  lost  thought  to  recover. 
And,  as  my  journey  I  pursued, 

'Twould  still  arouna  me  hover. 


Almost  I  grasped,  one  fatal  day. 
That  fancy,  quaint  and  clever, 

A  cad  shrieked,  **  Tara-boom-de-ay  I " 
And  off  it  flew— for  ever  I 


Thinpi 
orb: 


SUNDAY  OBSEEVANCE. 

What  a  shocking  state  of  things. 
Oh,  my  goodness,  Mrs.  Gruitdt  < 

There 's  a  man  that  plays  and  six 
In  a  Blackpool  haU  on  Sunday 

Oh,    what   wicked- 
ness, oh,  dear  I 
Sunday  » music ! 
What  a  scandal  I 
Folks  might  even  go 
and  hear 

s  bv  Hatdk 
or  by  Hakdsl  I 

Rush  and  find  some 

obsolete 
Act   of   wise   and 

^ious  Georges, 
Which  will  help  us 

to  defeat 
Such     abominable 
orgies ! 

But  here 's  worse  news,  I  declare ; 

Gracious  patience,  Mrs.  Grukdt  I 
Eastbourne  people  cannot  bear 

Nice  Salvation  bands  on  Sunday ! 

Acts,  not  words,  again  we  need. 
Just  to  show  them  they  are  silly. 

Sunday  Music  stopped  ?  Indeed, 
They  must  like  it,  willy  nilly  I 


THEATRES  AND  MUSIC  HALLS  COMMISSION. 

{A  MatvnU,  by  Our  Own  Reporter,) 

Is  reply  to  Mr.  Woodall,  Mr.  J.  L.  Tools  said  he  was  happy  to 
come  there.  Name  is  John  Lawrence  TooLKf  Yes.  **  Jack  with 
my  familiars," — hem !— Shakspearb.  Beinj;  in  Witness-box,— Jack 
in  the  Box.  What  he  would  take  f  Nothing,  tiianks,  not  even  his 
oath.  He  was  quite  prepared  to  kiss  the  book— in  the  absence  of 
the  belle.  Little  joke  that— has  heard  of  *'bell,  book,  and  candle.'' 
Couldn't  bring  the  candle  in, — ^would  if  he  could,  though,  just  to 
—ahem!— make  it  a  light  entertainment  Would  they  excuse  his 
glove  ?  What  did  they  want  to  know  ? 
Jfliether  the  sanitary  arrangements 
at  his  Theatre  were  goodt  Kather — 
he  could  only  say  they  were  "fust- 
rate."  A  1,  in  fact,  like  the  per- 
formance. The  house  held  over  two 
thousand  pounds,  and  was  crowded 
nightly  to  see  Walker^  London,  Did 
he  consider  the  structure  safe  f  Of 
course  he  did— safe  as  Housesr— that 
is,  safe  as  his  houses  for  Wtdker, 
London  were  going  to  be  for  the  next 
three  years  and  a  half,  when  his 
tenancy  would  expire,  and  he  should 
then  be  in  the  Army.  Did  the  Com^ 
mittee  want  to  know  how  it  was  that 
he  would  he  in  the  Army  t  He  'd  tell 
them ;  because,  when  he  gave  up  that 
Theatre,  he  would  be  a  **  Left  Tenant." 
Not  bad  that,  for  a  beginner.  We  're 
a  getting  on,  we  are.  As  to  ventila- 
tion—well,  he  couldn't  have  too  much 
ventilation  for  Walker,  London.  He 
should  like  it  aired  everywhere.  Then  the  Committee  mxght  take  it 
that  he  was  satisfied  with  the  structure  f  Well— if  thev  put  it  in 
that  way — yes — he  thought  the  structure  a  bit  faulty— out  what,'s 
the  odds  as  long  as  the  public  like  the  piece  ?  He  didn't  consider 
Walker,  London,  a  model  of  dramatic  eonstruction,  but  he  looked 
upon  the  House  Boat  built  on  the  stage  as  quite>  a  model  of  oonstruo- 
tuni ;  the  end  of  the  piece  was  a  bit  hazy,  and  he  didn't  yet  know  why 
everybody  allowed  him  to  go  off  with  the  punt,  which  they  wouldn't 
get  back,  unless  his  friend,  Mr.  Shxltoit,  who  was  splendidly  made 
up  as  a  riverside  boatman,  brought  it  back,  and,  begginf  the  Com- 
mittee's pardon  if  they  'd  excuse  Lis  glove,  he  couldn't  tell;  not  that 
it  was  a  secret,  because  the  clever  author,  a  very  nice  retiring  chap 


called  Barrie,  hadn't  confided  it  to  him, — ^but— what  was  he  saving  P 
— oh,  yes— he  couldn't  tell  how  it  was  all  the  characters  on  board 
didn't  see  Eliza  Johksoiv^  as  Sarah  in  the  punt.  But  as  Walker 
says,  '*  Oh,  that 's  nothing !  that 's  nothing ! "  The  Chairman  wished 
to  know  if  there  is  an  egress  at  the  back  of  the  Theatre  t  He 
(Mr.  Toole)  did  not  remember  ever  having  seen  a  negress  there. 


There  were  two  beautiful  young  ladies— Miss  Irene  YAirBRrGH  and 
LL— now  playinir,  and,  he  might  say  it  who  shouldn't, 
jyin  WaUcer,  London,   The  Chairman  didnH  mean 


Miss  Mart  Aitsill— nowplayi 
playing  charminglv  in  Walker, 

that.  No  P  But  ne  (Mr.  Toole)  did,  and  he  might  add,  though  *'it 
was  nothing,  a  mere  nothing,''  that  the  performance  of  his  three 
young  men— Mr.  0.  M.  Low^B,  as  the  sensible  lover ;  Mr.  Setmour 

Hicks,  as  the  young  medical  student ; 
and  Mr.  Cecil  Ramsey,  as  **  W.  G.," 
a  youthful  athlete,  was  admirable. 
They  were  all  in  Walker,  London,  In 
rtply  to  Mr.  T.  H.  Bolton,  who  wished 
to  know  if  the  Witness  considered  his 
Theatre  a  substantial  edifice^  Mr.  TooLE 
said  that  he  certainly  did,  because, 
you  see,  the  Theatre  would  never  go 
to  pieces  as  long  as  the  pieoes  went  to 
the  Theatre,  and  as  long  as  it  was 
supported  by  the  public.  Have  I  any 
complaint  f  Nothing  to  speak  of, 
except  a  touch  of  gout.  Oh,  beg 
pardon,  you  meant  complaint  as  to 
the  Theatre  f  Oh,  no,  except  it 's  not 
large  enough  to  hold  the  millions  who 
can't  be  crammed  in  nightly.  Has 
an  excellent  Acting  Manager  in  Mr. 
Georoe  Lee,  and  as  to  fnend  Bil- 
linoton'b  stage-management  of  the 
House  Boat  (the  scene,  he  might  say, 
was  painted  by  Mr.  Harxsr,  a  name 
not  unknown  at  the  Mansion  House),  it  is  the  best  thing  of  the  sort 
ever  done.  Any  evening  that  Mr.  Pluvkst,  Mr.  Woodall,  or  Mr. 
Bolton,  or  any  other  of  tiie  Honourable  Gentlemen  would  like  to 
look  in  and  see  Walker,  London,  they  have  only  to  send  to  the  Box 
Office,  or  any  of  the  Libraries,  and  book  in  advance— he  couldn't 
say  fairer  tlian  that— because  it  was  advice  that  he  always  gave  to 
"  Friend  Irvino,"  and  which  he  had  adopted.  No  more  P  Hope  he 
doesn't  intrude.  Would  the  Committee  excuse  his  glove  P  Yes  P 
Then,  remember,  Walker,  London, 

Mr.  J.  L.  Toole  then  hurried  out.  After  his  departure  it  was 
found  that  all  the  spectators  had  on  their  backs  adhesive  labels 
advertising  Walker,  London, 


^S^^'    large  < 
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A  WARNING. 

Archie  {to  his  Sister,  who  has  hem  reading  him  Fairy  Take),  "Won't  there  be  a  lot  of  Us,  if  none  of  us  go  akd  get  Married  f 
Worse  than  Hop  o*  my  Thumb!**  Sister.  "  Yeb  ;  but  you  know  /  mean  to  be  Married  ! " 

Arehist  "Do  Tou  mean  to  bat  tou 'd  oo  and  live  alone  with  a  Man  after  reading  Bluebeard!** 


A   WAITING  GAME. 


Wary  Willlui ,  loquiiwr  .— 

Drat  that  dog! 

Dori  are  mixed,— like  men. 
Few  know  how  to  Jog: 

Hastj  tongue  and  pen, 
Many  a  bonfler  bog. 

Steady  XI  *11  say  when  I 

Lots  of  dogs  I  'ye  bred, 
Most  want  whip,  a  deaL 

This  one,  be  it  said, 
Is  more  hot  than  leal ; 

Wants  to  go  ahead. 
Hates  to  come  to  heel  I 

Skies  are  oyercast ; 

Slowlv  comes  the  spring. 
Quarry's  tracked— at  last, 

Strong,  though,  on  the  wing. 
Steady!    Not  so  fasti 

Waiting  game 's  the  thing. 

'Tother  William's  style 
Rather  spoiled  this  pup. 

SUady!  WaitawhUel 
H-RO-BT  's  like  a  Krupp. 

I  can  stroll,  and  smile — 
Till  the  birds  get  up. 

Half-bred  dogs— well,  welL 
Mustn't  talk  like  that  I 


Eke  they  '11  caU  me  "  sweU." 
Down  I     What  are  yoti  at  f 

Scurry  and  pell-mell 
Do  not'  bell  the  cat. ' 

Sport  is  not  a  mere 

Game  of  "  SpiU  and  pelt  " 
Patience !    End  is  near. 

Down  !  Brute  wants  a  welt  I 
Modem  breed  runs  queer ; 

That  I  long  haye  felt. 

'Tother  William  snorts, 

L-BBT  only  nins ; 
But  at  most  all  spools 

It  \a  judgment  wins. 
Breed,  ^ough,  now  consorts 

With  mongrels— for  its  sins  I 

Long  the  sport  I  'ye  loyed, 

Mean  to  try  again, 
I  should  be  reproyed 

Did  I  speak  too  plain : 
But— are  do^  improyed 

By  that  Irish  strain  ? 

Steady,  my  lad,  steady  l 
Nearly  slippeu  me  then ! 

Tou  're  too  hot  and  heady — 
(Like  no  end  of  men !— ) 

Near  .'—but  not  quite  ready. 
Steady  I    /'U  say  when  I 


YssiRTMEN  CuMBDro  DowN.— Say  the  unfortunate  Noncon- 
formist Yeshrmen  of  St.  (George's,  Southwark,— **  We  won't  pay 
the  Rector's  Rate ;  but  we  won't  go  to  prison,  at  any  rate.' 


nake 


PRUDES  AND  NUDES. 
;An  "Officer  of  high  rank"  has  written  to  Truth,  complaining  of  the 
ked  statuei  and  pictures  he  saw  at  Londonderry  House,  at  a  tale  on  behalf 
of  Iriah  Home  Industries.] 

Attend  and  hear  the  story  of  a  most  uncommon  mtUtairej  * 
Whom  the  sight  of  naked  statues  caused  to  tingle  to  his  boots. 

Who  was  seen  to  bMt  his  breast,  and  (which  was  far  more  flat  and 
silly)  tear 
His  hair  oy  blushing  handfuls  from  its  shocked  and  modest  roots. 

It  was  dreadful  I     There  were   Duchesses   (HeaVn   bless  their 
handsome  faces!) 

And  a  host  of  pretty  Countesses,  and  Maidens  by  the  score. 
And  they  sold  some  Irish  Industries— embroideries  and  laces— 

And  Madge  described  to  Amy  all  the  pretty  frocks  they  wore. 

But  the  statues  and  the  paintings  didn*t  seem  at  all  to  worry  them, 
Haying  work  to  do  they  did  it  just  as  quiet  as  a  mouse. 

Though  this  soldier  took  his  daughter  and  his  wife,  and  tried  to 
hurry  them 
In  the  cause  of  outraged  yirtue  far  from  Londonderry  House. 

So  when  next  he  goes  where  statues  are,  we  'U  do  our  best  to  hide 
them. 
Since  to  prudes  all  things  are  prudish,  lest  his  modesty  take  hurt. 
Though  some  one  else,  periiaps,  may  write,  and  say  he  can't  abide 
them. 
When  Apollo  stands  in  trousers,  or  when  Yenus  wears  a  skirt 

From  Robert.— **Sir^I'm proud  of  my  furrin  co-prof eshunal 
LstROT^  the  himminint  Waiter,  wot  nobbled  the  bomb-ta-ra(hif  I 
may  so  igspress  my  sentimenx)  WRggybun,  Rayaohol.  This  Waiter 
IB  wot  my  french  trend  calls  a  '  Tray  hong  Oassong,*  and  the  wun- 
nerful  manner  the  french  Waiters  has  of  carryin  a  tray  loded  with 
drinkabels  is  worthy  of  the  hipoythep.  He  sez  orlso  has  is  name, 
hinsted  of  LHtRor,  ort  to  be  andia  down  to  posterittory  as  *  L'HiROs ' 
— wich  word  as  rote  down  by  hisself  means  *  The  Hero.'  He  got  a 
1000  Franks,  wich  is  rayther  more  nor  wos  eyer  got  by  one  Bob." 
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A  WAITING  GAME. 


The  Old  Keeper.  "  GENTLY  I   OEOTLY  !-MY  BEAUTY  I     I  'LL  SAY  •  T^S^^^'OOQIq 
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REALLY   PLEASANT! 

Six  MiLis  from  Home,  Horsk  brad  lame,  awfully  temdbr  Febt,  and 

HORRIBLY  TIGHT  BOOT8. 


oeilinff — "  shall  we  not  beat  the  dastard  foe  from  Camford 
to -morrow?"  A  roar  of  applause  sprang  from  the 
smokingr  mouths  of  his  seven  companions. 

But  at  this  moment  the  Duchess  of  AYADRTirKX  and 
Lord  PonopHLDT  rose  unobserved  and  quitted  the  room. 
In  another  minute  the  sound  of  hurrying  wheels,  gradu- 
ally growing  fainter  in  the  distance,  was  heard  by  no  one 
in  the  avenue.  And  the  dance  went  on,  and  revelry  rose 
to  its  maddest  pitch.  But  no  one.  who.  as  has  been  re- 
corded above,  had  heard  the  sound  of  the  wheels,  gave  a 
thought  to  the  Duke  of  Avadrtkkb,  as  he  sat  tearing 
his  hair  in  the  violet  bedroom,  having  learnt  from  the 
faithful  Seneschal  the  terrible  news  of  the  Duchess's 
elopement  with  the  heir  to  the  house  of  PoDOPHUir. 

Chapter  III. 

The  mom  of  the  race  dawned  clear  and  sparkling.  Far 
as  the  eve  could  reach,  the  banks  of  the  nver  were  rich 
with  Millions,  and  firm  enough  to  bear  any  run  upon 
them  however  heavy.  But  Sir  Welfobabd  Longstboub 
was  ill  at  ease.  His  No.  5  had  fled  leaving  no  trace,  and 
he  had  no  one  to  fill  the  vacancy.  He  looked  the  very 
model  of  an  aquatic  hero.  His  broad  chest  was  loosely 
clad  in  a  pair  of  blue  satin  shorts,  and  his  fair  hair  feu 
in  waving  masses  over  his  muscular  back.  His  thoughts 
were  bitter.  The  Camford  crew  had  started  on  the  race 
some  ten  minutes  ago,  and  the  Oxbridge  craft  still  waited 
idly  in  the  docks  for  want  of  a  No.  5. 

"Surely,"  Sir  Welforabd  thought  to  himself.  "Po- 
BOPHUK  might  have  postiK>ned  the  elopement  tor  one 
day."  A  confused  noise  interrupted  Lis  meditations. 
Some  ten  yards  from  him  a  man  roughly  dad,  but  with 
the  immense  muscular  develo^ent  of  the  Arri  Fumese 
Apollo,  was  engaged  in  fighting  three  bargees  at  once. 
As  Sir  Wxlforard  step^ped  forward,  this  individual 
struck  a  terrible  blow.  His  ponderous  fist,  urged  by  the 
force  of  a  thirty-inch  biceps,  crashed  through  the  chest 
of  his  first  foe,  severed  the  head  of  the  second  from  his 
body,  and  struck  the  third,  a  tall  man,  full  in  the  midriff, 
propelling  him  through  the  air  into  the  middle  of  the  river. 

**  That^s  enough  tor  one  day,"  he  said,  as  with  an  air 
of  haughty  melancholy  he  removed  his  day-pipe  from 
his  mouth.  His  faoe  seemed  familiar  to  Sir  Wslforard. 
Who  could  he  be  P  All  doubt  was  removed  when  he 
advanced,  grasped  Sir  Welforabd  by  the  hand,  and,  in 
tones  broken  with  emotion,  said,  **  Don't  you  recognise 
me  ?  I  am  your  old  College  chum,  viscount  STOmrBROKB." 


PUNCH'S  BOAT-BACE  NOVEL. 
STONIBROKE. 

Chapteb  I. 

It  was  the  eve  of  the  University  Boat-Race.  In  the  remote  East 
the  gorgeous  August  sun  was  sinking  to  his  rest  behind  the  purple 
douds,  gilding  with  his  expiring  rays  the  elevated  battlements  of 
Aginanwater  Court,  the  ancestral  seat  of  His  Grace  the  Doke  of 
Avadrynke,  K.C.B..  Q.I.N. ,  whose  Norman  features  might  have 
been  observed  oonvulsivelv  pressed  against  the  plate-glass  window 
of  his  alabaster  dining-hall.  There  was  in  the  atmosphere  a  sUange 
electric  hush,  scarceljr  broken  by  the  myriad  voices  of  hoarse  betting- 
men,  raucously  roaring  out  tne  market  odds  of  **  Fifty  to  one. 
Oxbridj^el"  or  **Two  ponies  to  a  thick  'un,  Camford!"  Wdl 
would  it  have  been  for  the  Duke  of  Avadrtitke  had  he  never  offered 
the  hospitality  of  his  famous  river-side  residence  to  the  Oxbridge 
Crew.  But  the  Duke  had  the  courage  of  his  ancient  boating-race 
whose  banner  waved  proudlv  upon  the  topmost  turret,  bearing  upon 
its  crimson  folds  the  proud  family  motto,  **  Dum  Vivo  Bibo,*" 

And  the  sun  went  down,  and  within  Aginanwater  Court  the  sounds 
of  wild  revelry  shook  the  massive  beams. 

Chapter  II. 

The  Oxbridge  Crew  still  sat  in  the  marble  supper-room,  amid  the 
dShris  of  the  feast  that  the  Duke's  Seneschal  had  laid  out  for  them. 
The  fioor  was  paved  with  Magnums  and  Maximums  of  the  best 
Heidanseekerer  champagne,  most  of  them  as  empty  as  the  fooli^ 
head  of  the  Duchess  of  AvADRYmiE,  which  was  at  Uiat  moment 
reposing  upon  the  brawny  chest  of  Ix)rd  Podophlik,  the  celebrated 
No.  5  of  the  Oxbridge  Crew.  On  a  ndsed  dais  at  the  end  of  the 
room  the  ladies  of  the  Tarara  corps  de  ballet  were  nerforming  the 
final  steps  of  the  Sinuous  Shadow -dance,  specially  dedicated  to  the 
Oxbridge  Crew  by  the  ehefd^orchftrt  of  Tarara's  Halls. 

**May  I  be  jiggered,"  observed  the  Oxbridge  President,  Sir 
Welforabd  Lovostrobb,  as  he  selected  his  fourth  regalia  from  the 
Duke*s  pearl-encrusted  box,  and  lit  it  with  all  the  abandon  of  a 
Society  darling,  **  may  I  be  iiggered  if  this  is  not  ripj^g  I  What 
say  youP"  he  continued,  addressing  young  Pulyeb  Weight,  the 
Coxswain,  and  tossing  him  playfully  four  times  to  the  raftered 


Chapteb  IV. 
'  Saved  I    Saved ! "  shouted  Sir  Welfobabd.  io; 

yet  time  I" 


,' — "there  is 
y^^,  visu^ .  ^ uen.  rushing  into 
rhymr,  he  asked,  ** Will  you 
row  in  the  race,  In  Podoph- 
ltk's  place?" 

**Winirowintheraoe?" 

r<ip(?ated     Lord     Stowy- 

UROKE—  '*  just   won't    1 1  " 

And,  ivithout   removing  his 

hobnails,  or  his  corduroys,  he 

spraiif^  lightly  into  the  Ot." 

hrfdge  raoing-boat.    The  rest 

ift  »oon  told.     In  less  time 

than     it    takes    to    narrate 

the  story,   the 

Camford  lead  was 

wiped  out.     The 

exertion    proved 

too     much     for 

seven  men  in  the 

Oxbridge    Crew, 

but  the  giffantic 

strength  of    the 

eighth.         Lord 

Stonybbokb^  was 

sufficient  of  itself 

to  win  the  race  by 

fifty  lengths. 

And  that  ni^ht, 
when  the  Prime 
Minister  handed 
to  him  the  reward 
of  victory  in  the 
shapeofa 


Touching  Finale. 


gold  dessert  service,  he  was  also  able  to  announce  that  the  Stohy- 
bbobb  estates  and  the  Stonybboxb  title  had  been,  by  the  Monarch's 
command,  restored  to  their  original  possessor,  as  a  reward  of  con- 
spicuous valour  and  strength.  [the  Ein).] 
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Malt  m\itmM, 


••  Thi  ffood  grey  Poet "  gone  1   Braye,  hopeful.WALT  I 

He  mi^t  not  be  a  singer  without  fault, 

And  hi8  large  rou^h-hewn  rhythm  did  not  chime 

With  dulcet  daintiness  of  time  and  rhyme. 

He  was  no  neater  than  wide  Nature's  wild^ 

More  metrical  than  sea- winds.    Culture's  child, 

Lapped  in  luxurious  laws  of  line  and  lilt,  i 

8hruik  from  him  shuddering,  who  was  rotghly  built 

As  oydopean  temples.    Tet  there  rang      j 

True  music  through  his  rhapsodies,  as  ne  sang 

Of  brotherhood,  and  freedom,  loye  and  hope/ 

With  stronff  wide  sympathy  which  dared  to  cope 

With  all  life's  phases,  and  call  nought  unclean. 

Whilst  hearts  are  generous,  and  whust  woods  are  green, 

He  shall  find  hearers,  who^  in  a  slack  time 

Of  imny  bards  and  pessimistic  rhyme. 

Dared  to  bid  men  adyenture  and  rejoice. 

His  **  yawp  barbaric"  was  a  human.ydoe ; 

The  singer  was  a  man.    America 

Is  poorer  by  a  stalwart  soul  to-day, 

And  may  feel  pride  that  she  hath  giyen  birth 

To  this  stout  laureate  of  old  Mother  Earth. 


OuB  CBiCKETEBS.~The  English  Cricketing  Team  came 
to  the  end  of  their  Australian  tour  last  week,  where, 
under  the  leadership  of  Lord  Shsffixld,  out  of  twenty- 
six  matdies  they  won  thirteen,  lost  two,  and  eleyen  were 
drawn.  The  Eleyen  of  course  were  drawn  oyer  and  oyer 
again,  t.^.,  photographed.  It  will  henceforth  be  a  recom- 
mendation for  any  CSicketer  to  saj  he  was  out  under  this 
:i.^. — i_i._j  „_-L_.- x^  ^^  introduction  the  host 

man,  he  comes  from  Seef- 

>nly  were  the  English  team  succMirful 

playfully,  but  also  artistically,  as  in  eyery  match  thi^ 
played  with  Grace^ 

BiuwLiNO  AT  HoHX  AKD  Absoad.— On  the  tame  day 
in  the  papers  appeared  accounts  of  brawling  in  a  Churon 
in  Pans,  where  a  free  fight  ensued  and  no  police  inter- 
fered, and  of  a  row  in  a  Church  in  London  Road,  when  ihe 
police  walked  off  with  an  anti- curate  and  put  an  aid  to 
the  disturbance.  Some  things  we  do  manage  better  in 
England.  

CocKKBT  Classics.— Of  the  Ouildhall  Loan  CoUeotion, 
Mr.  Deputy  Hoba  is  the  Chairman.  As  a  Beputy  must  be 
a  representatiye  officer— except,  perhaps,  in  the  ease  of  a 
**Depitty  Sawbones,"  vide  Sam  Welier^^nd  temporary 
motto  of  the  Deputy's  Ward  might  well  be,  **  JSbra  pro 
nobis^ 


A  NEW  COMET. 

F'^Mr.  BmarxNO,  whose  name  is  well  known  ss  a  eomet* 
iiiMflr,  discoTered  a  imaU  jaixt  Omst  on  Friday,  Msrch  18,  st 
Biihoptom  BristoL"— I^MM.] 


HASTY! 

Mary,  *'If  Missus  don't  withdiaw  what  sex  has  said  to  m, 
LBAyx  THxHoTTSx  I "  Tkomoi,  *'  What  did  sbx  SAy  T " 

Mary.  "Shx  said,  *I  oiyx  tou  ▲  Month's  Kotiox  I'" 


I  shall 


ESSENCE  OP  PAELIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIABT  OF  T06T,  M.P. 

Hou$$  of  CommonSt  Monday.  March  28. — Strange  sight  witnessed  in  House 
to-night.  Snlgeotof  Debate,  Indian  Coonoil  Bill ;  fionches  nearly  fnll.  Pap  and 
doff,  1  'ye  known  the  House  for  nineteen  years,  and  neyer 
before  saw  the  like.  Explanation  not  found  in  fact  of 
CuBZOK  making  his  maidni  speech  as  Ministctr  in  charge 
of  Bill,  though  that  had  some  ii^uence  at  outset.  Able 
speech  it  prayed,  our  newest  Minister  haying  the  great 
gift  of  lucidity.  It  was  later  than  that  idien  House  nlled. 
nearly  two  hours  later,  for  in  meantime  Schwann  had 
deliyered  Address  as  long  as  the  Ganges,  and  Maclean 
(who  was  waiting  his  turn  to  speak)  says,  nearly  as  muddy. 

Curious  how  India  seems  to  affect  eminent  orators, 
making  them  for  the  time  jpointless,  dull,  and  aboye  all, 
yerbose.  Probably  no  subject  other  than  India  oould 
unite  such  Q»laxy  of  bom  orators  and  debaters.  Swift 
MacNxzll,  jELichaxd  Txmplx,  Saihthl  Smith,  OcTAyius 
MoBOAN,  Julius  'Annibal  Picton  and  Sxtmouh-Kxat— 
one  followed  the  other  as  in  a  necklet  of  diamonds  gem 
succeeds  gem,  till  ^e  wearied  eyesight  can  scarce  demde 
which  is  the  more  brilliant.  Sxtxoub-Kbat  was,  indeed, 
too  much  for  the  Spsahxb,  who  thrice  oailed  him  to  order, 
the  last  time  with  stem  yoice  and  threatening  brow  that 
made  Sxtxoub  tremble  from  ^e  altitude  of  his  boot-heels. 

It  was  none  of  these  who  filled  the  House  with  Members 
listening  intently  to  a  speedh  on  internal  affairs  of  India. 
It  was  Mr.  Q.  who  performed  the  mirade.    No  one  ex- 
pected to  find  him  in  this  galley ;  being  there,  the  banks 
were  rapidly  crowded  with  a  thronglost  in  admiration  of 
his  stranff,  swift,  graceful  stroke.    i)ii&oult  to  say  which 
the  mom  admirable,  the  lofty  height,  far  aboye  the 
littleness  of  Party  oonfliet,  from  which  he  suryeyed  the       fiarmmir.KMT 
topic,  the  charm  of  his  language  or  the  dexterity  with       "'J"«'«  '**»y 
wfiidn,  without  seoning  to  rebuke  the  follower  who  had  moyed  the  Amend- 
ment and  the  eminent  men  who  were  prepuzed  to  support  it,  he  sustained  the 
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Ministry  in  their  effort  to  reoonstraot  the  Indian  GoancilB,  and 
Bnggested  that  the  Amendment  should  with  all  haste  be  put  into  the 
fire.  WhUst  Schwask  appropriated  an  hour  of  the  ratting,  and 
Setmour-Ekit  exceeded  that  time,  twenty-fiye  minutes  served 
Mr.  G.  for  a  speech  delirered  without  note,  ajmaiently  without 
preparation,  and  which  left  nothing  more  to  be  sscid. 
*^nix>n  my  word.  Sir,"  I  said,  a  little  out  of  breath  trying  to  keep 

SLce  with  him  running  up  the  Duke  of  York's  steps  going  home  to 
nner,  •*you  grow  younger  every  year,  and,  if  I  may  say  so, 
mellower." 

**  Tou  certainly  mav  say  so,  Tobt,  if  you  like,"  he  smilingly  re- 
plied.  '*  but  the  calendar  says  otherwise." 
"What,"Ia8ked- 

"  What  has  the  calendar  to  do 

With  Mr.  G.  ?    What  Time's  fruitless  tooth 
With  gay  immortals  such  as  you, 
Whose  years  but  emphasise  your  youth  ? " 

"  Ah,  I  know  that— with  a  slight  difference.  Lowell  wrote  it  to 
WmmvL  Holmes  on  his  seyen^-fifth  birthday.  I  knew  Holkes 
too ;  he  used  to  crow  over  me  because  he  was  just  four  months  older, 
and  yet,  as  he  said,  whilst  I  pleaded  age  as  a  reason  why  I  could  not 
visit  the  United  States,  he  crossed  the  Atlantic  at  seventy-seven. 
Perhaps  when  I  've  got  this  Home-Rule  question  off  my  hands,  I  may 
find  time  to  go  to  the  United  States." 

*'  Tes,"  I  said,  **  you  'U  be  another  year  younger  then,  and  more 
at  leisure." 

Business  dbiM.— Indian  Council  Bill  read  Second  Time. 

Tuesdai/.Some  sensation  created  at  Morning  Sitting  by  dis- 
covery of  CuNiHGHAME  Grihak  addressing  House  from  Conserva- 
tive Benches.  There  was  a  well- 
known  Member  of  the  Parliament 
of  1874  who  hit  upon  new  device 
for,  as  he  reckoned,  doubling  his 
chance  of  catching  Spbaxsr*8 
eve.  Noted  that  Spbaxsr  called 
alternately  upon  Members  from 
either  side.  If  debate  were 
opened  from  Opposition  Benches, 
^----^  SpEiLKER  would  next  turn  to 
^-^^j  other  side  of  House,  and  call  on 
Ministerialist.  Happy  thought 
occurred  to  our  old  mend.  After 
rising  several  times  from  his  seat 
.below  Gangway  on  Opposition 
Benches,  and  been  passed  over  by 
Speaker  in  favour  of  another, 
he,  whilst  Member  was  speaking, 
crossed  floor  of  House,  and,  when 
speech  concluded,  jumped  up 
from  other  side.  Being  again 
ignored  bv  the  startled  Speaker, 
went  back  to  own  plaoe  again  to 
try  his  ch^oes  there.  Don*t 
remember  that  the  manoeuvre 
was  a  success.  Certainly  not 
been  generally  adopted. 

Graham  seems  now  to  have 
recurred  to  it ;  or  can  it  be  the 
case  that  he,  too,  has  joined  '*  the 
Gentlemen  of  Enj^lana  "  ?  House 
so  agitated  by  this  problem,  that 
it  quite  loses  thread  of  debate ;  a 


B.  Cuninghame  Oraham. 


thrilling  discussion,  to  which  Fergussok  contributed  a  luminous 
speech,  upon  the  Telephone. 

Wilfrid  Lawsoit  much  interested  in  new  development  of 
affairs. 

'*  The  Government,"  he  savs,  '*  if  onl^  with  the  instincts  of  self- 
preservation,  should  hasten  the  Dissolution.  If  they  ffo  on  a  little 
longer,  no  saying  what  they  may  come  to,  with  Joe  as  their  principal 
champion  in  town  and  country,  with  Jomr  Redhovd  as  their 
favourite  orator ;  led  into  the  Lobby  the  other  day  by  Burt  against 
the  £ight  Hours  Bill,  they  onlv  want  to  recruit  CuinvoHAiiE 
Grahah  to  their  ranks  to  niake  the  medley  complete.  If  they  go 
on  another  three  months,  we  shall  see  them  some  Sunday  following 
CuNuroHAiCE  Graham's  red  flag  as  he  leads  them  to  Trafalgar 
Square,  there  to  be  addressed  by  Alderman  Johk  Burns." 

Business  done.— Got  into  Committee  on  Civil  Service  Estimates. 

Thursday,— SooUih  Members  made  a  night  of  it.  Great  muster 
of  the  Clans.  Government  have  £265,000  to  make  over  to  Scotland 
in  relief  of  Local  Taxation  and  promotion  of  Education.  Scotch 
Members  don't  object  to  the  monev,  but  take  exception  to  its  plan  of 
distribution.  Member  after  Member  rises  from  Opposition  Benches, 
biting  at  hand  that  proffers,  the  boon.  **  Crude  and  wasteful," 
BucHASTAV  calls  this  soieme,  and  Scotch  Members  lustily  cheer. 


A  capital  debate  of  its  kind,  but  not  piotaresque ;  Benches  empty, 
onlv  the  Lord- Advocate  on  the  Treasury  Bench. 

*  I  'U  tell  you  how  you  can  manage  thes^  fellows,  my  dear  Casa- 
BiANCA,"  said  Jemmt  Lowther,  crossing  the  Ghmgway,  and  seating 
himself  for  a  moment  by  the  solituy  Minister. 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  my  name  is  Psarsov." 

J*  Of  course/'  said  Jemmt,  **  I  know  very  weU ;  only  a  quotation ; 
thinking  of  the  Boy  who  stood  on 
the  burning  deck,  whence  all  but 
he  had  flea,  doncha.    Was  going 
to  tell  you  how  you  can  get  out 
of  this  trouble.    Fellows  opposite 
righteously  indignant  at  your  pro- 
posed disposition  of  money.    Very        - 
well ;  you  get  up,  say  you  're  sorry  ^ 4\ 
to  have  offended ;  had  no  idea  you  'd  xLi 
made  such  a  mistake ;  onl^  atone-     ^^ 
moot  yaii  can  offer  is  to  withdraw  '* 

the     proposed    grant    altogether. 
Then  you '11  see  how  they 'lint  up." 

**Ei<?ellent  idea."  said  Lord- 
Advocatk.  *'  Shall  mention  it  to 
GoF^REN  'when  he  comes  back— if 
he  ever  does,"  he  added  with  weary 
voice,  looking  down  the  deserted 
Bench.  Scotch  Members,  all  un- 
conscious of  Jemmt  Lowther*8 
machination,  went  on  talking  till 
midnight,  when  debate  stood  ad- 
joumed.  I  §1        Jim  '-^ 

Business  done. — ^None. 

Friday, —In  Committee  of  Sup- 
ply ;  Sage  of  Queek  AxirE's  Gate 
thinks  opportunity  favourable  for 
Prince  AjtTHUR  to  tell  all  he  knows 
about  Dissolution.  Prince  Abthttr 
quite  agreeable,  but  really  knows 
nothing.      Radicals  look  angry  at  "  Crude  and  waitefuL" 

being  ti^us  put  off;  show  signs  of  intention  to  discuss  the  matter. 
Mr.  G.  interposes ;  makes  one  of  his  bland  speeches ;  wouldn*t  press 
question  now  (a  suggestion  that  pleases  Ministers) ;  bv-and-by 
time  will  come,  then  we  shall  see ;  whereat  Sage  and  his  friends 
brighten  up;  Mr.  G.  sits  down  having  pleased  everybody;  storm 
blown  off. 

Curious  to  note  the  altered  condition  in  atmosphere  of  House 
since  Mr.  G.  came  back.  Turmoil  stopped ;  restlessness  soethed ; 
Ministerial  work  goes  on  smoothly,  whilst  the  GRAin>  Old  Pacifi- 
cator looks  on  benevolently. 

**  Yes,"  said  Prince  Arthttr.  uneasily,  ••  this  is  all  very  welL 
He  holds  back  the  curs  that  would  snap  at  our  heels :  but  it^s  only 
because  he,  a  wilier  tactician,  knows  that  nojnraotical  advantage  is 
to  be  gained  from  that  kind  of  sport.  Wait  till  he  thinks  the 
hour  has  struck,  and  you  '11  see  he^ll  not  only  let  slip  the  dogs  of 
war,  but  lead  the  rush  nimself.^' 

Business  done, — In  Committee  of  Supply. 


REMBRANDT,  TITIEN,  VllLASaUEZ,  ET  Cie. 
WHISTLER,^  SuccEssEUR. 

Oh,  what  a  catalogue !    Whatever  made  you  think 

K umbers  should  mix  in  a  way  never  seen  ? 
8,  that 's  a  flood  of  milk,  20,  a  flood  of  ink. 

Touching  a  gruel-like  sea,  that 's  15. 

Next  time,  to  make  a  delightful  variety. 
Hang  upside  down  all  tne  works  in  your  show. 

Whilst,  on  their  heads,  the  ilite  of  Society, 
Gasp,  **JVn  de  Siecle,  quite  cAur,  don*t  you 
^ow!" 


Why  ^ay  such  pranks  to  draw  people  who  scoff  ? 

It  IS 

They  to  whose  critical  words  you  are  deaf. 
Though  in  your  country  you  are  not  a  jirophet,  is 
This  how  you  make  one,  that 's  spelt  with  an  F? 

Stranj^e  that  the  only  kind  critic  you  mention 
Is  French.    He  compares  you  with  Rembrandt  &  Co. ; 

His  words  seem  the  sole  ones  that  claim  your  attention : 
Wo  '11  end  in  his  tongue,  like  the  list  of  your  show. 

Cher  Monsteur  VisrtAiRE,  allez  chez  la  nation 

Voisine,  et  emportez  oes  ccuvres  **  spletidides^**  j 

^^  Destinies  a  V iter mt4desadmiraUons.\  ^m  \C\CS\P 
Airtsi  que  dUce  critique  cawrfiVAP^b/  Vn  V_^^^^  IV. 


g^  aOIlCX.->Si(|eeted  ConiBuieatioiis  or  Go&tsibtttloiis,  wlMdiar  MS.,  Friatad  MaHar*  JDjrawin^  or  PMiits  oi^aaj  aaaariptiaii  #iu 
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A  Brother  Bni«h. 


WRESTLING  WITH   WHISTLERS. 

{A  Btmimteenee  qfaBeeenl  ExhibUion,) 

Scnrs— TA«  Gcupil  QdUery.    Orouf$  of  more  or  less  puzzled  BriUms 

discovered^  eonseienUously  efufeatxmring  to  do  justice  to   the 

CoUeetion^  hamng  realised  that  Mr.  Whi6TLS£*8  work  is  now 

considered  entitled  to  serious  consideration,  but  feeling  themselves 

unable  to  get  beyond  a  timid  tolerance.    In  additum  to  these, 

there  are  Frank  fhilintines  who  are  here  with  a  jixed  intention 

of  being  funny,  Matrona  with  a  strongly  domesticated  taste  in 

Art,  Benooa  Elderly  Ladiea,  Literal  Persona,  8fc,,  8^e. 

Af  Lady  (after  looking  at  a  representation  of  Old  Battersea  Bridge 

— m  the  tone  of  a  person  who  feels  she  is  making  a  liberal  concession). 

Well,  do  vou  know,  I  must  say  that  isn*t  bo  bad.    I  shouldn't  so 

much  mina  haying  that  in  the  room,  shonld  you  P 

Her  Companion  (dubiousls().  Well,  I  don't 
know.  He 's  put  a  steamer  in.  Should  yon 
think  there  were  steamers  ia—ti— (vaguely) 
—those  days  ? 

First  Lady  (evidently  considering  Mr. 
Whistles  capable  of  any  eccentricity).  Oh, 
I  don't  suj^pose  he  would  mind  that  much. 
JFVr«*  Literal  Person  (comir^to  the  por- 
trait of  Miss  Alexavbeb).  Well— (ptoi/t- 
tivelu)—he  might  haye  put  a  nioer  expression 
on  the  child ! 

Second  Do,  Do,  Yes— yery  unpleasing. 
{^Refers  to  Catalogue,)    Oh,  I  see  it  sayp— 
It  is  simply  a  disagreeable  presentment 
of  a  disagreeable  young  lady." 
First  Do.  Do,  (r^icing  that  the  painter  has  vindicated  himself 

this  time).  Ah— that  explains  it,  then.  Of  oourse  if  he  meant  it ! 

A  Serums  Elderly  Lady,  There 's  one  thing  I  must  BSLjIdo  like, 
my  ,dear,  and  that 's  the  way  he  puts  down  all  the  unfayourable 
entieisms  on  his  pictures.  So  straightforward  and  honest  of  him,  I 
call  it. 

Mer  Cpmpanum,  Tes,  but  I  expect  he  can't  help  seeing  how  right 
and  sensible  the  critics  are,  you  know.  Still— (cAart^/y) — ^it  shows 
he  would  do  better  if  he  could  ! 

An  Advanced  Nephew  (who  is  endeavourtng'to  convert  a  Philistine 
Uncle  to  the  superwrity  of  the  Modem  School),  Now  here,  Uncle, 
look  at  this.  Look  at  the  way  the  Hgure  looms  out  of  the  oanyas, 
look  at  the  learning  in  the  simple  sweep  of  the  drapery,  the  drawing 
of  it.  and  the  masterly  grace  of  the  pose— you  don  t  mean  to  tell  me 
you  don't  call  that  a  magnificent  portrait  ? 
His  Vncle,  Who's  it  of  ?  That 's  what  J  want  to  know  first 
Nephew  (coldly),  Tou  will  find  it  in  the  Catalogue,  no  doubt- 
No.  41. 

Unde  (looking  it  up),  "  Arrangement  m  Black,  La  Dame  au 
Brodequin  ./btintf."— the  lady  in  a  yellow  something  or  other. 
Tohah !  And  not  a  word  to  tell  you  who  she 's  supposea  to  6e  f  If 
I  pay  a  shilling  for  a  Catalogue,  I  expect  to  find  information  in 
it.  And  let  me  ask  you— where 's  the  interest  in  looking  at  a 
portrait  when  you  're  not  told  who  it 's  intended  for  P 

[The  Nrahew,  not  being  prepared  to  answer  this  d\filcult  query, 
leads  his  relative  gently  up  to  a  *'  Nocturne  tn  Opal  and 
Silver."     The  Uncle  conveys  his  opinion  of  it  by  a  loud 
and  expressive  snort. 
First    Prosaic   Person    {before   No,    28).    Valparaiso,    is   it? 
(Hopefully,)    Well,  come,  I  ought  to  recognise  this— I'ye   been 
there  often  enouffh.    (Inspecting  it  closely.)    Ha— um  I 
Second  P,  P.  [with  languid  interest).    Is  it  like  f 
First  P,  P,    I  could  tell  you  better  if  he  'd  done  it  by  daylight. 
I  can't  make  out  this  in  the  front— looks  to  me  like  the  top  of  a 
house,  or  something.    Don't  remember  that. 

Second  P,  P,  I  think  it 's  meant  for  a  jetty,  landing-stage,  or 
that  sort  of  thing,  and,  when  you  look  into  it,  there 's  something 
that  seems  intended  for  people — most  extraordinary,  isn't  it  P 

The  Domesticated  Matron  (who  is  searehinafor  a  picture  with  a 
tubieetto  it).  There,  Cabouns,  it 's  eyidently  a  harbour,  you  see, 
and  ships,  and  they  're  letting  off  fireworks— probably  for  a  regatta, 
Does  it  tell  you  what  it  is  in  the  Catalogue  P 

Caroline  (after  consulting  it).  It  only  says,  *'  A  Nocturne  in  Blue 
and  Oold^-^iAi  yes— (rwidm^)^**  a  splash  and  splutter  of  bright- 
ness, on  a  black  ground,  to  depict  a  display  of  fireworks." 

Her  Mother  (gratified  at  her  own  intelligence).  I  thought  it  must 
be  fireworks.    He  seems  quite  fond  of  fireworks,  doesn't  he  P 

First  Facetious  Philistine,  Hullo,  what  haye  we  got  hereP 
•*  CrepuscuU,  in  Flesh-colour  and  Green,"  Very  like  one,  too,  I 
daresay— when  you  know  what  it  is. 

Second  Jl  P.  As  far  as  I  can  make  it  out,  a  Crepusoule's  either 
a  Harmony  inside  out,  or  a  Symphony  upside  down—- it  don't  much 
matter. 

A  Lady  {who  is  laboriously  trying  to  catch  the  right  spirit).  *'  The 
Blue  Wave  at  Biarritz,"    Now  I  So  admire  that.    AUd  what  I  lik^ 

T«Li  cn.  ] 


eyen  better  than  the  Blue  waye  is  this  j^reat  Brown  one  breaking  in 
the  foreground— so  exactly  Uke  water,  isn't  it,  Dick  P 

Dick  (not  a  Whistlerite),  Y— yes— juat  Only  it's  a  rock,  you 
know. 

The  Lady,  But  if  that 's  the  way  he  saw  it.  Dice  I 

Dick.  Here 's  a  thing  I  ''St.  Mark's,  Venice,"  I  'U  trouble  you  I 
What 's  he  done  witii  the  flagstaffs  and  the  bronze  horses  and  the 
pigeons  P    I  neyer  saw  the  place  look  like  that. 

The  Lady.  Because  it  didn*t  happen  to  be  foggy  while  we  were 
there,  that's  all. 

First  Pros.  Person.  Ah,  there 's  old  Cabltle,  you  see !  Dear  me, 
what  a  yery  badly  fitting  coat— see  how  it  bulges  oyer  his  chest  I 

Second  P,  P,  Yes.  I  daresay  he  buttonedf  the  wrong  button- 
philosopher  and  all  that  sort  o'  thing,  y'know. 

First  P.  P,  (sympathetically).  Well,  I  do  think  Whisilxb  might 
haye  told  him  of  it  f 

Jx  THE  Secohd  Booh. 

The  Matron  in  Search  of  a  Sulffect.  Ah,  now,  this  really  is  more 
my  idea  of  a  picture.  Quite  a  pretty  crHonne  those  curtains,  and 
there 's  a  little  girl  reading  a  book,  and  a  lookug-glass  with  refiections 
and  all,  and  ayoune  lady  in  a  riding-habit— just  going  out  for  a  ride. 

Caroline.  Yes.  Mother.    Or  just  come  in  mm  one. 

Her  Mother,  Do  see  what  it^s  called.  *'  The  Morning  Canter,"  or 
**  Back  from  the  Bow  "—something  of  that  kind,  I  expect  it  would  be. 

Caroline.  All  it  says  is,  ''A  Harmony  in  Green  and  Bose," 

The  Mother  (disappointed).  Now,  why  can't  he  giye  it  some  sensible 
name,  instead  of  taxing  away  all  one's  interest ! 

The  Phil.  Uncle  (whom  a  succession  of  Symphonies  and  Harmonies 
has  irritated  to  the  verge  of  fury).  Don't  talk  to  me,  Sir !    Don't  tell 


me  any  of  these  things  are  pictures.    Look  at  this—ei  young  woman 
in  an  outlandish  dress  sitting  on  the  floor— on  the  bare  floor!- in  a 


siirh  ihmgn  Y  What  do  they  teach  joa  ?  TiVhat  story  do  they  tell  P 
Where's  the  Aw Mj<i«  mler^st  in  themP  Depend  upon  11,  Sir,  these 
thing-a  are  rubbtsh— sheep  rubbbh.  accordmi?  to  a\\  my  notions  of 
Art,  and  I  think  you  '11  allow  I  twght  to  know  somethinjsr  about  itP 

Hk  Nephew  {prr^voked  heyond  prudence).  You  cerUinly  ought  to 
know  more  than  thttt^  mv  dear  Unc- —    Are  yoa  goinff  ? 

Tlw  Unck  (grimly).  Yea— to  aee  my  Solicitor,  Sir.    ( To  himself, 
savagely,)    That  confounded  youngr  prig  will  find  he's  paid  dear 
enough  for  hia  predotis  Whistlers — if  I  don't  buve  a  fit  in  the  cab! 
IMe  goes ;  thf  Nephew  uionilen  whether  his  attempt  atproselyt" 
tsing  was  auite  worth  while, 

A  Seriously  Elderly  Lady,  I  'ye  no  patience  with  the  man.  Look 
at  GusTAYS  VQiKt,  now.  I^m  sure  he  was  a  beautiful  artist,  if  tou 
like.  Did  he  go  and  call  his  ** Leaving  the  Pratorium"  a 
'*  Symphony  "  or  a  '*  Harmony,"  or  any  nonsense  of  that  kind P  Of 
course  not— and  yet  look  at  the  difference  I 

An  Impressionable  Person  (carried  away  by  the  local  influence — to 
the  Man  at  the  wicket,  blandly).  Could  you  kindly  oblige  me  by 
exchanging  this  '*  Note  in  Black  and  White  "  for  an  "  Arrangement 
in  Silver  and  Gold  "P 

[Finds    himself  cruelly     misunderstood,     and    suspected    of 
frivolity.     

PERSONAL  PARAGRAPHS. 

The  Rey.  No.  354,  writing  from  Dartmoor,  requests  us  to  inform 
his  numerous  friends  in  Bath  and  elsewhere  that  nis  health  is  much 
improTcd  by  the  bracing  air,  and  that  he  is  occupied  in  revising  for  the 
press  his  oourse  of  Sermons  to  the  Toung  on  the  Moral  Virtues.  He 
is  also  anxious  to  inform  his  creditors  that  his  accounts  are  now  com- 
pletely in  order.  It  is  a  source  of  great  oomfort  to  him  to  reflect 
that  ne  was  able  to  obtain  considerable  sums  of  money  &om  his 
friends  in  Bath,  before  he  was  obliged  to  leave  that  city,  and  that, 
with  the  residue  of  this  money,  obtained  so  to  speak  from  Pxtex,  he 
will  now  have  the  satisfaction  of  paying  a  farthing  in  the  pound  t* 
Paul,  in  other  words,  to  his  creditors. 

Mrs.  B&nnriLLixss  was  yesterday  visited  by  h«r  friends.  Our 
maders  will  be  f^lad  to  know  that  she  is  quite  well  and  has  escaped 
the  influenza  epidemic. 

Mr.  St.  Lbokabds,  with  the  consent  of  the  Governor,  takes  this 
opportunity  of  thanking  the  friends  who  have  so  kindly  oondded 
with  him  on  the  unavoidable  interrupdon  to  his  long  and  arduous 
work  in  the  service  of  his  country.    Ue  hopes  that  nothing  will 

E'event  him  from  displaying  equal  seal  in  the  still  more  arduous 
hour,  which,  also  tor  the  benefit  of  his  country,  he  is  now 
oompeUed  to  undertake  for  a  certain  period. 

Miss  Dodger  is  still  unwelL  The  Home  Secbetabt  has  not  yet 
sent  instructions  for  a  special  drawing-room  to  be  fitt^sd  up  in  tiie 
prison,  nor  has  he,  up  till  now,  given  any  iwrmission  for  Miss 
DosaEB's  afternoon  receptions,  uid  five  o'clock  teas.  It  is  genmlly 
considered  that  tlie  pmbifbility  (tf  hlsdpliur,0b,  irith</at  a  Bpeobl  Act 
3  Parliament,  vnM  vtey  im^,  gmz^^V ^^ 
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BEOKEN  BONDS. 

["  I  iMum  from  St  Petersburg,  that,  last  Satur- 
day, oonferencea  were  begun  between  Russia  and 
Germany^  on  the  admission  of  the  fonner  to  the  new 
commercial  treaties." — Ths  Timts  Farts  Corre^ 

2}0ftdeHt  on  *'  £utsia  and  th$  Central  Commercial 
eoffue.'^] 

La  BtUe  France,  the  Fonaken  One,  loquitur  ;— 
What  do  I  hear  ?    Oh,  do  I  hear  aright, 

Oyer  the  garden  wall  P 
My  latest  loye,  my  gallant  Mosooyite, 

Is  this  the  end,  this  all  ? 

My    heart   heata 

fast,  a  mist  ob- 

Boores  my  sight, 

Sapport  me,  or  I 

What    can    he 

mean?   What- 

ererissheat? — 
Ahl  well! know 

Aer  gamel 
QxBMAJBnA    is    a 

Tile     coquette, 

a  oat* 
Sednoingmynew 

flame 
With  mercenary 

lures,  and  low 

at  that  I 
It    is    a    cruel 

shame  I 

But   six   short 

months  ago  and 

Itohim 
Indeed    seemed 

allinalL 
A  stalwart  loyer, 

though  iant 

wit  peu  grim, 
I    fancied    him 

my  thralL 
And  was  it  after 

all  pretence,  or 

whim? 
Oh,  prospect,  to 

appal! 

I  know  my  envi- 
ous riyals  said 
as  much,* 
But  that  1 
deemed  their 
spite, 

Was't    but    my 
money! he   de- 
sired to  dutch? 
I  lent  it— with 
delight  I 

Were  his  mere 
Tenal  tows? 
His  bonds  but 
such 

As  Samsok 
snapped  at 
sight  Pi 

See  how  she  purrs, 
false  puss!  She 
deems  her  dot 
May  well  out-glitter  mine. 
And  he  I    That  slow  seductiye  smile  I  know. 

At  Cronstadt  by  the  brine. 
To  that  dear  dulcet  yoioe,  not  long  ago, 
My  ears  did  I  incline. 

Ah !  and  those  fine  moustaohios'  conquerinR 
Subdued  my  maiden  heart.  [curl 

For  me  those  tendril-tips  he  'd  twist  and  twirl, 
Looking  so  gay,  so  smart ; 

•  «•  The  suooess  of  a  Russian  Loan  is  not  dearly 
purchased  by  a  little  eflfUsion,  which,  after  all, 
commits  Russia  to  nothing.' '  (See  Cartoon  "  Turn- 
ing the  Tables,"  Sept  26, 1891. 


And  now  he  does  it  for  another  girl, 
And  I— I  stand  apart 

Did  I  not  eiye  my  heart  to  him— false  one ! — 
And  also— well,  my  "  stocking  "  P 

Nor  after  her  *' commercial"  charms  he'll 
run. 
My  modest  beauties  mocking. 

Hist  I  I  believe  of  me  they  're  making  fun  I 
O  Ciel!  'tis  simply  shocking! 

Hist !  I  can  hear  her,  the  sljr  cat.   How  fond 
Her  glances  bold  and  bright ! 


A   TERRIBLE   THREAT. 

Tmpait^ni  Old  GentUman  {to  Ffvmie  Pod-OJim  j4»sislajU^  tcho  ij  tltaUing  pi4aia/iUl^  ttHi^  d^n  ap^t^hh 
acqtiaintan^).  **  Loott  HXKS,  Tousa  \Voma>%  if  yov  dok't  oivx  us  HT  Chai^ok,  corfound  It^  1  *m: 
HAUttin  jr  I  DON*T  00  AWAY  wjTUijvr  it!" 


Her   bag   is   brimming,  mine 's  a  broken 
Dond. 
I  dreamed  not  me  he  'd  slight 
For  Ruch  mere  bagman  beauty,  tamely  blonde, 
But— ah!  tros  Blowttz  right P 

[Left  doubting, 

Dfi.  Yauohait,  of  Salford,  is  to  be  the  New 
Roman  Catholic  Archbishop  of  Westminster. 
He  is  a  bright  cheerful-looking  man  now,  but 
it  is  to  be  feared  that  the  extra  toil  and  trouble 
of  London  may  soon  give  his  features  a  Care- 
I  Yaughan  expression. 


THE  BOUNDS  OF  SCIENCE. 

(Fragmmt/rom  a  Fin  de  Monde  JSomance,) 

The  Student  had  read  many  things,  but  he 
had  not  yet  considered  the  subject  of  Coal. 
He  knew  that  it  was  expensiye,  but  he  had 
not  imagined  that  there  was  so  little  in  the 
world.  But  he  at  length  obtained  the  re- 
quisite knowledge,  ana  set  to  work  to  put 
things  to-rights.  He  called  upon  the  Secre- 
tary of  a  Transatlantic  Ocean  Steamer  Com- 
pany, and  remoDRtrated  with  him  upon  the 
waste  with  which 
the  transactions 
of  his  institution 
were  conducted. 

•'  You  carry 
your  passengers 
too  rapidly,"  he 
obseryed. 

"As  howP" 
asked  the  Secre- 
tary. 

-Why  I  am 
giyen  to  under- 
stand that  the 
power  generated 
by  the  coal  giyes 
each  person  on 
board  your  ships 
a  rate  of  pro- 
gression night  and 
day  of  twenty- 
four  horses." 

"And,  if  it  does 
—what  then?" 

"Why,  it  is  too 
much,"  returned 
theStudent  "All 
the  coal  in  the 
world  will  be  ex- 
hausted in  some- 
thing like  four  or 
iiye  hundred 
yean;  and  so, 
while  there  is  yet 
time,  I  had  better 
go  somewhere 
where  coal  is  a 
secondary  con- 
sideration. What 
shall  I  do  P" 

And  then  the 
Secretary  adyised 
the  Student  to 
take  a  ticket  to 
the  Centre  of 
Africa— and  the 
Student  followed 
his  adyice.  But 
the  day  befora 
the  boat  started, 
the  Student  once 
more  appeared . 

"I  am  afraid," 
said  he,  "  I  must 
ask  you  for  the 
return  of  my 
money.  I  find 
that  it  will  be 
useless  for  me  to 
go  to  the  Centre  of  Africa,  as  the  Sun  is  about 
to  cease  giying  warmth." 

"Dear  me!"  cried  the  Secretary,  "I  was 
under  the  impression  that  the  Sun  was  timed 
to  last  about  one  hundred  millions  of  yean  P  " 
"  It  may  haye  been  in  the  far  distant  past," 
returned  the  Student,  sadly,  "but  recent 
statistics  fix  the  termination  of  the  Sun's  exist- 
ence at  a  much  nearer  date.  There  is  no 
doubt  that  the  Sun  will  not  last  mora  than 
four  millions  of  years,  or  fiye  millions  at 
longest.    Now  giye  me  my  money ! " 

And  (of  course)  the  bullion  was  promptly 
returned.  Digitized  by  VjQiJ^Lt. 
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LETTERS   TO   ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  XII.-TO  PLAUSIBUnT. 

Dbab  Old  Pulu, 

HEAB  jou  have  been  seen  about  again  with  Geniality. 
Poor  Genlllitt,  it  may  be  admitted,  is  often  somethinj^  of  a  fool  when 
he  is  by  himself,  but  when  you  and  he  begin  to  hunt  in  couples,  ^ou 
are  a  deadly  pair.  I  once  knew  a  St.  Bernard  do^ — vou  will  perceive 
the  analogy  bv-and-by— who  lived  on  terms  of  fnenaship  with  a  Skye 
terrier.  Bv  himself  J^ufits  was  a  mild  and  inoffensive  giant.  He 
adored  the  house-cat,  and  used  to  help  her,  in  a  ponderous  way,  with 
the  care  of  her  numerous  family.  Many  a  time  have  I  seen  him 
placidly  extended  before  a  fire,  while  puss  used  his  shag^  body  as  a 
sleeping  box,  and  once  he  was  observed  to  help  that  anxious  tabby- 
mother  with  the  toilet  of  her  kittens  by  licking  them  carefully  all 
over.  At  every  lick  of  Itufu**8  huge  prehensile  tongue  a  kitten  was 
Ufted  bodily  into  the  air,  only,  however,  to  descend  washed  and  un- 
harmed to  the  ground.  But  out  of  doors^n  the  society  of  Flick, 
RufuB^B  whole  nature  seemed  to  change.  He  became  a  demon-ex- 
terminator of  cats.  Led  on  by  his  yelping  little  friend,  he  chased 
them  fiercely  to  their  last  retreats,  ana,  it  he  caught  them,  masticated 
them  without  mercy.  Once  too,  on  a  morning  that  had  been  appointed 
for  a  biff  covert-shoot,  I  noticed  this  strangely  assorted  pair  come 
into  the  breakfast-room  panting  and  dirty.  Tney  were  not  usually 
aforit  before  breaJrfast.  What 
could  their  condition  meanP  A 
flustered  keeper  arrived  shortly 
afterwards  and  explained  every- 
thing. **  Them  two  dogs  o*  youm. 
Sir,"  he  said,  "the  big  'un  ana 
the  little  'un,  'ave  run  all  the 
coverts  through.  There's  not  a 
pheasant  left  in  'em.  They're 
saUin'  all  over  the  country." 

The  truth  was  that  Flick  had 
organised  the  expedition  with 
extraordinary  secrecy  and  cun- 
ning. He  had  persuaded  Rt^fus 
to  join  him,  and  the  result  was 
that  we  shot  forty  pheasants  in- 
stead of  the  three  hundred  on 
which  we  had  counted. 

Now,  my  dear  Plau,  I  merely 
record  this  little  story,  and  leave 
you  to  apply  it.  But  I  may  remind 
you  of  incidents  that  touch  you 
more  nearly.  Do  you  remember 
GobtokP  Many  years  ago  Gortok 

went  to  Oxford  with  a  brilliant  reputation.  Every  triumph  that  the 
University  could  confer  was  held  to  be  within  his  grasp.  His  contem- 
poraries looked  upon  him  as  a  marvellous  being,  who  was  destined  to 
rise  to  the  top  of  whatever  tree  he  felt  disposed  to  climb.  He  was 
really  a  deligntf ul  fellow,  fresh,  smiling,  expansive,  amusing,  and  his 
friends  all  worshipped  him.  Of  oourse  he  went  in  for  the  Hertford. 
His  success  was  certain ;  it  was  merely  a  question  as  to  who  should  be 
second.  On  the  evening  before  the  examination  beran,  there  was  a 
strange  commotion  in  Gorton's  CoUeffe.  Gorton,  who  was  supposed 
to  have  been  reading  hard,  was  found  at  about  twelve  o'clock  in  the 
quad  in  his  nightgown.  He  was  on  all  fours,  and  was  engaged  in 
eating  grass  and  roaring  out  ribald  snatches  of  Latin  songs  in  a 
shrill  voice.  When  the  porter  approached  him  he  said  he  .was  a 
hippogriff,  and  that  in  another  ten  minutes  he  intended  to  fiy  to 
Imey  and  back  in  half  a  second.  He  was  carried  up  to  bed  raving 
horribly.  On  the  following  day  he  grew  calmer,  and  in  a  week  he 
was  himself  again.  But  by  that  time,  of  course,  the  examination 
was  over,  and  Dubbin  was  soon  afterwards  announced  as  the 
successful  competitor. 

Judging  the  past  by  what  I  know  now,  I  cannot  doubt  that  the 
madness  of  Gorton  was  what  patrons  of  the  prize-ring  call  a  put-up 
job,  for  he  never  afterwards  showed  the  smallest  sjrmptomof  lunacy. 
He  had  not  worked  sufficiently,  and  knew  he  must  fail.  So  ne 
became  temporarily  insaiiei  to  avoid  defeat  and  maintain  his  repu- 
tation for  scholarship.  He  left  Oxford  without  taking  a  degree, 
and  owing  money  right  and  left— to  tradesmen,  to  his  friends,  to  his 
tutor.    Then  he  disappeared  for  some  years. 

Next  he  suddenly  orepped  up  again  in  Ireland.  A  small  borough 
oonstituenoy  had  been  suddenly  declared  vacant.  Gorton  happened 
to  be  staying  in  the  hoteL  He  promptly  offered  himself  as  a  candi- 
date, and  pluneed  with  extraordinary  vigour  into  the  contest.  The 
way  that  man  fooled  a  simple-hearted  Irish  electorate  wasmarveUous. 
They  came  to  believe  him  to  be  a  millionnaire,  a  king  of  finance,  a 
personage  at  whose  nod  Statesmen  trembled,  a  being  who  mingled 
with  all  that  was  highest  and  best  in  the  land.  He  cajoled  them,  he 
flattered  them,  he  talked  them  round  his  little  flnger,  he  rollicked 
_  with  them,  opened  golden  vistas  of  promise  to  everyone  of  them. 
iMpul^  at  their  wives,  defled  the  Lord  lieutenant,  and  was  elected 


by  a  crushin/^  majority  over  a  native  pork-merchant  who  had  nothing 
but  his  straightforwajrd  honesty  to  commend  him.  Of  oourse  there 
was  a  petition,  and  equally  of  course  Gorton  was  unseated.  Then 
came  the  reckoning.  Gorton  had  apparently  intimated  that  two  of 
the  great  London  political  Clubs  were  so  warmly  interested  in  his 
candidature  as  to  nave  undertaken  to  pay  aU  his  expenses.  But 
when  application  was  made  to  these  institutions,  their  secretaries 
professed  a  complete  and  chilling  ignorance  of  Gorton,  and  the 
deputation  from  fially whacket,  which  had  gone  to  London  in  search 
of  gold,  had  to  return  empty-handed  to  their  native  place,  after 
wasting  a  varied  stock  of  mil-flavoured  Irish  denunciation  on  the 
London  pavements.  But  Gorton  was  undaunted.  ^  He  actually 
published  an  address  in  which  he  lashed  the  hateful  ingratitude  of 
men  who  betrayed  their  friends  with  golden  words,  and  abandoned 
them  shamefully  in  the  hour  of  defeat.  But  never,  so  he  said, 
would  he  abandon  the  betrayed  electors  of  Ballywhacket.  Others 
might  shuffle,  and  cheat  and  cozen,  but  he  miffht  be  counted  upon  to 
remain  firm,  faithful,  and  incorruptible  amidst  the  seething  waves 
of  political  turpitude. 

Having  issued  this,  he  vanished  again,  and  was  heard  of  no  more 
for  six  or  seven  years.  Then  he  gradually  began  to  emerge  again. 
He  was  engaged  in  the  completion  of  an  immense  work  of  genea- 
logical research,  which  was  intended  to  cast  an  entirely  new 
light  on  many  oDscure  incidents  of  English  history.     For  this  he 

solicited  encouragement  —  aiid 
subscriptions.  He  enclosed  with 
his  appeals  some  specimen  pages, 
which  appeared  to  promise  mar- 
vels of  industry  and  research.  His 
preface  was  a  wonderful  essay,  d 
which  a  Hatward  would  scarcely 
have  been  ashamed.  In  this  way 
he  galiiered  a  large  amount  A 
money  from  historical  enthusiasts 
with  more  ardour  thanknowledfte, 
and  from  old  friends  who,  knowing 
his  real  ability,  believed  that  he 
had  at  last  determined  to  justify 
the  opinions  of  him  which  they 
had  iQways  held  and  expressed. 
It  is  unnecessary  to  add  that  not 
another  line  was  written.  For 
several  years  ill  health  was  sup- 
posed to  hinder  him.  We  read 
piteous  stories  of  his  struggles 
against  the  agonies  of  neuralgia 
and  rheumatics,  some  of  us  threw 
good  money  after  bad  in  the  effort 
to  relieve  the  imaginary  sufferer :  but  to  this  day  the  proofs  of  Perkin 
Warbeck's  absomte  claim  to  the  throne,  and  of  Jack  Cade's  in- 
dubitable royal  descent  remain  in  the  scheming  brain  of  Gorton. 
Eventually  the  poor  wretch  did  die  in  penury,  but  over  that  part  of 
his  story  I  need  not  linger.  The  irony  of  fate  ordained  that  when  he 
was  actually  in  want  he  should  wish  to  be  thought  in  possession  of  a 
large  income. 

I  knew  a  Clergyman  once— at  least  I  had  every  reason  to  believe 
him  to  be  a  lawfully  ordained  Minister  of  the  Church  of  England. 
He  was  taken  on  as  temporary  Curate  in  a  remote  district.  His  life, 
while  he  remained  there,  was  exemplary.  He  was  untiring  ingood 
works ;  the  poor  adored  him,  the  well-to-do  honoured  him.^  We  all 
thought  him  a  pattern  of  unselfish  and  almost  primitive  saintliness, 
and  when  he  de^rarted  from  us  he  went  with  a  silver  inkstand,  a 
dining-room  clock  and  a  purse  of  sovereigns,  subscribed  for  by  the 
parish.  The  odour  of  his  sanctity  had  scarcely  evaporated  before  we 
discovered,  with  horror,  that  the  man  had  never  been  ordained  at 
all  I  He  was  an  impostor,  masquerading  under  an  assumed  name, 
but  while  he  was  witn  us  he  did  good  ana  lived  a  flawless  life.  These 
matters  puzzle  me.    Perhaps  you,  my  dear  Plaxj,  can  explain. 

Tours,  Diogenes  Robinson. 


A  Rather  Large  ORDER.~Amongst  the  many  suggested  plans 
for  housing  tiie  collection  of  pictures  once  offered  by  Mr.  Tate  to  the 
Nation,  is  a  scheme  for  tumins:  the  Banqueting-hall  at  Whitehall 
to  a  useful  and  good  account.  As  a  thoughtful  Artist  has  observed 
in  this  connection.  *'  At  this  moment  the  spacious  building  is  tied 
round  the  necks  or  the  Members  of  the  United  Service  Institution 
IUlc  a  white  elephant." 

A  Monet-Lenber  said  he  had  never  been  inside  a  Church  since 
the  day  he  looked  in  at  hymn-time,  and  heard  them  singing, ''  With 
one  per  cent,  let  all  ^e  earth, "  and  he  didn't  want  to  hear  any  more. 

Trying  to  the  TEMPER.^Mrs.  R.  says  nothing  can  induce  her  to 
eat  cross  buns,  as  they  are  fare  to  disagree  with  her. 
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TRIALS   AT  THE    LAW   COURTS. 


A  Timid  but  Ebudits 


'  Leader  "  is  raoiD  to  take  a 
Objection." 


'Bad 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

All  who  are  interested  in  the  theatrical  oelehritieB  of  post  times 
will  do  well  to  read  a  hrief,  indeed,  a  too  hrief  paper,  about 
Dorotht  Joedax.  written  bj  Fitzosbald  Mollot,  for  The 
EnglUh  lUustratea  Magazitie  of  this  month.  The  Baron  does  not 
remember  if  Thackebat  touched  on  the  storv  of  this  talented 
Actress  in  his  Lectures  on  **  The  Four  Oeoraee ; "  but  the  sad  flnish 
to  the  brilliant  career  of  Mrs.  Jobdait  could  hardljr  haye  escaped 
the  great  Satirist  as  being  one  instance,  among  manji  illustratinjr 
the  wise  King's  adyice  as  to  **  not  putting  your  trust  in  Princes ; " 
**  or,"  for  the  matter  of  that,  and  in  fairness,  it  must  be  added,  "  in 
any  child  of  man.*'  Poor  Dobotht,  or  Dollt  Jobdak  !  but  now  a 
Queen  of  '*  Puppets,"  and  now— thus,  a  mere  rag-doUy.  Ah, 
(^AREzrcBl— ''False,  fleeting,  perjured  ClabbkcbI"  as  Shax- 
8PSABB  wrote  of  that  other  Duke  in  Crookbaok'd  Richabd*8  time, 
for  whom  the  '*  ih  "  and  '*  ands  "  of  life  were  resolyed  for  ever  in  a 
final  "butt." 

In  the  issue  for  1891  of  that  most  interesting  yearly  Annual,  The 
Book'  Worm,  for  which  the  Baron,  taking  it  up  now  and  again, 
blesses  Elliot  Stoc^  of  Paternoster  Bow,  there  is  a  brief  but 
interesting  account  of  The  Annexed  Prayer-Book,  which,  after 
some  curious  chances  and  changes,  was  at  last  ordered  to  be  photo- 
graphed page  by  page,  without  beinff  remoyed  from  the  custody  of 
Black  Bod.  *'  By  means  of  an  elaoorate  system  of  reflecting,"  the 
process  of  photographing  was  carried  on  in  the  House  of  Lords. 
It  is  satisfactory  to  all  Book-worms  to  know  that  so  important  a 
work  was  not  undertaken  without  eyen  more  than  the  usual  amount 
of  reflection.  The  Babon  dx  Booe-Wobms. 


THE   HAMLET   IN   THE   HAYMARKET. 

With  Mr.  Tbxb*8  impersonation  of  Hamlet  most  London  play- 
goers are  by  this  time  acquainted,  though  not  yet  familiar.  It  is  a 
most  interesting  performance,  especially  to  those  who  remember  the 
inauguration  of  startling  new  departures  by  Chablbs  Fechixr. 
The  question  for  eyery  fresh  Hamlet  must  always  be.  **  How  can  I 
differentiate  my  Hamlet  from  all  preyious  Hamlete  f  What  can  I 
do  that  nobody  has  as  yet  thought  of  doing  ?"  **To  be  or  not  to  be  " 
Hamlet,  *'that  is  the  question"  ;  whether  'tis  better  continuously  to 
suffer  the  tortures  of  uncertainty  as  to  what  you  might  haye  achieyed 
had  you  essayed  the  part,  or  to  take  up  the  study  of  it,  and  ceasing 
to  shiyer  on  the  bank,  leaye  off  your  damnable  faces,  and  plunge  in  r 
Mr.  Tbxe  has  plunged,  and  is  going  on  swimmingly. 

Mrs.  Tbxb's  Ophelia  sane,  is  channing.  Her  distraught  Ophelia 
is  yery  mad  indeed,  and  her  method  in  her  madness  is  excellent. 

Thm  is  a  curious  monotony  in  some  of  the  stage-business.  Thus, 
Ophelia  pauses  in  her  exit  and  comes  up  auietly  Dehind  the  absent- 
minded  Frinoe  as  if  to  play  bo-peep  with  him :  then,  later  on,  after 
his  apparently  brutal  treatment  of  ner,  Hamlet  returns,  and,  while 
she  is  itoopiiu:  and  in  tears,  lie  kisses  her  hair  and  runs  away  noise- 
lea^  at  if  tnia  also  were  another  part  of  the  same  game.  TlMn 
•gain,  in  the  Chnrehyazd,  after  the  seaadalous  brawung  (brought 


about  by  the  stupid  ignorance  of  a  dunderheaded  ecclesiastic,  to  whose 
Bishop  Laertes  ought  to  haye  immediately  reported  him),  Hamlet 
returns  to  weep  and  throw  flowers  into  the  graye.  Now  excellent 
'*  returns"  are  dear  to  the  managerial  heart,  and  oonsolin^  to  his 
pocket,  when  they  attest  the  oyerflowing  attendance  of  '*  friends  in 
front;"  but  when  "returns  "  are  on  the  stage,  their  excellence  may 
be  Questioned  on  the  score  of  monotony.    Now,  as  to  the  Church- 

5ara  Scene,  permit  me  to  make  a  suggestion :— the  Second  Ghraye- 
igger  has  been  oommissioned  by  the  First  Ghrayedigger,  with  money 
down,  to  go  to  a  neighbouring  publican  of  the  name  of  Tatjghax, 
pfonounoed  Togan  or  Tawn,— probably  the  latter,  on  account 
either  of  his  opening  his  mouth  wide,  or  of  his  being  a  sleepy-headed 
fellow, — and  fetch  a  stoop  of  liquor.  Now,  when  all  the  turmoil  is 
oyer,  the  remaining  grayediffger  would  at  once  set  to  work,  as  in 
fact  he  does  in  this  scene  at  the  Haymarket ;  but  here  he  just  shoyels 
a  handful  of  moidd  into  the  graye,  and  then,  without  rhyme  or 
reason  (with  both  of  which  he  has  been  plentifully  supplied  by 
Shakspeibe),  suddenly  away  he  goes,  merely  to  allow  for  the 
*'  business  "  of  HandeVe  re-entrance.  But  why  shouldn't  there  be 
hert,  prior  to  the  return  of  Hamht,  a  re-entrance  of  tibe  Second 
G  raved i^ifpr,  as  if  oomtnif  buck  trom  hiend  Yauohah's  with  the  pot 
of  alt'  ?  The  sight  of  this  would  attract  First  Grayedigger.  and  take 
tht^thitsty  Boul  most  readilr  from  his  work  to  discuss  the  refreshment 
in  aomu  ehady  Dook.  Then  b)'  mil  m(>ans  let  Hamlet  return  to  pour  out 
his  grief ;  and  od  tiiis  picture  ou^ht  the  Curtain  effectiyely  descend. 
k  novel  poiat  introduced  by  S£r.  TBEi  is  that  his  Hamlet,  enter- 
tiiininfr  an  affeetionate  remembrance  of  the  late  ToxiGX,  assumes  a 
friendly  and  patron! ains  air  towards  roBlcx's  successor,  a  Court 
Fool,  apparentV  so  youthful  tlitit  he  may  still  be  supposed  to  be 
learning  his  business*  So  when  His  Eoyal  Highness  Hamlet  has 
what  heconsidciTi  **  a  good  thinff  '*  to  say,  Mr.  Tiueb  places  the  noyice 
in  jesting  near  hiiQS<?ff,  and  pointedly  speaks  at  him;  as  e,g,,  when, 
in  reply  to  the  Kind's  inquiry  after  Ms  health,  he  teUs  him  that  he 
"eatfl  air  promiae-crammed,  adding,  with  a  sly  look  at  the  Court 
Fool,  "  yoxi  eannot  feed  oajwus  sa."  Whereat  the  Fool,  put  into  a 
difficult  ixtsition,  throujfh  his  fear  uf  offending  the  Prince  by  noi 
laughiuR-,  or  angering-  the  Kin^  (hb  employer)  by  lauffhing,  has  to 
acknowledge  the  Prince'n  witticiam  with  a  deferential,  but  some- 
what deprecatory »  aniR-ger. 

A^ain,  whm  IlamiH  Is  **goinir  to  haye  a  lark"  with  old 
Pol4tnim—n,  proceeding-  in  exquisitely  bad  taste  by  the  way — ^Mr. 
Tree'^  //<v  h  I /e^  attracts  the  Toun^  Co  art 
Jo^tur^B  atUution  to  hia  forthcoming 
noyelty.  Now  this  time,  as  the  repartee 
is  about  as  rude  a  thing  as  any  yulgar 
cad  of  an  ^Asxt  might  haye  uttered, 
the  professional  Jester,  who  eyidently 
does  not  owe  his  appointment  to  the  Lord 
Chamberlain's  fayour,  and  is  exempt 
from  his  jurisdiction,  grins  all  oyer  his 
countenance,  and  hoM  away  to  explain 
the  jest  to  some  of  the  courtiers,  while 
Hamlet  himself,  to  judge  by  his  smiling 
countenance,  is  clearly  yery  much  pleased 
with  his  own  performance  in  lowing 
a  Jester  how  the  fool  should  be  played. 
And  this  notion  is  consistent  with  the 
character  of  a  Prince  who  takes  upon 
himself  tojecture  the  Actors  on  their  own 
art.  There  is  no  subtler  touch  in  Shak- 
spbabe's  irony  than  his  putting  these  "  I  am  thy  Father's  Ohott ! " 
instructions  to  players  in  the  mouth  of  a 

noble  amateur.    Of  the  reyiyal,  as  a  whole,  one  majr  truthfully  say, 
Qa  donnedpenser^  and,  indeed,  the  study  of  Hamlet  is  inexhaustible. 


WITH  THEIR  EASTER  EGGS. 

The  Emp-r-r  of  G^-rm-ny.— Presentation  copy  of  the  light  and 
leading  satirical  English  Paper. 

The  Ct-r  of  i2-M-a.— Letter  of  regret  from  President  C-bw-t. 

The  Pr-e-d-nt  of  the  IV-nch  J2-jp-6l-c.—  Seoretly-obtained  copy 
of  proposed  treaty  for  a  Quadruple  Alliance. 

The  K-ng  oflt-lu, — Scheme  for  a  modue  vivemU, 

The  P-M.— Duplioate  copy  of  ditto. 

CA-nc-fi-r  C-vr-vi. — Permit  for  leaye  of  absence. 

Pr-nee  V-n  B-im-rdc^K  song,  **  The  Betumofthe  PHot.^* 

The  M-rq-e  of  S-Usb-rt/.—DBt^  of  the  General  Election. 

The  Ch-ne-lCr  of  the  jSrcA-o-r.— Comments  on  the  Budget. 

F-ret  L-rd  of  the  Tr-f-iy.—New  rules  for  the  game  of  Golf. 

BLHon,  W.B.  OUdit-ne.-^t  of  Diaries  for  the  next  twenty  years. 

The  P't  X-r.t«.— The  Order  of  "  The  Foresters." 

The  Oxf-rd  B-ght.-'The  Blue  Riband  of  the  Thames,      t 

S-r  A-g-U-B  Dr-r-Ln^.-^L  month's  well-deseryed  rest^  I P 

N-lh^  in  P-rt-e^r.—A  legacy  of  £100,000  )  *^^ 

Ev-rpMy  m  6^-fi-r-l.— Rata  and  taxes. 
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j!r   i^  ^nv 


SO    FRIVOLOUS! 

JFiJe.  "  Solomon,  I  have  a  Boir«  to  fiok  with  you." 

SoUmum  {flippantly).  *'  With  plxabvbb,  xt  dsab,  so  long  as  it  'a  a  Tvnkt  Bokb  1 " 


THE  DYNAMITE  DRAGON. 

A  Dragon  !    Fangh  I  that  fool  and  writhing 

Worm 
Seems  soaroely  worthy  of  the  ancient  term 
That  fills  old  myth,  and  typifies  the  fight 
'Twixt  wrathful  evil  and  the  force  of  right. 
The  dragons  of  the  prime,  fierce  saurian 

things 
With  ogre  gorges  and  with  harpy  wings, 
Fitted  their  hour ;  the  haunts  that  gave  them 

birth. 
The  semi-chaos  of  the  early  earth. 
The  slime,  the  earthquake  shock,  the  whelm- 
ing flood. 
Made  battle  ground  for  the  colossal  brood. 
But  now,  when  centuries  of  love  and  light 
Have   warmed  and   brightened  man^   old 

home;  when  might 
Is  not  all  sinister,  nor  all  desire 
Fierce  appetite,  that  all-derouring  fire, — 
When  life  is  not  alone  a  wasting  scourge. 
But  from  the  swamps  of  soulless  strife  emerge 
Some  Fisgah  peaks  of  promise  where  the  dove 
Finds  footing,  high  the  whirling  gulfs  above- 
Now  the  intrusion  of  this  loathly  shape. 
With  pestilence-breathing  jaws  that  olaekly 

For  inoisoriminate  prey,'  is  sure  a  thing 
To  set  celestial  guards  once  more  a- wing ; 
To  fire  a  new  St.  Michael  or  St.  Oeorge 
With  the  bright  death  to  cleave  the  monster's 

gorge,  [breath 

And  trample  out  the  Laidly  Worm  s  last 
In  the  convulsions  of  reluctant  death. 
^    crawling,     craven,    sneaking,    snaking 

brute; 
rposeless  spite,  and  hatred  absolute. 


In  hideous  shape  incarnate !    Yenomed  Qad 
In  Civilisation  s  path ;  malignant-mad, 
And  blindly  biting ;  raising  an  asp-neck 
In  Beauty's  foet-tracksy  and  prepared  to 

wreck 
The  ordered  work  of  ages  in  a  day, 
To  raze  and  shatter,  to  abase  and  slay. 
Blind  as  the  earthquake,  headlong  as  the 

storm. 
Yet  in  such  hideous  subter-hnman  form, 
Yulgar  as  venomous  I    Dragon  indeed, 
Anddangerous,  but  with  no  soul  save  greed. 
No  aim  save  chaos.    Bloody,  yet  so  blind, 
The  common  enemy  of  humankind^ 
Whose  age-stored  works  and  ways  it  yearns 

to  blast, 
To  smite  to  ruined  fragments,  and  to  cast 
Prone — as  itself  is  prone — ^in  common  dust. 
The  Beautiful,   the  Wise,  the  Strong,  the 

Just, 
All  fruit  of  labour,  and  all  spoil  of  thought. 
All  that    co-operant    Man  hath  won    or 

wrought, 
All  that  the  heart  has  loved,  the  mind  has 

taught 
Through   the    long    generations,    hoarded 

rams 
Of  plastic  fancies,  and  of  potent  brains ; 
Thrones,   Temples,   Marts,    Art's   alcoves. 

Learning's  domes. 
Patrician  XMuaces,  and  haurgecu  homes. 
Down,  down  I— to  glut  its  spleen,  the  paltry 

thing. 
Impotent,  save  to  lurk,  and  coil,  and  spring. 
But  powerful  as  tho  poison-drop,  once  siwd. 
That  creeps,  corrupts,  and  leaves  its  victim- 
dead! 
As  the  asp's  fang  could  turn  to  pulseless  day 
The  Pride  of  Egypt,  so  this  Worm  can  slay 


If  left  long  covert  for  its  crawling  course. 
Up,  up  against  it  every  virile  force. 
And  every  valorous  virtue  I    By  its.hiss 
'Tis  known  hoittM  humani  genem. 
Let  Civilisation  snatch  St.  Michael's  sword. 
And  slay  this  Dragon,  of  a  tribe  abhorred 
The  meanest  and  the  most  malignant  Worm* 
Which  can  spill  venom,  but,  attacked,  will 

squirm. 
Shrink,  splutter,  vanish.  With  no  noble  end, 
AH  men  must  be  its  foes,  blind  hatred  its  sole 

friend  I  

BREAKING. 

[In  hit  spot-bured  Billisrd-Msteh  with  H.  Colbs, 
PsALLmade  brwki  of  108, 133,  M,  62, 78, 77,and  80.] 

Break,  break,  break 
On  thy  Billiard-board,  oh  P.  I 

As  easy  as  cutting  butter 
The  Dusiness  seems  to  thee. 

'•  Oh,  weU  that  the  spot  is  barred," 
The  knowing  ones  glibly  say, 

"  Or  we  might  get  no  chance 
Of  a  Coles'  sdrike  here  to-day.^ 

And  the  marvellous  game  goes  on. 
Till  the  watchers  have  their  fill ; 

And  one  drops  off,  and  dreams 
He 's  taken  the  *'  Red"  for  a  pilL 

Break,  break,  break ! 

And  there 's  one  that  will  broken  be  ; 
For  the  Pony  I  put  on  the  other  man 

Will  never  come  back  to  me. 


SuoGEsnoK  FBOM  **Childe  Haeolo"  at 
Oltxpia  — **  I  stood  in  Yenioe  on  the  Bridge 
of  Size  And  paint,"  &o.,  &c. 
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OH  THE  FIBST  OSEEV  CHAIB. 

BsACH  it,  attendant ;  wicked  winter  flies  off  c 
Flaoe  it  with  pomp  for  me  to  sit  and  stare 
Up  at  the  sun  who  banqnets  us  with  cries  of 
"Chiil" 

Long  haTe  we  pined  in  darkness  most  uncanny : 
Now  to  Hyde  Park  return  its  gauze  of  jg(dd, 
Jewels  of  crocus  and  enhanoements  mam- 
-fold. 

Welcome,  delicious  zephyr,  blithe  new-comer, 

Urging  to  purchase  patent-leather  boots, 
Hats  of  a  virgin  glossiness,  and  summer 
suits* 


Thuraday,  April  7.    Hyde  Park.    Mid-day. 

Welcome,  attire  of  camiyal-oarousers, 

Suddenly  bursting  on  the  'wildered  yiew. 
Mine— I  don*t  mind  confessing  it— are  trousers 
neWt 

These  that,  serene  in  atmosphere  serenest. 
Droop  o'er  a  Chair,  whose  emerald  taunts 
uie  trees — 
Green  are  the  leaves,  and  greener  than  'the 
greenest 

PeasI 

AH  things  must  end :  to-morrow  mav  be  icy : 
Wither  too  seon  the  joys  that  fresnest  are ; 
End  will  sweet  summer  reveries,  and  my  ci- 
gar. 

Ends  too  that  master-^eoe  of  Messrs.  Htak 

Bashfully  hinted  at  in  line  sixteen  ; 
Qreen  was  the  Chair  I  sat  on— and  now  Jam 
green! 


^^  ALL'S  (FAIKLT)  WELL." 

QcKJn^The  War  Office.  Sanctum  of  .the 
CoMMiirDEB-Dr-CHiBF.  H.R.H.  isseaied 
an  a  chair.  To  him  enter  {after  being 
properly  complimented  by  a  couple  of 
Grenadiere   on    guard    over   an  area) 

ISfSPECreR-GENE&AL      OF    EVBRTTHIirG, 

Field-Marshal  Punch. 

Inspector- General  {sharply).  Well,  Sir! 
(Commander  -  nr  -  CmEF  comes  briskly  to 
attentien,)  No,  your  Boyal  Highness,  you 
can  be  seated.  I  don't  want  to  disturb  you 
—much!  And  now,  how  is  the  Easter 
Beview  gettigg  on  P 

Com.'in- Chief,  First-rate,  Sir.  Excel- 
lent, Sir!    Couldn't  be  better.  Sir ! 

Insp,'Oen,  {dryly),  I  have  heard  those 
phrases  before,  your  Boyal  Highness—espe- 
cially "eouldix't  be  better"— and  found 
subsequently  that  things  ought  to  have  been 
better,  very  much  better.  Sir. 

Com,'in' Chief  {anxiously).  But  I  assure 
vou,  Sir.  that  this  time  we  are  doing  our  level 
best.  Why,  Sir,  fancy,  we  are  goingto  have 
thirty  thousand  men  under  arms !  Xhink  of 
that,    Sir— thirty  thousand  men ! 


Insp,'Oen,  About  the  numbers  of  a  Ger- 
man Brigade,  or  is  it  a  Begiment  ? 

Com,  -f  n-  Chief  {unth  a  forced  laugh).  Come, 
Sir,  I  see  you  are  joking!  Yes,  thirtv  thousand 
men,  and  some  of  them  are  going  down  fully 
equipped.  Why,  for  instance,  the  Artists  will 
march  the  whole  way  to  the  scene  of  the  opera- 
tions with  their  own  regimental  transport ! 
And  so  will  the  1st  London  Engineers.  Think 
of  that.  Sir! 

Insp,  -  Gen,  And  how  much  have  ^ou 
gentlemen  here  had  to  do  with  that.  Sir  ? 
Why,  the  Volunteers  would  have  been  left 
in  a  state  of  utter  unpreparedness  had  not 
the  public  taken  the  initiative.  What  did 
the  War  Office  and  the  Horse  Guards  do  to- 
wards giving  them  their  kit  f 

Com. 'in 'Chief,  Well^  it  is  all  right 
now.  Sir.  And  we  are  going  to  have  a  splen- 
did time  of  it.  The  idea  is  that  a  hostile 
force  has  landed  at  Deal  during  the  early 
hours  of  Monday  morning^  and 

Insp.' Gen.  [interrupting).  Yes,  I  have 
read  all  that  in  the  papers.  But  come,  tell 
me  who  is  to  command  r 

Com, 'in.' Chief  {rather  taken  aback). 
Well,  Sir,  the  customary  crew.  I  suppose 
BnxT  Sbtmoub. 

Insp,  Gen,  {severely),  I  presume,  your 
Boyal  Highness,  that  you  refer  to  General 
Lord  William  Setmous,  who  will  be  in 
command  at  Dover. 

Com. 'in- Chief  {abashed).  Certainly,  Sir. 
You  are  a  little  particular  to-day.  Sir. 

Insp,  Gen,  {yravely),  I  am  alwavs  par- 
ticular—very^articmar —  when  I  have  to 
deal  with  the  Volunteers.  Well,  Sir,  General 
Lord  William  Seymoub,  commands  at  Dover 
-proceed.  Sir ;  pray  proceed. 

Com,'in' Chief,  Then,  Sir,  there's  General 
GK)ODEirouoH  at  Maidstone,  and  General 
DawsoN' Scott  at  Chatham. 

Insp,' Gen.  Is  he  a  Volunteer  ? 

Com.'in' Chief  {laughing).  Why  no.  Sir: 
of  course  not.  Sir.  Why  he's  in  the  Boyal 
Engineers.  Although  in  my  Crimean  days 
we  never  considerea  Sappers  soldiers.  We 
used  to  say  that 

Insp.' Gen.  (severely).  No  levity.  Sir. 
And  prajr  who  else  is  to  be  in  command  ? 

Com,'in' Chief,  Well,  Sir,  I  shall  be  pre- 
sent myself  on  Saturday,  and  then  take  the 
March-past  on  Monday. 

Insp.' Gen.  Yes;  but  how  about  the  Volun- 
teers r  What  about  them?  Why  don't  you 
let  the  officers  command  their  own  men  P 

Com.'in- Chief,  Why,  Sir,  you  see  in  time 
of  war 

Insp,' Gen.  {interrupting).  You  would  find 
Volunteer  officers  as  capable  as  any  others. 
Your  Boyal  Highness  has  no  doubt  studied  the 
lessons  taught  by  the  war  between  the  Kor- 
themers  and  the  Southerners  in  America  F 

Com,'in' Chief,  I  have  glanced  at  the  sub- 
ject. Sir,  at  the  Boyal  Umted  Service  Insti- 
tute. And  may  I  venture  to  hope  that  you 
are  satisfied.  Sir  Y 

Insp,' Gen,  {after  a  pause).  Well,  yes,  I 
think  you  are  doing  better.  But^tin  future, 
give  a  share  of  the  command  to  Volunteers 

fir  et  simple.    And  now  just  jot  down  what 
have  further  to  say  to  you. 
ISeene  doses  in  upon  the  Com.-ik-Chief 
taking  notes. 


CONNECTED  WITH  THE  PBESS. 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Institute  of 
Journalists,  it  was  proposed  that  future  candi- 
dates for  membership  should  underffo  an 
examination  to  test  their  qualifications  oefore 
election.  Should  the  proposal  be  adopted,  no 
doubt  some  such  paper  as  the  following  will 
be  set  to  those  desirous  of  obtaining  the  right 
of  adding  **  M.I.J."  to  their  names. 

1.  Would  you  as  a  Beporter  venture  to  use 


such  expressions  as  '* devouring  element"  or 
*' destructive  fluid  "in  sending  in  "flimsy" 
to  a  London  Daily  Paper  f  State  when  jaa 
would  consider  ;;ourself  entitled  to  describe 
yourself  '*  a  SpeciaL" 

2.  What  are  the  rights  of  a  Journalist  at  a 
free  luncheon  ?  If  an  Editor  finds  himself 
present,  should  he  return  thanks  for  the  Press 
himself,  or  leave  that  duty  in  the  hands  of  a 
bumptious  Beporter. 

3.  Write  an  essay  upon  the  Law  of  libeL 
andsay  whena  papr,  (l)  should  apologise,  (2) 
fight  it  out,  and,  (3)  settle  it  out  of  Court. 

4.  Define  the  dinerenoe  between  a  *'  com- 
ment of  public  importance"  and  a  "puffing 
advertisement." 

5.  What  is  "  log-rolling  ?  "  Give  examples 
to  illustrate  the  meaning  of  the  word. 

6.  Show,  concisely,  whv  the  World  could 
not  revolve  without  the  Press,  and  why  the 
Press  would  cease  to  be  without  your  own 
personal  assistance. 


UPOV  JULIA'S  COAT. 

{After  Herriek.) 
Whekas  my  Jttlia  wears  a  sack. 
That  hides  the  outline  of  her  back, 
I  cry,  in  sore 
distress,  "A- 
lack!" 
She   showed  a 
dainty  waist 
when  dressed 
Iniaoket;  true, 
the  size  con- 
fessed 
That  whalebone 
had  its  shape 
compressed. 
Still   was    her 
form     sweet 
as  her  face. 
But  now  what 
change     has 
taken  place  I 
This      ^'sack 
coat "    hides 
all     maiden 
grace. 
Althoughmen's 
clothes      are 
always  vile. 
The   coat,    the 
trousers   and 
the  "tile"  I 
Some  sense  still 
lingers    in 
each  style. 
But  women's  garments  should  be  fair, 
All  graceful,  gay  and  debonair. 
AndTif  they  lack  good  sense,  why  care  F 
0  Julia,  cease  to  wear  a  sack, 
A  garb  all  artists  should  attack, 
In  which  both  sense  and  beauty  lack ! 

DBINK8  AND  DBAMAS. 
["  Hbnkt  thb  Eighth  it  a  Soda-water  Play." 
— j£r,  Irving*»  Evidence  before  the  Committee.^ 

Mb.  Ievikg  has  now  completed  his  list  of 
refreshments  suited  to  performances.  They 
can  be  obtained,  like  Mr.  Goschen's  reserve 
of  shillings,  '*  on  application,"  .which  does 
not  mean  firratis. 

Macbeth,— Nery  fine  old  Scotch. 

JJam/tf<.— Bitters. 

Romeo  and  Juliet. — Bum  and  Milk. 

Othello,— DuhMa  Stout. 

Merchant  of  Venice.— TotUI  'A.). 

Charles  the  First.— Botded  Ale  (with  *a 
fine  head). 

The  Cup.—TetL.      C^  ^  ^  ^T  . 

JViu»<,--Ginger  Brandy. 

Much  Ado  About  Toothing,— Benedietxa; 

Carsican  Brothers, — Half-and-half. 


Lbntbn  Fashion. 

Sack-Coat,  nearest  approach  to 

Sackcloth,  for  Lent. 
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ABEBLIVCITl2Elf*S 

DtABT. 

(Translated  hy   Our  First 
Standard  Board  Scholar, ) 

r«It  if  BUted  that  the 
■oldier  who,  on  Fridaj  last, 
fired  at  and  killed  a  man  who 
threatened  him  while  on  len- 
trj  duty  before  the  barraeki 
in  the  Wrangel-ttraiae,  Ber- 
lin, haf  been  promoted  to  the 
rank  of  oorporal,  for  what  ii 
deeoribed  aa  nil  correct  oondnct 
on  the  oeeaabn.  The  paiaer- 
bj,  who  waa  wounded  at  the 
■ame  time,  itill  liee  in  a  pre- 
earioua  condition."  —  St, 
Jamet^t  OautU^  April  6.] 

AprU  1. — I  go  walking 
near  barraoka ;  see  man 
looking  quietly  at  building. 
Suddenlv  fires  the  sentry 
with  his  long  distanoe  rifie. 
so  that  the  straight  onward 
through  the  harmless  on- 
lookers heart  and  through 
my  never  suffidentlyto  oe 
regretted  rif  ht  arm  pass- 
ing bullet  in  the  remote 
distanoe  a  child  kills. 
Long  liye  our  good  Empe- 
ror and  his  glorious  army  I 
Carried  home  insensible. 

JuM  1.  —  At  last  am  I 
from  arm-amputation  re- 
oovered  and  walk  again 
out.  The  sentry  was  for 
his  on  the  first  April  ouite 
I  courageous  act  to  be  Ser- 
geant promoted.  Here 
comes  a  Sergeant  I  He  is 
it !  Look  curiously  at  him 
whereupon  he  me  in  the  leg 
shoots.  Long  live  our  Em- 
peror I  Again  carriedhome. 

8epU  1.— Again  out,  in 
iuTalid  chair,  meet  same 
man,  now  Lieutenant.  1 
murmur  sadly,  *'Ah,  my 


CULTURE. 

Sgiks— utf  PrivaU  FiOurs  QaXUry. 

KobU  Sportsman  (oppositt  choice  example  <^  CanaUtio).  "  I  sat,  bt  Joyb,  I  sn 
Tou  'ye  got  a  PicnxBB  OF  Oltmpia  hxbx  1 " 


friend.  I  gave  you  a  leg- up 
indeed! ''  Then  he,  saying 
that  1  him  insulted  naTC, 
my  remaining  arm  with  his 
sword  off  outs.  1  respect 
our  Emperor,  but  I  loTe  not 
his  soldiers  now.  Must 
hire  an  amanuensis. 

January  1.  — After  my 
long  illness  golonce  again, 
Unter  den  Linden,  in  my 
inyalid  chair— that  is  to 
say,  what  is  left  of  me. 
My  enemy  is  now  a  Cdon^ 
Shall  1  him  again  see  P 
Heayen  forbid  I  Alas,  he 
comes  eren  now,  with  those 
weapons  which  so  rapidly 
him  increase,  and  me 
diminish  I  I  say  nothing, 
but  he,  seeing  me^  witn 
his  sword  my  last  limb  off 
cuts.  1  love  not  even  our 
Emperor  now. 

Matf  1.— To-day  is  the 
Sociahsts'  Day,  and  1  can 
once  more  out-dragged  be. 
I  am  now  a  without  Icffs 
or  arms  Socialist.  My 
enemy  can  be  promoted  now 
only  by  my  body.  He  has 
become    a    Gtmeral    and 

Count {Here      the 

Diary  ends  abruptly,) 

''BerUn,  Jfay  2.— Yes- 
terday an  unfortunate 
Grentleman,  without  arms 
or  len.  when  passing  the 
B4yyal  Palace  in  his  invalid 
chair,  was  attacked  by  a 
distin^fuished  officer,  who 
ran  his  sword  through  the 
heart  of  the  unoffending 
ciyilian.  The  assassin  was 
immediately  promoted,  as 
is  usual  in  sudi  cases,  and 
is  now  Field  Marshal 
Prince  Blxttundexthk  yok 

SCHLA.CHTHATJ8XN."— Xmi- 

don  Daily  Papers, 


ESSENCE  or  PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DUET  OF  TOBT,  K.P. 

House  of  Commons^  Mon^ 
dayy  April  4.  —  Alphsus 
Clegphas  has  added  a  new 
terror  to  Parliamentary  life. 
It  is  bad  enough  to  have 
him  unexpectedly  rising 
from  a  customary  seat ; 
usually  finds  a  place  on  top 
Bench  below  Gangway, 
whence,  in  days  that  are  no 
more,  Kswdsoate  used  to 
lament  fresh  CYidenoes  of 
Papal  ascendancy.  House 
^wn  aooustemed  to  hear- 
ing the  familiar  Yoioe  from 
this  accustomed  spot.  To- 
night, couYersation  on  ques- 
tion of  PriYilege  been  going 
forward  for  some  time. 
Seemed  about  to  reach  con- 
clusion, when  suddenly,  far 
below  the  Gangway  in  Irish 
quarter,  ominous  sound 
broke  on  startled  ear. 

At  first  all  eyes  turned  to 
Nbwdeoatb's  dd  quarters: 
but  the  Yoioe  CYidently  did 
not  proceed  thence.  Fol- 
lowing the  sound.  Members 
came  upon  Alphsus  Clbo- 
PHA.8  breaking  out  in  afresh 


Alphsus  Cleophsi. 


place.  Otherwise,  all  the  same ;  the  flat-toned  Yoice,  the  imper- 
turbable manner  that  awaits  cessation  of  storm  of  obloquy,  and 
then  completes  interrupted  sentence  \  the  couYiction  that  somebody 
(generally  the  GoYemment)  is  acting  dishonestly,  and  needs  a 
watchful  eye  kept  upon  him  ;  the  information  oonYCYed  that  the 
Eye  is  now  turned  on— all  were  there,  each  identified  Alphkus 
Clegphas.  .  Tip  again  and  again  during 
inreliminary  discussionj  alwaYs  shouted 
at.  and  CYcr  quietly  waiting  till  noise  has 
subsided,  when  he  finishes  tne  interrupted 
sentence,  and  begins  another. 

Buaimess  done.^ln  Committee  on  Small 
Holdings. 

Tuesday,— llKmij  circumstance  in  the 
history  of  all  Adnunistrations  that  there 
is  ncYer  lacking  a  friend  on  their  own 
side  to  keep  tnem  on  the  right  path. 
Badcliffs  Cooks  suddenly  dcYcloped 
tendency  towards  personally  conducting 
the  (}cYemment.  Hitherto  appeared  as  a 
docile  follower.  New  state  of  affairs 
arose  in  connection  with  Breach  d  Pri- 
Yilege by  Cambrian  Railway  Directors. 
Higks-Bbach  last  night  gaYO  notice  to 
take  into  consideration  Special  Report  of 
Select  Committee  charging  Directors  with 
Breach  of  ^Yflege.  Bbach  proposed  to 
wait  awhQe  till  **  the  other  side  "  nad  got 
up  a  case  or  two,  to  show  that  if  Masters 
were  prone  to  punish  their  SerYants  for 
giving  incouYenient  CYidence  on  question  ...  ,  , 
of  Hours  of  Labour,  the  SerYants  wereQ'^'^^^^l  1^ 
no  better  when  they  nad  power  to  infiict        Peraonal  Conduct^-. 
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on  eaok  other  umilar  panishment.  Bxach  made  his  proposal  in 
matter-of-f  aot  way,  anticipating  general  oonoorrence.  But  Craxtvisq 
objeoted;  Georoe  Tbeyxltav  did  not  approve  the  sngeestion ;  while 
the  Squibb  of  Malwood  eagerly  seized  Bbich's  maladroit  phrase 
about  *'the  other  side,"  ana  made  great  play  with  it.  Probably 
Bbich  might  have  disregarded  this  aotion  ntnn  Opposition  Benches ; 
but  different  when  Radcliffb  Cooke  rose  from  Sench  immediately 
behind  Ministers,  and  in  severely  judicial  manner  oriticiBed  proposed 
action  of  President  of  Board  of  Trade.  Beach  said  nothing  at  moment ; 
after  some  hours'  reflection,  announced  withdrawal  of  original  pro- 
position and  intention  of  proceeding  with  indictment  of  Cambrian 
Directors  without  waiting  tor  case  of  "  the  other  side." 

To-day  he  moved  that  on  Thursday  the  accused  should  appear  at 
Bar  of  House.  This  on  ^int  of  being  agreed  to  when  Cookb  again 
appeared  on  scene ;  with  increased  impressiveness  of  manner  argued 
against  Beach's  proposal.  Prince  Abthub  be^ran  to  look  uneasy ; 
no  knowing  where  this  sort  of  thing  would  end  if  it  spread.  What 
with  Sextok  on  one  side  correcting  grammar  of  Ministerial  Resolu- 
tions, and  Radcliffe  Cooke  on  the  other  amending  their  procedure, 
it  really  seemed  time  to  g^  to  the  country.  Something  like  condition 
of  paralysis  stealing  over  Treasury  Bench  when  Speakeb  came  to 
assistance  of  Ministers,  and  benignly  but  effectively  jK>inted  out  to 
Cooke  that  he  was  one  too  many,  was  in  fact  spoiling  the  broth. 
CooKE  tried  to  argue  the  matter  out,  but  Speakeb  peremptory  and 
Ministers  saved  from  fresh  rebuff. 

**  It 's  all  very  well  for  them  arguing  round  the  subject  like  that," 
said  Maclube,  nervously  mopping  his  forehead.  **  But  it 's  a  very 
different  thing  with  me,  at  my  age  and  fighting  weight.  An  In- 
surance Broker,  Director  of  various  Railway  and  other  Companies, 
formerlv  M^jor  of  the  40th  Lancashire  Yolunteers,  a  Trustee  for 
three  Church  Uvin^,  and  father  of  a  large  f amOy,  to  be  brought  up 
on  a  Breach  of  Privilege  is  no  slight  matter.  Indignity  is  aggravated 
bjr  the  locality.  '  The  Bar '  is  the  last  place  in  tne  world  where  the 
friends  of  Jomr  William  Maclube  would  think  it  likely  to  find 
him." 

Bminen  done,— la  Committee  on  Small  Holdings. 

Thursday  Nights—After  all,  Maclttbe  didn't  have  to  stand  at  the 
Bar  to-night,  so  his  feelings  were  saved  a  peculiarly  painful  wrench. 
But  the  Chairman  of  Cambrian  Railway  neld  a  special  meeting  at 
Bar.  It  was  attended  by  Mr.  Bailbt  Hawkins,  and  Mr.  Jonir 
CoKACHEB.  Manager  of  the  Compan]^.  The  Seboeakt-at-Abms  also 
looked  in,  oringing  the  Mace  with  mm. 

"  Now  if  they  were  realiy  goinff  to  have  anything  at  the  Bar,"  said 
Maclube,  looking  wistfully  on.  "  a  drop  of  mulled  port  or  anything 
like  that.  Mace  would  come  in  nandy.  Suppose  Ebskine  would  dip 
it  in  the  jorum  and  stir  the  liquor  round." 

So  Maclube  joked,  and  so,  as  Julius  'Aio^ibal,  naturallv  well- 
posted  up  in  this  epoch  of  history,  reminds  me,  Kebo  fiddled  whilst 
Rome  burned.  Fact  is,  Maclube  in  terrible  funk ;  mental  condition 
shared  by  his  Chairman,  Co-director,  and  the  Manager.  The  latter, 
resolved  to  sell  his  life  dearly,  brought  in  his  umbrella,  which  gave  him 
a  quite  casual  hope-I-don't-intrude  appearance  as  he  stood  at  the  Bar. 

Members  at  first  disposed  to  regard 
whole  matter  as  a  joke.  Cheered 
Maclube  when  he  came  in  at  a  half 
trot ;  laughed  when,  the  Bar  pulled 
out,  difficulty  arose  about  miaking 
both  ends  me«t. 

'*  That  's  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer's  duty,"  said  Wilfbid 
Lawsoit;  "Goschen  ought  to  go 
and  lend  a  hand." 

Bursts  of  laughter  and  buzz  of 
conversation  in  all  ports  of  the 
House ;  general  aspect  more  like  ap- 
pearance at  theatre  on  Boxing  Night 
when  audience  waits  for  curtain  to 
rise  on  new  pantomime.  Only  the 
Speakeb  ^ve,  even  solemn;  his 
voice  occasionally  rising  above  merry 
din  with  stem  cry  of  "Order! 
order!" 

**  Of  course,  now  they  're  at  the  Bar 
they  can  order  what  they  please," 
said  Taxkeb.  Well  the  Speakeb 
didn't  hear  him.  Later,  on  eve  of 
final  division,  he  offered  another 
remark  in  louder  tone.  Speakeb 
thundered  down  upon  him  like  a  tor- 
nado, and  TkNKEBi  quiet  for  rest  of 
sitting. 
Hicks-Beach's  speech  gave  new 
and  more  serious  turn  to  affairs.  Concluded  with  Motion  declaring 
Directrfrs  guilty^  JUmnch  of  Privilege  and  sentencing  them  to  admo- 
nition.    But  speech  itscifsilparly  made  out  that  Directors  wierc 


TanuDg  ills  liack  on  tuB 
own  Besoluiion. 


,  all  the  bother  lying  at  door  of  Railway  Servant  who 
had  been  dismissed.  Speech,  in  short,  turned  its  back  on  Resolu- 
tion. This  riled  the  Radicals ;  not 
to  be  soothed  even  by  Mr.  G.  inter- 
posing in  favourite  character  aa 
Gband  Old  Pacificatob.  Storm 
raged  all  night;  division  after 
division  taken;  finaUy,  long  past 
midnight.  Directors  again  brought 
up  to  the  Bar,  the  worn,  almost 
shrivelled,  appearance  of  Cokl- 
cheb's  umbrella  testifying  to  the 
mental  suffering  undergone  during 
the  seven  houn  that  nad  passed 
since  last  they  stood  there. 

Speakeb,  with  awful  mien  and 
in  terrible  tones,  '* admonished" 
them;  and  so  to  bed. 

Bu9tne9$  done, — Cambrian  Direc- 
tors admonished  for  Breach  of 
Privilege. 

Tuesday,  AorU  12.— House  ad- 
journs to-day  for  Easter  Holidays ; 
good  many  adjourned  after  Fri- 
day's Sittin£[ ;  some  waited  to  hear 
Jokhc  bringing  in  his  Budget  last 
night.  Few  left  to-day  to  wind 
up  the  business.  Hijohe?,  gallant 
Colonel  who  represents  Woolwich, 
here  a  few  minutes  ago.  But  he 's 
gone  too.    ''Sometimes,"  he  said. 


The  Woolwich  Iniknt  «  goes  off. 


with  a  far-awav  smile,  "  they  call  me  *  the  Woolwich  Infant.'    If  I 
am  such  a  very  Dig  gun,  perhaps  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is  to  go  on." 

I  follow  his  example. 

Business  done, — ^Adjourned  for  Easter  Holidays. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  MUTTON  BONE. 

{By  Our  Newly-Married  Poetess,) 

Whek  the  world  is  full  of  fiowers  and  of  butterflies  at  play, 
I  could  sit  beneath  the  roses  eating  chocolates  all  day ; 
But  my  heart  is  very  heavy  as  I  ponder  wi^  dismay 
On  the  Mutton  Bone  a-lying  in  tiie  Larder  I 

For  Geoboe  has  squandered 
sixpence  on  a  telegram 
from  town, 

To  say  that  he  has  come 
across  *'that  dear  old 
chappie— Bbowke," 

And  to  dine  with  us  this 
evening  he    means   to 
bring  him  down— 
And  the  Mutton  Bone  is 
lying  in  the  Larder  I 

I  have  just  been  down  to 
see  it,  and  my  courage 
sinks  a-new, 

Though  Cook  has  kindly 
promised  me  her  very 
best  to  do— 

Which  means  that  she'll 
convert   into   an  appe- 
tising stew 
The  Mutton  Bone  a-lying  in  the  Larder. 

But  I  suddenly  remember,  with  a  blush  of  rosy  pink. 
That  Cook— alas  I  is  given  to  the  frequent  use  of  drink. 
And  if  she  once  gets  muddled  up— iperhape  she  'U  never  think 
Of  the  Mutton  Bone  a-lying  in  the  Larder ! 

•  ••••• 

As  the  western  sun  is  gilding  all  the  heather  of  the  moor, 
Down  the  basement  stairs  I  'm  creeping— till  a  widely  open  door 
Shows  me  Cook  in  heavy  slumber  on  her  cherished  kitchen  floor— 
And  the  Mutton  Bone  is  lying  in  the  Larder ! 

0  Geoboe,  there  '11  be  no  dinner,  dear,  for  you  and  Bbowke  to-day! 

1  picture  to  myself  the  ixretty  words  Uiat  you  will  say-^ 
And  I  seize  my  guinea  Donnet— and  I  wander  far  away 

From  the  Mutton  Bone  a-lying  in  the  Larder ! 


O:^  VOIICE.— Rejected  Commw, 

in  no  ease  be  rst(frn^. «, 
Jtere  will  be  ao  •Mfkf^nu. 


Motto  fob  ▲  Soap  Co.— **  Nothing  lik/Lathe>.QQ[^ 


itio^  or  Coirtribation^,  w]iether  IM.,  P|piBt94  Matter^  Orax^tgs,  vn  Pictures  ofAny  description,  will 
d  even  wImb  aoeompsoled  by  a  StaapM  aa^  4aaressed  Snvelope,  Cover,  or  Wnpper.   To  this  rala 
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TOWN  THOUGHTS  FROM  THE  COUNTRY. 

( JFith  the  usual  apologie$,) 

Oh,  to  be  in  London  now  that  April 's  there, 

And  whoerer  walks  in  London  eees,  some  morning,  in  the 

That  the  upper  thonaands  haTe  oome  to  Town^    [Square, 

To  the  plane-trees  droll  in  their  new  hark  grown, 

While  the  sparrows  ohirp,  and  the  eats  miaow 

In  London—- now! 

And  after  April,  when  May  follows 

And  the  blaok-ooats  oome  and  gp  like  swallows ! 

Mark,  where  jron  fairy  blossom  in  the  Bow 

Leans  to  the  rails,  and  oanters  on  in  doyer, 

Blushing  and  droo^ng,  with  her  h^id  bent  low ! 

That 's  the  wise  omld :  she  makes  him  ask  twice  oyer. 

Lest  he  should  think  she  yiews  with  too  much  rapture 

Her  first  fine  wealthy  capture  I 

But,— though  her  path  looks  smooth,  and  though,  alack. 

All  will  be  gay,  till  Time  has  painted  black 

The  Marigold^  her  Mother's  chosen  flower,— 

Far  brighter  is  my  Heartsetise,  Loye*s  own  dower. 


A  Want.—*  *  There  isonlj  one  thing^*  a  yisitor  writes  to 
us,  '*  that  I  missed  at  Venice,  S.W.  I  'ye  neyer  been  to 
the  real  place,  which  is  the  Bride,  or  Pride,  of  tiie  Sea,  I 
forg[et  which,  but,  as  I  was  saying,  there 's  only  one  thing 
I  mifls,  and  that  is  the  heather.  Who  has  not  heard  of '  the 
moor  of  Yenioe '  ?  And  I  daresay  good  shooting  there  too, 
with  black  game  and  such  like.  I  only  saw  pigeons  flying, 
who  some  one  informed  me  are  the  pigeons  of  Sam  Mabe. 
Next  time  I  go,  I  shall  inquire  at  the  Restaurant  for  fresh 
Pigeon  Pie.  Howeyer,  if  Mr.  Kibalft  will  take  a  hint|  he 
wuL,  in  August  proyide  a  moor.  It  will  add  to  the  gaiety 
of  the  show.    *  The  moor  the  merrier,'  eh  ?  " 


Neo-Dramatic  Nursery  Rhyme. 

Mbs.  Ovltikdt,  ^ood  woman,  scarce  knew  what  to  think 
About  the  relation  'twixt  Drama  and  Drink. 
Well,  giye  Hall — and  Theatre— good  wholesome  diet. 
And  all  who  attend  will  be  sober  and  quiet  I 

SPBiKa's  Delights'  nr  Lokdow.— *•  Via  Malodoka"— 
clearly  a  lady,  **  Doha  "  for  short— wrote  to  the  Timet 
complaining  that  the  result  of  the  splendid  weather  for 
the  first  ten  day;8  of  the  month  was  the  reproduction  of 
**  summer  effluyium  rank  and  offeii8iye"m  PiocMtdilly. 
Poor  Piccadilly  I  Oh,  its ' '  o£fence  is  rank,"  and  Miss  Doba 
might  add,  quoting  to  her  father  from  another  scene  in 
Hamlet,  ''  And  smells  so.  Pa'  I "  West-Enders,  in  a  dry 
summer,  must  be  prepared  to  haye  *  *  a  high  (dd  time  of  it." 


SANCTA  SIMPLICITAS. 

(hihodox  Old  Maid,    "Bur,  Rbbegca,  is  toub  Placb  of  Wobship  ooksb- 

OBATBD  T  " 

Domestic  (lately  received  into  the  PlymmUh  Brotherhood),  "Oh  no,  Miss— it 's 

GALyANISBD  IbON  !  " 


MY  SOAP. 

I  'h  the  maker  of  a  Soap,  which  I  confidently  hope 

In  the  adyertising  tournament  will  win. 
And  remain  the  fit  suryiyal,  haying  yanquished  eyery  riyal 

Which  is  yery  detrimental  to  the  skin. 

I  will  now  proceed  to  show,  what  the  public  ought  to  know. 

Unless  they  would  be  blindly  taken  in, 
How  in  eyery  soap  but  mine  certain  quahties  combine 

To  make  it  detrimental  to  the  skin. 

But  surely  at  this  date  it  is  needless  I 
should  state 
That  the  cheaper   soaps  are  barely 
worth  a  pin. 
For  they  all  contain  a  mixture,  either 
friee  or  as  a  fixture. 
Which  is  yery  detrimental  to  the  skin. 

And  eyery  cake  you  buy  is  so  charged 
with  alkali. 
To  soda  more  than  soap  it  is  akin ; 
It  is  really  dear  at  last,  for  it  wastes 
away  so  fast, 
And  is  yery  detnmental  to  the  skin. 

The  public  I  must  warn  of  the  colours 
that  adorn 
The  soaps  ambitious  foreigners  bring 
in; 

They  are  ot'ten'yery'pretty,  but  to  use  them  is  a  pity, 
For  they  're  yery  detrimental^to  the  skin. 

TOft  CD* 


There  are  soaps  which  you  can  see  through.  I  ask,  What  can  it 

Is  it  resin,  or  some  other  form  of  sin  i^  [be  through  ? 

There  are  soaps  which  smell  too  strong,  and  of  course  that  must 

And  extremely  detrimental  to  the  skin.  [be  wrong. 

And  too  much  fat's  injurious,  and  so  are  soaps  sulphureous, 
Though  they  say  they  keej^  the  hair  from  growing  thin ; 

They  may  keep  a  person's  hair  on.  like  the  precious  oil  <^  Aabok, 
And  yet  be  detnmental  to  his  skin. 

In  short,  the  only  soap  which  is  fit  for  Prince  or  Pope 

(I  haye  sent  some  to  the  EAiSEit  at  Berlin) 
Is  the  article  I  sell  you.    Don't  belieye  the  firms  who  teU  you 

It  is  yery  detrimental  to  the  sldn. 


A  LiQUOB  ttrEsnoN.— Why  does  a  toper— especially  when  **  before 
the  beak"— always  say  that  he  was  ''in  drink,"  when  he  eyidently 
means  that  the  drink  was  in  him  ?  The  only  soaker  on  record  who 
could  rightly  be  said  to  be  **  in  drink  "  was, 

"  Maudlin  CUtrmee  in  hit  Malmiey  butt." 

He  was  '*  in  liquor  "  with  a  yengeance.   But  less  lucky  wine-bibbers 
need  not  be  illogical  as  well  as  inebriate. 


Mb.  GoscHBir's  BuDeir.— "  From  a  fiscal  point  of  yiew,  the  To- 
bacco receipts  are  extremely  good."  So  unlike  Jokdi.  Of  course,  as 
he  neyer  loses  a  chance  of  a  Jeu  de  mot,  what  he  must  haye  said  was, 
that  **the  Tobacco  'returns'  are  extremely  good."  "A  birthday 
Budget,— many  happy '  returns,' "  he  obsenred  jocosely  to  P&ince 
Arthub,  "  quite  ^{Hug  times ! "  And  off  he  went  for  his  holiday ; 
and,  weather  permitting,  as  he  reclines  in  his  funny  among  the  weeds, 
he  will  gently  murmur,  "  Duke  est  desipere  in  smoko,^* 
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THE  NEWEST  NABCISSUS; 

Ob,  the  Hxbo  of  Oub  Datb. 

1^" ^The  curious  tendencj  towards  imiUtioD 

which  ii  obMrred  wheneyer  some  specially  sen- 
sational crime  is  brought  into  the  light  of  publicity." 

Morning  Fott] 

Nabcissub  ?  He^  that  foul  ill-f ftToured  brute, 
A  feyered  age's  most  repulaiTe  hnit, 
The    murderoiu 

oozoombjtheas- 

Baaain  sleek  F 
Stranger     com- 

parison     ooold 

fanoyBeekP 

Tmlv'tiBiiotthe 

sell  -  admiring 

boy 
Nymph    Eoho 

longMBoyainly 

to  enjoy : 
Yet  the  old  das- 
no  fable  bath  a 
^hase 
Whioh  seems  to 

fit  iho    oppro- 
brium   of    our 

days. 

Criminal-wor- 
ship seems  oar 

latest  colt, 
And  this  strange 

figure  is  its  last 

rMult. 
Self  -  oonsoious, 

self  -  admiring, 

Crime  parades 
Its  loaliily  fea- 
tures,   not    in 

slumdom's  sha- 

des. 
Or  in    AlaafiRTi 

sanotuariesyile. 
No;  peaoook-poe- 

ing  andoompla- 

oent  smile 
Feryade      tbe 

oommonair,  and 

take  the  town. 
The  fflory  of  a 

soanoalous    re- 
nown 
Lures   the  yain 

yillain  more 

than  wrath  or 

gain. 
And  oanoels  all 

the  shame  that 

should  restrain: 
Makes     murder 

half-herdo  in 

his  sight. 
And    giloB    the 

gallows      with 

xaotitious  light. 

And  whose   the 
fault?     Sensa- 
tion it  is  thine  I 
The  garrulous 
paramphf  the 
grapnioline, 
Foster  and  por- 
trait, telegram 
and  tale. 
Make    shopboys 
eager  and  dcmiestics  pale. 
Oyer  the  morbid  detuls  workmen  pore. 
Toil's  fayourite  pabulum  and  chosen  lore. 
Penny-a-liners  pile  the  horrors  up, 
Onwnioh  the  oookney  ^o&tf-mouc^loyestosup. 
And  paragraph  and  picture  feed  the  clown 
With  the  foul  garbage  ^that  has  gorged  the 
town. 


'*  Vice  is  a  monster  of  such  hideous  mien 
As  to  be  hated  needs  but  to  be  seen." 
So  sang  the  waspish  satirist  long  a^. 
Now  Vice  is  sketched  and  Crime  is  made  a 

show. 
A  hundred  ea^er  scribes  are  at  their  heel 
To  tell  the  puolio  how  they  look  and  feel. 
How  eat  and  drink,  how  sleep  and  smoke  and 


From  dub-room  to  street-oomer  runs  the  cry 
After  the  newest  fact,  or  latest  lie :  [grasp, 
The  hurrying  throng  unfdded  broad-sheets 
And  read  with  goggled  eyes  and  lips  a-gasp, 
BloodI  BloodI  More  Blood  I  It  makes  hot 
lips  go  p«de,  [tale. 

But  giyes  the  sweetest  zest  to  the  unholy 

What  wonder  if  the  Horror,  homared  thus 
By  frenzied  eagerness  and  foolish  fuss, 

Swells  to  a  hide- 
ous sdf-impor- 
tanoe,  struts 

In  consdous  dig- 
nity, and  gladly 
gluts 

With  yanity's 
fantastic  tricks 
the  herd 

Whose  pulses 
first  by  mur- 
derous crime  it 
stirred. 

Nardssus  -  like, 
the  slayer  bends 
to  trace 

Within  Sensa- 
tion's flowing 
stream  its  face. 

And,  self-ena- 
moured, smiles 
a  loathsome 
smile 

Of  fatuous  con- 
ceit and  gloat- 
ing arnile  ; 

LaagDs  at  the 
shadow  of  the 
lifted  knife, 

And  thinks  of 
all  thinf^s  saye 
its  rictim*!  life. 

The  **:2foisy 
Nymph,"  the 
Echo  ol  our 
times. 

The  gosnp,  with 
an  eager  ear  for 
crimes. 

Lurks,  half-ad- 
miring,  aU-re- 
oording"  there, 

Wat^hin^  Nar- 
ciBBUii  With  per- 
eisUmt  stare. 

And  ready  note- 
book. Kotiiing 
but  a  Voice  P 

No,  but  its  bab- 
bljci^s  trayel, 
njjJ  rejoice 

A  myriad  pruri- 
ent ears  with 
noisome  news. 

Fit  only  for  the 
shambles  and 
the  stews. 

These  hear, 
admire,  and 
sometimes  imi- 
tate!— 

Narcissus  is  a 
danger  to  the 
State, 

And  Echo  hardly 
less.  Yain-glon- 

ous  crime 


Set  forth  in  graphic  phrase  by  skilful  pens,    ',  That  pestilent  portent  of  a  morbid  time. 
With  pictures  of    its  face,   its  fayourite ,  Would  flourish  less  could  sense  or  law  ayail 


dens, 

Its  knife  or  bludgeon,  pistol^  paramour, 
Will    swell    the  swift   editions    hour 

hour. 
More  than  high  news  of  war  or  of  debate. 
The  death  of  neroes  or  the  throes  of  state. 


by 


To  strangle  coarse   S^isation's    damofoui 

tale. 
Silence     the   *'Noisy  Nymph,"    for    half 

crime's  ill 
Would  end   were 

but  still,  igiti: 


^ed'5^^i5^t^Te 
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THE   NEWEST   NARCISSUS;   OR,   THE   HERO   OF   OUR   DAYS. 


FErrxRED.—In  reply  to  the  Unemployed  Deimtation  which  found 
employment  in  paving  a  visit  to  the  L.  C.  G.  at  Spring  Gardens,  Messrs. 
BcJBHS  and  Bkn  TnikrT  (Alderman]  intimated  that  as  Mr.  Power, 
the  U.  D.'s  spokesman,  was  not  a  member  of  the  L.  C.  C,  that  bodj 
was  Power-less  to  assist  them  in  their  trouble.  A  nastv  time  of  it 
had  the  Labour  Candidates  on  this  occasion.  Nothing  like  imtting 
men  of  Radical  revolutionary  tendencies  into  responsible  positions. 


A  Shadt  Valet.— One  Dowald  Cross  was  a  Valet  in  the  service 
of  an  absent  master,  whose  best  clothes  and  jewellery  Dohald  wore, 
while  he  kept  his  flat  well  aired  by  giving  little  sujyper-parties  to 
young  ladies  who  took  him  at  his  own  valuation.— for  a  very  sunerior 
swell.  Alas !  he  was  but  a  valet  de  sham  !  *'  Cross  purposes,''  but 
Magistrate  '*  disposes" ;  and  the  once  happy  Valet  is  in  the  shade  for 
the  next  six  months. 
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IN    FANCY   DRESS. 

A  Skxtoh  at  Coybnt  Gardxn  Thsatri. 

Before  Supper  the  proceedings  are  rather  decorous  than  lively ;  the 
dancers  in  fancy  dress  forming  a  very  decided  minorityj  and 
appearing  uncomfortably  conscious  of  their  costume,  A  Masker 
got  upas  a  highly  realistic  Hatstana,  hobbles  pair^fuUy  towards 
a  friend  who  is  disguised  as  a  huge  Cannon. 
The  Hatstand  {huskily,  through  a  fox^s  mask  in  the  centre  of  his 
case,  to  the  Cannon).  Just  a  trifle  slow  an  to  the  present,  eh  P 

The  Cannon  (shifting  the'carriage  and  wheels  to  a  less  uncomfort- 
able position).  Yes,  it  don't  seem  to  me  as  lively  as  umul— drags, 
don't  yon  know. 

The  HaUtand  (heroically).  Well,  we  must  wake  'em  np,  that's 
all— -pnt  a  little  go  into  the  thing  I 

[They  endeavour  to  promote  gaiety  by  crawling  through  the 
crowd,  which  regards  them  with  compassionate  wonder. 
A  Black  Domino  (to  a  Clown,  who  is  tapping  the  barometer  on  the 
Hatstand's  back).  Here,  mind  how  von  damage 
the  fomitore,  Saicmt,  it  m^j  b<e  h^re  r>a  the 
hiresystem. 

[The  Hatstand  executes  a  ctimbrotu  caper  by 

way  of  repartee,  and  stumhh^  on. 
A  FoUy  (to  a  hignly  respeetMe  Bedoum  m  a 
burnous  and  gold  spectacles).   Well,  all  I  can 
say  is,  tou  don't  seem  to  me  to  WtLaT6  much 
Kke  an  Arah  I  ^  ^ 

The  Bedouin  (uneasily,  as  A*  waltu$  with 
conscientious  regularity).  Don^t  I  ?    How  ought 
I  tobehaye  thenP 
The  Folly.    I  should  have  thought  you'd 

I'nmp  about  and  howl,  the  wuy  B^ouins  ^o 
lowl.     You  know  I 

The  Bed.  (dubiously),  Um — M^ell^  you  see,  my 
dear,  I— I  don't  feel  up  to  that  sort  of  thing— 
before  supper. 

The  JFotly  (losing  aU  respect  /^r  h\m\  Ko— 
nor  vet  after  it  I  expect  you  *Te  told  s(itne 
old  four-wheel  caravan  to  come  and  fetch  yr>u 
home  early,  and  you'll  turn  into  your  littk 
tent  at  the  usual  time— that  'a  the 
sort  of  wild  Bedouin  vou  are !  Don't 
let  me  keep  you.        [She  leaves  htm. 

The  Bed.  (alone).  If  shD  only 
knew  the  absolute  horror  I  have  of 
making  myself  oonspiououSf  she 
wouldn't  ej^)eot  it  I 

Mephistopheles  (to  a  Picijdor). 
This  was  the  only  thing  I  could  gti 
to  go  in.  How  do  you  think  it  suita 
me? 

The  Picador  (with  candour),  Wtll, 
I  must  say,  old  fellow,  you 
do  look  a  beast  I 

[Mephisto      appears 
wounded. 

A  Masker  (with  his  face 
painted  brown,  and  tit  a 
costume  of  coloured  paper 
decorated  with  small  boxes 
and  packets,  to  a  Blue 
Domtno),  Tou  see  what  I 

am,  don't  you  ?  The  Parcels  Post  I  Had  a  lot  of  trouble  thinlriTig 
it  out.  Look  at  my  face,  for  instance,  I  made  thai  up,  with  string- 
marks  and  all,  to  look  like  a  brown-paper  paroel. 

The  Blue  Domino,  Pity  you  haven't  got  something  inside  it, 
isn't  it? 

The  Parcels  Post  (feebly).  Don't  you  be  too  sharp.  And  it  really 
is  a  first-rate  idea.  All  these  parcels  now— I  suppose  there  must  be 
fifty  of  'em  at  least 

The  Blue  Domino,  Are  there  ?  Well,  I  wish  you  'd  go  and  get 
sorted  somewhere  else.    I  haven't  time  for  it  myself. 

Sardonic  Spectator  (pityingly— to  a  Masker  in  a  violent  perspira- 
tion, who  represents  Stndbad  carrying  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea),  'Ow 
you  are  worrying  yourself  to  be  sure  I 

A  Polite  Stranger  (accosting  an  Individual  who  is  personifying  the 
London  County  Council  by  the  aid  of  a  hat  sunnoutUed  by  a  sky-sign, 
a  cork  bridge  and  a  tin  tramcar,  a  toy  Clown  and  a  butterfly  on  his  chest, 
a  portrait  of  3ille,  Ztto  on  his  back,  a  miniature  fireman  under  an 
extinguisher,  and  a  model  crane,  which  he  winds  up  and  down  with 
evident  enjoyment).  Excuse  me,  Sir,  but  would  you  mind  showing  us 
round  yon— or  is  there  a  catalogue  to  your  little  ooUection  P 

[  The  L.  C.  C.  maintains  a  dignified  silence. 

Pierrot  (critically  to  Cleopatra).  Very  nice  indeed,  my  dear  girl, — 
except  that  they  ought  to  have  given  you  a  serpent  to  carry,  youknowl 


Cleopatra.  Oh,  they  <fti^— only  I  left  it  in  the  Cloak-room. 
A  Man  with  a  False  Nose  (to  a  Friend  who  is  wearing  his  natural 
organ).  Why.  I  thought  you  said  you  were  coming  in  a  nose  ? 


the  beastly  thing,  too  I 

Young  Man  of  the  Period  (meeting  a  female  acquaintance  attired 
in  ferns,  rock^work,  and  coloured  shells,  illuminated  by  portable 
electric  light).  Hul-lol  Tou  are  a  swell!  And  what  are  you 
supposed  to  be  ? 

The  Lady  in  Bock-work.  Can't  yon  see?  I'm  a  Fairy  Grotto. 
Good  idea^  isn't  it? 

He.  Bippin'I    But  what  the  mischief  have  you  got  on  your 
shoulder? 
She.  Oh,  that 's  an  aquarium— real  goldfish.    See  I 

[Exhibiting  them  with  pride. 
He.  Ain't  you  lettin'  'em  sit  up  rather  late  ?    Iliey  will  be  onipp^ 
to-morrow— off  colour,  don't  you  Imow. 

She,  Will  they?    What  ought  I  to  do  for 
them,  then? 

He.  Do  ?    Oh,  Juat  put  a  brandy-and-soda  in 
their  tank. 

Later :  Supper  is  gotng  on  in  the  Boxes  and 

Supper-room,  and  the  festivity  has  been 

further  increased  by  the  arrival^  a  party 

of  Low  Comedians  and  Music-Hall  Stars. 

The  Lancers  have  been  danced  with  more 

abandonment,  and  several  entirely  new  and 

original  fiaures. 

The  Chevalier  Bayard  (at  the  JRefreshmewt 

Bar—to  a  Watteau  Shepherdess).  I  sav,  you 

come  along  and 'dance  with  me,  will  you  r— and 

look  here,  if  you  dance  well,  I  'U  give  you  a 

drink  when  it's  over.    If  you  don't  dance  to 

please  me,  you  'U  get  nothing.    See  ? 

The  Watteau  Shepherdess  (with  delicate  dis- 
dain), '£re,  you  go  along,  you  silly  ass  I 

[Hits  him  with  her  crook. 

A    Gentleman    who    has    obviously   supped 

(catchina  hold  of  a  passing  Acquaintance,  wnose 

hand    he    wrings    affectionately).     Dear    (de 

HuGHiE  I  don't  go  away  just  vet.    Shtop  an* 

talk  with  me.    ^  -  ' -- ^    - -^ 

dear  ole 


Gol 


me.  Got  lotsh  er  thin^  say  to  vou, 
boy— mosh  'portant  thin^^sf  Snure 
're  the  on'y  man  in  the  wide  world  I 


•*  Exit  imjteadily  towarda  Bar." 

right  out  which 


you,  you' 

ever  kicked  a  care— cared  a  kick  about.    Don't 
you  leave  me,  Huohis  ! 

Hughie  (who  is  looking  for  his  partner).  Not 
now,  old  man— can't  stop.    See  you  later ! 

[He  makes  his  escape. 
The  Affect,  O.  (cofifldentially^to  a  Polwe- 
man).  Tna^  a  very  dear  olepal  o'  mine, 
plishman,  a  very  dear  ole  pal.  ^  Worsht  of  him 
ish— shimply  imnoshble  get  a  lit'  rational  con- 
versation with  nim.  iTo  sheriousness  in  his 
character  I 

[Exit   unsteadily    towards    Bar,    in    blissful 

unconsciousness  that  somebody  has  attached 

a  large  false   nose  and  spectacles  to  the 

buttons  of  his  coat-tails, 

A  Troubadour  (jealously— to  an  Arlequina). 

No— but  look  here,  you  might  just  as  well  say 

costume  you  like  best— mine  or— (indicating  a 

Cavalier  on  her  other  side) — his. 

Arleauina  (cautiously— not  desirina  to  offend  either).  WelL  I'd 
rather  be  Atm— not  as  a  man,  1  wouldn't— but,  as  myself,  1  'd  like 
to  be  this  one. 

[Both  appear  equally  satisfied  and  soothed  by  this  diplomatic,  but 

slightly  mystic  response. 

A  Vivandiire  (to  a  Martyr,  who  ts  shuffling  along  inside  a  property' 

trunk,  covered  with  twigs,  and  supposed  to  represent  a  Bird  tit  the 

Hand),  Well,  that 's  one  way  ox  coming  out  to  enjoy  yourself,  I 

suppose  I 

A  Middle-aged  Man  (wandering  behind  the  Orchestra),  It's 
beastly  dull,  that's  what  it  is— none  of  the  give-and-take  humour 
and  practical  fun  you  eet  in  Paris  or  Vienna !  •  • .  That 's  a  nice, 
siniple-looking  little  thing  in  the  seat  over  there.  (7^  simple- 
looking  little  thing  peeps  at  him,  with  one  eye  over  her  fan,  in  arch 
invitation,)  Gad,  i 'U  go  up  and  talk  to  her— it  will  be  something  to 
do,  at  anv  rate— sne  looks  as  if  she  wouldn't  mind.  (He  goes  up.) 
Think  I  xnow  your  face— haven't  we  met  before  ? 

The  Simple  Little  Thing  (after  an  elaborate  wink  aside  at  a 
Fireman).  Shouldn't  wonder.  Don't  you  run  away  yet.  Sit  down 
and  talk  to  me— do  now.  No,  not  that  side— try  the  arm-chair,  it 's 
more  comfortable. 
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The  M.  M,  {throwing  himulf  gracefuUy  into  a  tceU^padded  chintz 

chair).  Well,  really (The  chair  suddenly  dig»  him  in  the  ribs  tcith 

one  of  its  elbowa).  Eh,  look  here  now — 'pon  my {He  attemots  to 

rise,  and  finds  himself  tightly  pinioned  by  the  arms  of  the  cnair,) 
There 's  some  conf oonaed  fool  ivaide  this  chair ! 

The  Simple  Little  Thing  {tickling  him  under  the  chin  tcith  her  fan). 
Shouldn't  call  yourself  names  I  I'm  going:— don't  get  np  on  my 
acoonnt.  [She  poes  off,  laughing ;  a  crowd  collects  and  heartily 
0f(^y5  his  situation. 

The  M,  M,  (later^verv  red  after  his  release),  K  I  oonld  have 
found  a  policeman.  I  'd  nave  given  that  chair  in  custody !  It 's 
scandalous  to  call  that  coming  in  Fancy  Dress  I     [Exit  indignantly. 


THE  BROWN.JONES  INCIDENT. 

{Adapted from  the  French,) 
ScKHE— -4  Street,     Enter  Beowit  and  Jokes.    They   meet,    and 
regard  one  another  for  a  moment^  fixedly.    Then  they  salute 
one  another  respeetfuUy, 

Brown,  I  have  heen  looking  for  you  everywhere. 

Jones,  Then  I  am  delighted  to  have  met  you. 

Brown,  I  have  said  oT you  that  you  are  a  trickster,  a  scoundrel,  a 
fool,  and  an  idiot  I 

Jones,  Yes— and  I  have  regretted  the  saying,  hecause  it  shows 
to  me  that  you  have  misunderstood  the  great  literary  movement  of 
the  present  day,  in  its  vast  and  varied  effort. 

Brown,  Of  that  I  know  nothing,  for  I  confess  I  have  never  read 
your  books. 

Jones  {reproachfully).  Yes— and  yet  you  accuse  me  of  being  a 
trickster,  a  scoundrel,  and  a  fool,  without  knowing  my  works  P 

Brown,  It  was  my  duty.  But  still  I  had  no  wish  to  be  guilty 
of  an  outrage. 

Jones,  An  outrage— how  an  outraffe  P 

Brown,  Had  I  Known  jrou  had  been  present  to  hear  me  I  would 
not  have  caused  you  the  pain  of  listening  to  me. 

Jones  {with  admiration).  But  it  was  the  act  of  a  brave  man  I  Did 
it  not  occur  to  you  that  had  I  been  within  reach  of  you  that  you  too 
would  have  suffered  pain  P 

i^roufi.  Itdidnot.  I  was  unconscious  of  your  presence.  I  would 
have  preferred  to  have  spoken  behind  your  back.  It  is  brutal  to 
speak  before  any  face.    It  might  lead  to  an  unpleasantness. 

Jones,  No,  it  is  your  dutjr  to  do  what  you  think  is  right.  It  is 
also  my  duty  to  do  what  I  tmnk  is  right.  We  are  now  face  to  face, 
Have  you  anything  further  to  say  to  me  P 

Brown  {hurriedly).  You  have  immense  gifts— gifts  which  are 
those  of  genius. 

Jones,  1  thought  vou  would  understand  me  better  when  we  met.  My 
dear  friend,  I  am  delighted  at'this  reconciliation.  Qive  me  your  hand. 

Brown  {clasping  palms).  With  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world.  But 
still  I  owe  you  reparation.    How  can  I 

Jones  {interrupting),  Not  another  word,  my  dear  friend.  That  is 
a  matter  we  can  leave  in  the  hands  of  our  Smicitors. 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  the  suggestion. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

It  is  curious  to  find  a  coincidence  in  stvle  and  in  idea  between  an 
earnest,  witty  and  pious  Engli^  author  of  the  Sixteenth  Century,  and 

an  American  author  of 
our  own  day.  Yet  so  it 
is,  and  here  is  the  parallel 
to  be  found  between  the 
quaint  American  tales 
about  the  old  negro,  Uncle 
Remus,  by  Joel  Chaitd- 
LER  Habbis,  in  this  jrear 
of  Grace,  1892,  and  the 
fables  writ  by  Sir  Thomas 
MoBE  in  1520,  or  there- 
abouts, which  he  repre- 
sents as  if  told  him  by  an 
old  wife  and  nurse,  one 
Mother  Maitd.  Here  are 
"The  Wolf,"  —  "Brer 
Wolf  "—and  the  simple- 
minded  Jackass,  both 
are  going  to  confession  to 
Father  Fox— "Brer Fox." 
JSsop  is,  of  course,  the 
<x  rM*         1  •     ^    -Kf      ..  common  origin  of  all  such 

«OUv«uku.gfcrJCo«."  ^^  The^aots  which 

I  have  come  across,  are  to  be  found  in  a  small  book  compiled  by  the 
Kev.  Thomas  Bridgett,  entitled.  The  Wit  and  Wisdom  of  Sir 
Thomas  More.    The  Baron  wishes  that  with  it  had  been  issued  a 


A  SOLILOQUY. 

YouihJuX  Mercury,  **  What  'a  this  'bee  on  the  Plyte?  *  Knock 
AND  Ring  '  1    Blowed  if  they  won't  be  habseino  yeb  to  *  Walk 

HlNaiDE,"  NEXT  !  1 " 

glossary  of  old  English  words  and  expressions,  as^  to  an  ordinaiv 
modem  reader,  much  of  Sir  Thomas  Mobs's  writing  is  well-nigh 
unint^gible;  nay,  in  some  instances,  the  Baron  can  oxuy 
approximately  arrive  at  the  meaning,  as  though  it  were  a  wnt 
in  a  foreign  language  with  which  his  acquaintance  was  of  no 
great  profundity.  Certes.  the  learned  and  reverend  compiler  hath 
a  keen  relish  for  this  quaintness,  but  not  so  will  fifteen  out  of  his 
twenty  readers,  who,  pardie  I  shall  regret  the  absence  of  a  key 
without  which  some  of  the  treasure  must,  to  them  at  least,  remain 
inaccessible.  With  this  reservation,  but  with  no  sort  of  equivoca- 
tion, doth  the  Baron  heartily  recommend  The  Eeverend  Bbibgett's 
complation  of  Sir  Thomas  Mobe's  **  Enelish  as  she  is  writ"  in  the 
Sixteenth  Centuy,  to  all  lovers  of  gooa  books  in  this  **  so-called 
(0,  immortal  phrase !)  Nineteenth  Century."  The  Eev.  Thomas  hath 
well  and  ably  done  his  work,  and  therefore  doth  the  Baron  advise 
bis  readiers  to  go  to  their  booksellers,  and,  being  there,  to  imitate 
the  examine  of  Dickens's  oft-quoted  Oliver,  and  '*  ask  for  Mobe.'' 

Quoth  the  Baron,  *'Much  liketh  me  the  Macmillanite  series 
of  English  Men  of  Action,  and  in  a  very  special  manner  do  I  laud 
the  latest  that,  to  my  knowledge,  hath  appeared  'yclept  Montrose, 
by  Master  Mowbbay  Mobbis— a  good  many  '*  M's  "  in  these  names— 
who  hath  executed  his  Montrose  with  as  loving  a  heart  and  as  tender 
a  touch  as  ever  did  use  old  Izaae  towards  the  gentle  that  he,  and  the 
simple  iish,  did  love  so  weU.  Did  not  the  very  hangman  burst  into 
tears  as  he  thrust  the  unfortunate  nobleman  off  the  step?  and  did 
not  a  universal  sob  of  pity  break  from  the  vast  crowd  assembled  to 
see  the  last  of  the  noble  cavalier^  victim  to  an  unfortunate  tradition 
of  loyalty  ?  What  wonder  then  if  we  sympathise  with  this  luckless 
hero  of  romance  P  The  weak-knee'd  villain  of  this  historical  drama 
was  '*  Charles  (his  friend),"  in  which  character,  be  it  allowed,  this 
sad  dog  of  a  Merry  Monarch  not  infrequentlv  appeared.  '*  Thank 
you  much,  Mr.  Mowbbay  Montbose  Mobbis,'^  quoth 

The  Bsnxfkxbi  Babon  be  Book-Wobms, 
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SYMPATHY. 

Mamma  {to  Cooky-**  AvD  Mbs.  Stubbs,  the  Cbkam  with  thb  Applx-Tart  txstbrdat  ought  to  ravx  bxxk  Whipped." 

JSUul  {who  has  a  ffraU/iU  remsmhrance  o^the  diah  in  ptestion),  **  Oh,  Mumht  dear  1    '  Ought  to  have  been  Whipped  t '    I  thought 

IT  WA8  PARTIGfULABLT  GOOD  t " 


APRIL  SHOWERS; 

Ob,  A  Spoiled  Easter  Holiday. 

{A  Vacalum  Cantata.) 

Master  George  [etr etching  forth  hie  fingers 
to  feel  if  the  shower  is  abating)  sings : — 

RaikI    Rain 

Gh>away ! 
Come  af  am 
Anotner  day ! 
Master  Arthur  {gloomily).  Pooh  I     Rain 
won't  go  away,  not  in  these  times. 
By  beins"  sung  at  to  old  nursery  rhymes : 
EsDedally  in  such  a  yoioe  as  yours  I 
Master  George,  Needn't  be  nasty,  Arthur  I 
Master  Robert,  How  it  pours  I 

Thought  we  were  going  to  haye  a  real  jolly 

day^ 
And  now  it 's  set  in  wet,  to  spoil  our  holiday. 
Matter  George,  Always  the  way  at  Easter. 

Shall  we  trudge  it  P 
Master  Arthur,  Not  yet.     What  have  you 

got,  George,  in  your  Budget  ? 
Master  George,  Not  very  mucn,  I  fear  I 
Matter  Arthur,        Ah,  that 's  vexatious ! 
It  might  have  oheered  us  up  a  bit. 

Matter  George  {indignantly).  Good  gracious  I 
You  're  always  down  on  me,  with  no  good 

reasons. 
You  know  I  'm  not  the  ruler  of  the  Seasons. 
Now  if  I  'd  been  myour  place— but  no  matter  I 
Matter  Robert,  Bv  Jingo,  how  the  rain- 
drops rush  and  datter  I 
Ah,  Primrose-gathering  is  not  half  so  jolly 
As  once  it  used  to  be. 
Matter  Arthur,  Ah !  my  dear  Sollt, 


The  springs  are  now  so  awfullv  wet  and  cold. 
The  '*  cry ''  don't  seem  so  fetching  as  of  old. 

[Pipet  up. 
Recitative,  "  Who  wiUhuy  my  pretty-pretty 
Pri'im-rO'O  -ses  ! 
All  fresh  gathered  from  the  va-a^a^U-ey  f  " 
Master  George,  The  wet  and  cold  have  got 
into  your  tiiroat, 
A  ouaver  and  a  crack  on  every  note  I 
Master  Robert,  Don't  aggravate  each  other, 
boys ;  'tis  wrong. 
But  while  it  rains  /'iTtootle  out  a  song : — 
{Sings,)  The  days  we  went  a-Primrosing  I 

Ant— «  I^  days  we  went  thOipsying  /" 
The  days  are  firone,  the  happ|y  days 

When  we  were  in  our  Spring ; 
When  all  the  Primrose  loved  to  praise, 

And  join  its  ^thering. 
Oh  I  we  could  sing  like  anything, 

We  felt  the  conqueror's  riow. 
In  the  days  when  we  went  rrimrosiiig, 
A  long  time  ago. 
C^nis.— In  the  days,  &o. 

Then  April's  flowery  return 

Was  ^*  Peaoe-with-Honour's  "  goal. 
And  the  bright  brimstone-buneh  would  bum 

In  every  button-hole. 
Our  Dames  were  ^aily  on  the  wing, 

With  blossoms  in  full  blow. 
In  the  days  when  we  went  Primrosing, 
A  long  time  ago. 
Chorus,— la  the  days,  &c. 

But  now  Pro^ssive  storms  prevail 

Election  blizzards  chill; 
The  Primroses  seem  sparse  and  pale 

In  valley  and  on  hill. 


Yon  doud  looks  black  as  raven's  wing  I 

Things  did  not  menace  so. 
In  the  days  when  we  went  Primrosing 
A  long  time  ago  I 
CToriw— In  the  days,  &c. 

Both.  Oh,  bray vo,  Bobbt  I 
Matter  Robert,      Thanks .    Yet  my  song's 
burden 
Is  dismal  as  the  croakings  of  Dame  Durden, 
Oar  holiday  is  spoilt  by  driving  showers, 
I  fear  we  snail  mtve  no  great  show  of  flowers ; 
But— anyhow  mv  boys  we  're  under  cover ; 
And  let  us  hope  that  storm-cloud  will  pass  over 
Without  first  giving  us  a  dreeuif  ul  di«nching. 
And  all  our  April-hopes  entirely  quenching. 
AU  {singing  together). 

Rain!    Rain! 

Goawa^! 
Come  again 
Another  day  I 
[Left  crouching  and  tinging. 


From  the  Theatres,  &c.  CoKHxaaoEOK.— 
"  I  am  afraid,"  said  Mr.  P.  S.  Rutulkd, 
speaking  of  the  Music  Halls,  and  in  answer 
to  a  question  of  Mr.  Boltok^b,  **  we  cannot 
do  a  wreck.  {Laughter.V*  Mr.  Woodaix: 
''WitJiout  being  wrecked  in  the  attempt. 
{Renewed  laughter, )^^  Oh,  witty  Woodall! 
Why,  encouraged  by  this  applause,  he  may 
yet  be  led  on  to  make  a  pun  on  his  own 
name,  and  say,  **  Would  all  were  like  him ! " 
or  some  such  merry  jest.  The  prooeedinffs 
in  this  Committee  were  becoming  a  trifle  dull, 
but  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  they  may  yet  hear 
something  still  more  sparkling  from  the  wise 
and  witty  Woodall. 
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TO   MY   COOK. 

Oh,  hard  of  favour,  fat  of  form. 
How  fairer  art  thou  than  thy  looks* 

Whose  heart  with  kitohen  fires  is  wanii« 
Thou  idaiiiest  of  the  plainer  Cooks ! 

Low  down  upon  thy  forehead  erows 
Thick  hair  of  no  conduoiye  dye ; 

Short  and  asinring  is  thy  nose, 
Watohed  ever  by  a  f  lurtiye  eye. 

In  shy  defiance  rvtelj  seen 

Where  kitohen  stairways  darkly  tend, 
A  foe  to  jndffe  thee  by  thy  mien, 

Proclaimed  in  erery  act  a  friendl 

I  know  thee  little ;  notthvTiewB 

On  imblio  or  on  private  life, 
Whether  a  single  lot  thon'dst  choose. 

Or  fain  womd'st  be  a  Qoardsman's  wife ; 

For  who  can  rightly  read  the  ohanico 
When,  still'd,  the  work-day  traffic's  din, 

In  best  apparel,  rich  and  strange, 
Thon  passest  weekly  to  thy  km  I 


A  silken  gown,  that  bravely  stands 

Environing  thy  form,  or  no ; 
Stout  eloves  upon  thy  straining  hands, 

For  orooch,  the  breastplate  cameo. 

Shod  with  the  well-heeled  boots,  whose  knell 
Afar  along  the  pavement  sounds. 

Blent  with  the  tinkling  muffin-bell. 
Or  milkman,  shrilling  on  his  rounds. 

NH  iangis  quod  nan  arnas.    Nay, 

'Tis  not  alone  the  parsley  spng. 
The  paper  frilL  the  fennel  spray, 

The  Yule-tide's  pertly-berried  twig ; 

But  common  objects  by  thy  art 
Some  proper  beauty  seem  to  own ; 

Thy  chop  is  as  a  chop  apart. 
Fraught  with  a  grace  before  unknown ; 

The  very  egg  thou  poachest  seems 
Some  work  of  dejfit  orfSvrerie^ — 

A  yolk  of  gold  that  chastely  gleams 
Through  a  thin  shrine  of  ivory. 

From  thee  no  pale  and  wilted  ghost. 
Or  branded  ov  the  blackening  bar, 

But  crisp  and  cheery  comes  the  toast. 
And  brown  as  ripening  hazels  are. 

Thy  butter  has  not  lost  the  voice 
Of  English  meads,  where  cowslips  grow, 

And  oh,  the  bacon  of  thy  choice — 
Bose-jaeinth  labyrinthed  in  snow  I 

And  mutton,  colder  than  the  kiss 
Of  formal  love,  where  loathing  lurks 


Its  deadlier  chill  doth  wholly  miss, 
Fired  with  the  spirit  of  thy  works. 

To  true  occasion  thou  art  true. 
As  upon  great  occasions  great ; 

Doing  whatever  Cook  may  do 
When  Phtllis,  neat,  alone  will  wait. 

As  when  the  neighbouring  villas  send 
Their  modish  guests  to  statelier  fare. 

And  PhtlliSj  neat,  is  hdped  to  tend 
By  that  staid  man  the  Gnreengrocer. 

Though  thou  art  more  than  plain  in  look. 
Thou  wieldest  charms  that  never  tire — 

0  Cook— we  will  not  call  thee  Cook, 
Thou  Priestess  of  the  Genial  Fire. 


LAYING  A  GHOST! 

PEOSPECnVE  AERANGEMENTS.-Owing  to 
the  continued  tuccoM  of  Hamlttf  it  has  been 
decided  (by  sirangement  with  the  A.uthor)  to  poet- 
pone,  &c — Sxtraet  from  AthtrtUmnsHi  in  VaUy 

ScKKS— iSVine^tim  of  Popular  Actor-Manager 
of  Theatre  Royal  Haymarket.  Popular 
Actor -Manager  dozing  over  a  eubmitted 
PUw,  He  eloees  his  eyes  and  slumbers. 
When  to  him  enter  Master  Williah 
Shaxspxase. 

Master  W.  S.  {shouting].  What  ho.  Sir 
Player  I    Wake  up,  Sir,  wake  up  I 

P.  A,'3£.  {roustng  himself).  Delighted  to 
see  you,  Mr.  Shaxspxabe.  I  hope  you  have 
been  in  front  and  seen  us  P 

Master  W.  S,  Yes,  I  just  had  a  glance. 
Find  you  have  put  in  some  new  business. 
When  will  all  you  fellows  leave  me  alone  F 
P.  A,'M,  {earnestly),  I  hope.  Sir,  that  in 

the  cause  of  Art  ]rou  do  not  object,  that 

Master  W,  8,  (interrupting).    On,  no!    It 
makes  little  difference  to  me  what  you  do. 
My  author's  fees  ceased  years  a^ !    But  look 
here.  What  do  you  mean  by  this  ?  {Produces 
Press-cutting  of  advertisement  an  d  reads)— 
*'  Theatre   Royal,    Haymarket,  Prospective 
Arrangements.    Owing  to  the  continued  suc- 
cess of  HamUt,  it  has  been  decided  (by  ar- 
rangement with  the  Author)  to  postpone" 
another  play.  Now,  Master  Tbxk,  or  as  I  may 
call  ye,  *' Master  up  a  Tree,*'  what  have  you 
to  say  to  that  P    You  see  your  advertisement 
has  caught  mv  eye.    I  am  here  to  answer  it ! 
P.  A,-M,  Most  wonderful  I   I  do  not  know 
how  or  wherefore  my  pen  slipped,  but  slin  it 
did,  indeed.    However,  I  apologise.    Is  that 
enough? 
Master  W.  S,  More  than  enough  I 
Enter  the  Ghost  of  Haxlxt's  Father 
suddenly, 
Ohost  {with  a  glance  at  W,  8,),  Ah,  the 
Governor  here  alreadv!    Still,  I  may  have 
mv  chance  as  well  as  he  I    I  gave  the  plot  of 
Hamlet!     Why  shouldn't  I  have  another 
shotP    (ToP.  ^.-Jtf.)— 
But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  mv  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  souL 

P.  A,'M,  {eagerly).  The  very  thing  for  a 
melodrama.  Delighted  to  make  your  ac- 
quaintance— hem— in  the  Spirit  I 

Master  W,  8.  Kay,  good  Master  Player, 
this  is  scarcely  business  I  If  anything  in 
thaJt  line  is  V>  ^  done.  I  should  do  it.  {To 
Ghost  of  Hamlbt's  Father).  Begone,  Sirrah ! 

Ghost,  Nay,  this  is  professional  jealousy  I 

(Tb  P.  A,-M,),  I  find  thee  apt 

\A  hook  falls,  and  Master  Wk.  Shaxspxaxb 
and  Ghost  of  Haxlxt's  Father  vanish 
together, 

P.  A,'M,  {opening  his  eyes).  Was  I 
dreaming?  {Jvith  a  recollection  of  *' The 
Red  Lamp,^^)   I  wonder  I     [Left  wondering. 


TAKING  A  SIGHT  AT  RINGANDKNDCK. 

(By  Ruddier  Stripling,) 

Aftxb  the  roughness  of  the  Atlantic,  in 
which  to  my  taste  there  is  far  too  much.water 
moving  about,  I  stepped  on  to  America  with 
considerable  relief.  I  was  quite  satisfied, 
after  that  excellent  dinner,  the  first  I  had 
enjoyed  since  Liverpool  slid  away  eastward, 
to  walk  aimlessly  through  the  streets  till  I 
fell  into  the  arms  of  a  broad-shouldered,  pug- 
nosed,  Irish  New  York  pdiceman.  I  remember 
no  more  till  New  York  passed  away  on  a 
sunny  afternoon,  and  then  I  fell  asleep  again 
and  slept  till  the  brakeman,  conductor,  Pull- 
man-car conductor,  negro  porter  and  news- 
boy somehow  managea  to  pull  me  out  into 
the  midnight  temperature  (3  80  below  freez- 
ing. It  was  just  like  having  one's  head  ]^t 
under  the  pump,  but  it  did  not  quite  revive 
me.  for  I  mistook  my  host  in  his  sleigh  for  a 
walrus,  and  tried  to  harnoon  him  with  mv 
umbrella.  After  matters  nad  been  ezplaineo, 
we  went  off,  at  least  I  did,  and  never  woke 
up  till  I  fell  out  into  a  snow-drift,  lust  as  we 
turned  a  comer  at  our  journey's  end. 

In  the  morning,  I  had  some  idea  that  the 
skjr  was  a  mat  sapphire,  and  that  I  was 
inside  it,  ana  that  the  fields  were  some  sort 
of  velvet  or  wool-work,  going  round  and 
round  with  the  sun  rioting  over  them,  what- 
ever that  may  mean,  till  my  head  ached.  I 
can't  ^uite  understand 
all  this  now,  but  it 
seemed  a  ver]^  pictur- 
esque^ impressioni  st  de- 
scription when  I  wrote 
it.  Then  I  went  for 
walk    down    Main 


•Ta-ra-ra-BoomI" 
Now,  the  wisdom  of 


Street.     I  think  it  is 

about  400  miles  long, 

for  I  got  nowhere  near 

the  end,  but  this  was 

perhaps  owing  to  mv 

uncertainty  as  to  which 

side  was  the  pleasanter 

to  walk  on.    At  last  I 

pare    it   up,  and  sat 

down  on  the  sido-wiilk. 

Yernionti   not  belli  f  at  all  times  equal  to 

graspinp  all  the  problems  of  everybody  else's 

life  with  delicacf ,  sometimes  makes  pathetic 

mistakes,  and  it  did  so  in  my  case.    I  ex- 

pliii3^;d  to  the  n^lioeman  that  I  had  been 

aittinjr  up  half  the  night  on  a  wild  horse  in 

Kew  Z  Titian  dp  and  Uad  only  just  come  over 

for  the  day,  but  it  was  all  in  vain. 

The  celT  at  Venoont  was  horribly  uncom- 
fortable. I  dreamt  that  I  was  trying  to  boil 
snow  in  a  thimble,  to  make  maple  syrup,  and 
to  awini  an  my  hetid  in  deep  water,  with  a 
life -belt  eitid  lo  my  ankles.  There  was 
another  man  there,  and  in  the  early  morning 
he  told  me  about  Mastodons  and  Plesiosaun 
in  a  wood  near  the  town,  and  how  he  caught 
them  by  the  tails  and  nhotoeraphed  them ; 
and  alao  that  Singanoknock,  a  mountain 
near,  was  mentioned  bv  Ehsbsok  in  a  verse, 
which  I  remembered,  because  he  made 
**co-^val".  rhyme  with  ''extended."  Only 
a  teuly  great  Philosopher  could  have  done 
that. 

It  was  all  new  and  delightful;  and  it 
must  have  been  true,  because  mv  informant 
was  a  quiet,  idow-spoken  man  of  the  West, 
who  r^rained  from  laughing  at  me.  I  have 
met  very  few  people«who  could  do  that.  Next 
day  all  the  idleness  and  triflizi«  were  at  an 
end,  and  my  friends  conveyea  me  back  to 
New  York^ 

EPITAPH  Oir  A  DTER.    ^  '^  ■  ^ 

This  Dyer  with  a  dire  liver  tried 
To  earn  a  living  dyeing,  and  he  died« 
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THE   CONFESSIONS   OF  A   DUFFER. 

No.  Yin.— THE  DUFFER  AS  A  HOST. 

Of  ooTine  I  don't  try  to  giye  dinners  at  home.  The  diffioolties  and 
anxieties  are  too  enormons.  First  there  is  inyitin^  the  people.  I 
like  to  have  none  hut  yery  deyer  men  and  yeir  pretty  women,  hut 
nobody's  acqoaintanoe  is  limited  to  those  rare  oeings,  and,  if  I  did 
inyite  them,  they  wonld  all  have  previous  encra^ements :  I  do  not 
blame  them.  But  suppose  that  two  or  three  of  the  wits  and  beauties 
aooept,  that  is  worse  than  ever,  because  the  rest  are  a  CLG.  (who 
talks  about  his  cases]  and  his  wife,  who  talks  about  her  children. 
An  old  sohod-f  ellow,  who  has  no  conyersation  that  does  not  begin, 
"I  sajr,  do  you  remember  old  Jack  Williaxs."  This  does  not 
entertain  the  beauty,  who  sits  next  him. 

A  Dowager  Duchess,  she  knows  none  of  the  other  people  and 
wonders  audibly  (to  me)  who  they  are.  A  cleyer  young  man,  whose 
language  is  the  language  of  the  future,  and  whose  humour  is  of  a 
date  to  which  I  humbly  nope  my  own  days  may  not  be  prolonged.  A 
Psychical  Researcher,  with  a  note-book ;  he  gets  at  the  Duchess 
at  once,  and  cross-examines  her  about  a  visionary  Piper  who  plays 
audible  pibrochs 
through  Castle  Bla- 
wearie,  her  ancestral 
home.  Does  she  think 
the  pibroch  could  'be 
taken  down  in  a  phono- 
mph.  Could  the  Piper 
Be  snapped  in  a  kodak? 
The  Duchess  does  not 
know  what  a  phono- 
graph is;  never  heard 
of  a  kodak.  She  does 
not  like  the  note-book 
any  more  than  Mr. 
Ptekwiek'B  cabman 
liked  it.  She  is  afraid 
of  getting  into  ^nt. 
Then  there  is  the  War- 
den of  St.  Jude's,  a 
great  scholar;  he  pricks 
up  his  ears,  not  the 
keenest,  at  the  word 
kodak,  and  begins  to 
talk  about  a  newly- 
discovered  Codex  of 
PoDOiriAjr  the  I  Elder. 
Nobody  knows  what  a 
Codex  is.  There  is  a 
School-board  Lady,  but, 
alas,  she  is  next  the 
Warden  of  St.  Jude's, 
not  next  the  enthu- 
siastic Clergyman,  who 
proses  about  a  Club  for 
Milliners.  There  is 
G&i08fiT,  who  develops 
an  undesirable  interest 
in  the  Milliners'  Club.  v^  - 

Slve  suppers  P  Are  they  Friendly  Girls  F  Everyone  thinks  Griosbt 
ippant  and  coarse ;  I  wish  I  had  not  asked  him  to  come.  There  is 
a  Positivist,  who  sneers  at  the  Clergyman :  there  are  a  Squire  and 
his  wife  from  Rutlandshire :  she  is  next  the  Radical  Candidate  for 
the  Isle  of  Dogs.  They  do  not  seem  to  get  on  well  together.  Grigsbt 
and  the  humorist  of  the  future  are  chaffing  each  other  across  the 
table:  nobody  understands  them;  I  don't  Know  whether  they  are 
qmrrellinff  or  not.  Miss  Joinss,  the  authoress  of  Melancholy  Moods 
(in  a  Greek  dress,  with  a  pince-nez :  a  woman  should  not  combine 
these  attributes)  is  next  the  Squire :  he  has  never  heard  of  any  of 
her  friends  the  Minor  Poets :  she  takes  no  interest  in  Hay,  nor  in 
Tithes.  I  see  the  Guardsman  and  the  Beauty  looking  at  each  other 
across  the  flowers  and  things:  the  language  of  Iheir  eyes  is  not 
difiicult,  nor  pleasant,  to  read.  Why  is  the  champagne  so  hot,  and 
why  are  the  ices  so  salt  and  hard  P  I  know  something  is  the  matter 
with  the  claret :  something  is  always  the  matter  with  the  claret.  It 
has  been  iced,  and  the  champagne  has  been  standing  for  days  in  an 
equable  temperature  of  65*. 

When  they  want  to  go  away,  it  is  a  wet  night,  and  those  who  have 
ceme  in  cabs  cannot  get  eabs  to  go  back  in.  The  Duchess's  coach- 
man lost  .his  .way,  coming  here,  she  was  half -an-hour  late :  she  is 
anxious  about  his  finding  his  way  home.  Griosbt  has  got  at  the 
Psychical-Researcher,  and  I  hear  him  telling  stories,  as  personal 
experiences,  which  I  know  are  not  true.  Psychical-Researchers  have 
no  sense  of  humour.  •*  a  P.  R.,"  why  not  "  S.  P.  0.  R.  P  "  I  hear 
Gbigsbt  asking,  and  suggesting  *'  Society  for  Propagating  Rubbish." 
It  is  very  rude  of  him,  and  not  at  all  funny. 


*'It  is  miUuight ;  I  am  tired  to  death.    Yee,  Beilby  will  have  something  to  drink,  and  another 

cigar— a  yery  large  one." 

Have  they  a  Strangers'  Room  P    Do  they 


However,  they  do  go  away  at  last,  that  advantage  a  dinner  at 
home  has  over  a  dinner  at  the  Club,  there  they  often  seem  as  if  they 
would  never  go  awav  at  all. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  wine  is  all  right  at  the  Club.  I  believe,  for 
I  know  nothing  about  wine  myself.  Some  men  talk  of  nothing  else, 
and  seem  to  loiow  the  vintages  without  looking  at  the  names  on 
the  bottles. 

The  worst  of  giving  a  dinner  at  the  Club  is,  that  I  never  know 
how  many  men  I  have  asked,  nor  even  who  they  are.  It  is  enough 
if  I  remember  the  date.  It  might  be  a  good  thing  to  write  these 
matters  down  in  a  Diary,  or  on  a  big  sheet  of  paper,  |nnned  up  in 
one's  room.  I  Imow  I  nave  written  u>  ask  some  Americans  whom  I 
have  not  seen :  tihey  brought  letters  of  introduction.  I  forget  their 
names— there  is  a  Professor  who  has  written  a*  novel,  there  is  a 
General,  I  think,  and  a  Mad  Doctor. 

My  best  plan  will  be  to  stand  about  in  the  drawing-room,  and  try 
to  select  them  as  they  come  in.  Here  is  Wilkinbok,  who  was  at 
St.  Jude's  with  me :  I  shake  hands  with  him  warmly  He  looks 
blank.  It  is  not  Wilkiksok,  after  all ;  it  is  a  stranger,  he  is  dining 
with  somebody  else.  Some  other  men  have  come  in  while  I  am 
apologising.  One  of  them  oomes  up  and  says,  "Mr.  MoDuffsrI" 
p.    ^  He  must  be  an  Amen- 

^y^^  can.  Which  P  He  tells 

--^    '''  me:    he   is    the  Mad 

Doctor.  He  introduces 
his  countrymen;  they 
all  say  "Mr.  McDuF- 
perI''  How  am  I  to 
remember  which  is  the 
General  and  which  is 
the  Professor  P  Other 
people  drop  in.  Here 
IS  Cbimftok.  He  is  a 
Reviewer.  Clever 
fellow,  CsiKPTOir. 
Here  is  old  Bbilbt— 
he  is  hot  from  the 
University  Match.  He 
begins  to  tell  me  all 
about  it.  JoKBs  was 
awfully  well  set,  but 
that  muff  Smith  ran 
him  out.  Bbilbt  does 
not  believe  it  v>a$  out. 
Odd  the  spite  umpires 
always  have  at  oar 
side.  Feel  that  I 
must  tear  myself  from 
Beilbt,  the  only  man 
whose  conversation 
really  interests  me. 
Here  is  an  English  wri- 
ter on  militarjr  subjects. 
I  introduce  mm  to  the 
American  General. 
Find  he  is  the  Professor, 
after  all.  We  get  down- 
stairs somehow.  Bbilbt 
is  opposite  me.  Cbimptok  is  next  the  Professor.  The  Military 
Writer  is  next  the  General.  Things  do  not  appear  to  go  very 
smoothly.  It  seems  that  the  Militair  one  has  said  something  about 
General  Bbaxtbbgabd  which  he  should  not  have  said.  The  General 
isgetting  red.  I  hate  it,  when  men  begin  to  talk  about  the  American 
War.  Any  other  war  they  are  welcome  to :  the  Danish  War,  the 
war  of  1866,  the  war  of  1870,  the  glorious  affair  of  Majuba.  But 
Americans  are  touchy  about  their  war ^  not  easy  to  please  them  what- 
ever jpn  say.  Much  best  to  say  nothing.  Crixftok  is  laughing  at 
American  novels.  He  does  not  know  that  the  Professor  is  an  Ameri- 
can novelist.  What  amItodoP  Itryto  kick  him  under  the  table. 
I  kick  the  Mad  Doctor,  and  apologise.  Was  feeling  about  for  a 
footstool.  Bbilbt  is  tiding  to  talk  about  Base  Ball  to  the  General, 
who  is  still  red.  Nothing  is  more  disagreeable  than  these  inter- 
national discussions  at  diimer. 

Now,  a  clever  host  would  know  how  to  get  out  of  this ;  he  would 
start  some  other  subject.  I  can  think  of  no  other  subject.  Happy 
thought:  gradually  glide  into  American  cookery,  clams,  canvas- 
backed  ducks,  what  is  that  didi  with  a  queer  name — Jumbo  P  I 
don't  feel  as  if  it  were  Jumbo.  SquamboP  Terapin  soupP  It 
sounds  rather  like  the  Hebrew  for  a  talisman,  or  an  angel  of  some 
sort.  However,  they  are  talking  about  cookery  now,  and  wines.  Is 
there  not  an  American  wine  called  Catawampus  P  The  Mad  Doctor 
has  his  eye  on  me ;  he  seems  interested.  I  thought  I  heard  him 
murmur  Aspasia,  or  Aphasia,  or  something  like  that.  It  is  not 
Catawampus— it  is  Catawba.  I  feel  that  I  jMitotipe^flounder,  I 
mean.  I  am  getting  quite  nervous ;  feel  like  a  man  in  a  powder- 
magarine,  with  lighted  cigarettes  everywhere.    If  one  can  withdraw 
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them  to  the  smoldiig-room,  they  will  settle  down  flomehow.  They 
do.  The  Military  Critic  gets  into  a  comer  with  Bsilbt.  The 
Americans  and  I  consort  together.  Most  agreeable  fellows  j  haye 
been  everywhere,  and  seen  eyerything.  Cbdcftok,  luckily,  is 
readinf^  one  of  his  own  reviews  in  the  evening  paper.  I  glance  at 
it ;  it  IS  a  review  of  the  Professor's  novel.  Not  a  kind  review^ 
rather  insulting  than  otherwise.  He  hates  BxiLsr,  and  he  does  not 
know  the  Military  Critic.  If  he  joins  ns,  there  will  be  more  inter- 
national discussion.  I  get  them  on  to  the  balcony,  and  pretend  to 
go  to  ring  the  bell  for  coffee.  I  whisper  to  Cbdcptok.  He  is  quite 
taken  aback.  '*  Awfully  sorry ;  never  dreamed  the  Professor  was 
not  English.'*  He  wants  to  tell  the  Professor  that,  thinks  he  will 
be  plea^.  He  apologises  to  me :  it  is  dreadfully  disagreeable  to 
be  a^Nologised  to  by  a  guest  "  All  m^  fault,"  I  say ;  and,  reaUy, 
so  it  is.  Cbdcptok  remembers  an  evening  engagement,  and  goes  on 
d  PAnglaise. 
The  Americans  go  off;   say  they  have  enjoyed  themselves.    I 


feel  indined  to  apologise  for  Cbucptok.  On  second  thoughts, 
I  don't  They  do  not  look  like  men  who  write  about  their  adven- 
tures in  their  native  newspapers.  Ladies  do  that.  A  weight  is  off 
my  mind.  The  Military  Writer  soes  home.  He  asks,  **  Who  was 
that  old  man  who  fancied  himself  so  about  8hsb]cak*8  March  P " 
'*  That  was  Genenl  Homb,  who  held  a  command  under  Shxrillv." 
The  Military  Writer  whistles;  wishes  I  had  told  him  that  before 
dinner.  I  wish  I  had,  but  I  got  so  flurried  and  confused.  It  is 
midnight ;  I  am  tired  to  death.  Yes.  Beilbt  wiU  have  something 
to  drink,  and  another  cigar— a  very  large  one.  He  begins  to  talk 
about  the  University  Match,  about  all  University  Matches,  about 
old  soores,  and  old  catches,  trom  Mttchbll's  year  to  the  present 
day. 

It  is  three  o'clock  before  I  get  home;  the  Americans  may  have 
enjoyed  themselves,  I  have  not.  I  dream  about  the  Mad  Doctor ; 
perhaps  he  will  put  me  into  his  next  book  on  Incipient  In$anity, 
Serve  me  right. 


THE   YOUNG   GIRUS   COMPANION. 

(By  Mrs.  PayUy,) 
I.— The  Youno  Gibl'b  Dia&t. 

Mt  very  dear  young  girls,  those  Arts  and  accomplishments  which 
form  part  of  the  average  education  will  be  taugnt  ]rou  by  your 
Gk)vemess,  and  in  some  cases,  if  your  parents  think  it  judicious,  bv 
a  male  Professor.  I  do  not  propose  in  these  papers  to  deal  with  such 
subjects.  But  there  are  certain  points  in  the  life  of  the  young  girl, 
about  which  the  handbooks  have  but  little  to  say,  which  your 
teachers  do  not  include  in  their  course  of  tuition,  oome  of  these 
points  are  particularly  intimate  and  sentimental.  It  is  here  that  I 
would  wish  to  act  as  your  adviser,  and,  if  I  may,  as  your  confidential 
friend.     I  shall  always   be  glad,  while  these  papers  are   being 

published,  to  receive  and  an- 
swer any  letters  from  ^oung 
girls  on  questions  of  sentiment 
and  propriety.  If  we  had  no 
sentiment,  life  would  not  stand 
thinking  about ;  if  we  had  no 
proprie^,  life  would  not  stand 
talking  about.  Of  the  two, 
propriety  is,  perhaps,  for  the 
woman  the  more  important, 
but  I  shall  be  glad  to  answer 
questions  on  both.  And  now 
let  me  say  a  few  words  on  the 
subject  of  the  Young  Girl's 
Diary. 

You  must  most  certainly 
keep  a  Diary. 

When  I  was  a  joung  girl  of 
twenty-eight  —  it  is  not  so 
very  lonjs:  ago— I  had  my  Diary 
bound  in  pale  blue  watered 
silk ;  it  had  three  locks  and  a 
littie  silver  key  which  I  wore 
on  a  riband  round  my  neck. 
I  never  took  it  off  except  to 

1  mean  for  the  purposes  of 

the  toilette.  There  was  a 
pocket  at  the  end  of  the  book, 
which  would  hold  a  faded 
flower  or  any  littie  souvenir. 
I  always  wrote  it  in  solitude 
and  by  night.^  Secresy  has  its 
ritual,  and  it  is  iniinitely  sweet 
and  consoling.  If  you  should  ever  choose  to  read  anv  passage  from 
your  Diary  to  the  dearest  of  your  girl-friends,  the  conndenoe  becomes 
in  consequence  so  much  more  confidential ;  for  she  will  know  that 
vou  are  reading  to  her  what  was  never  intended  for  any  human  eye 
to  see,  and  will  eujoy  it  more.  If  you  have  the  least  appreciation  of 
what  sentiment  really  means,  if  you  feel  that  you  are  misunderstood, 
or  if  you  suffer  from  the  most  sacred  of  all  emotions,  you  will  most 
certainly  keep  a  Diarv. 

The  entries  in  the  Diary  need  not  be  of  any  great  length.  I  once 
had  a  dear  girl-friend  who.  during  the  happy  season  of  her  first 
love,  became  in  the  pages  of  ner  Diary  almost  entirely  inteijectional. 
I  think  this  was  from  natural  delicacy.  I  was  recently  stopping  at 
her  house,  and  owing  to  circumstances  over  which  she  nad  no 
control,  I  am  able  to  reproduce  here  the  entries  wMch  she  made  in 
the  few  days  which  culminated  in  her  engagement. 
''  September  G.-y^hj?" 

You  observe  that  she  b  puzzled  to  account  for  her  own  emotions, 
and  yet  hesitates  to  give  the  inevitable  solution.  The  intense 
reticence  of  this  entry  seems  to  me  peculiarly  beautiful. 


**  September  7.— I  hate  Maxt  BnfDLER." 

I  can  remember  the  circumstances  very  well,  and  I  am  inclined  to 
think  that  she  had  some  reason  to  be  jealous  of  Maxt  Bnn>LEB« 
Maxt  was  not  at  all  a  nice  girL 

*•  September  8.— Joy,  joy,  joy !  " 

I  think  I  can  explain  this  entry.  Maxt  BnrDLEX  had  been  oalled 
away  hurriedly.  Somebodv  was  dead,  or  something  of  that  sort. 
My  friend's  expression  ox  relief  seems  to  me  very  pretty  and 
natural. 

''Septetnberd.—AhV 

**  SepUmber  10.— Oh\^' 

In  that  littie  word  *'  Ah  I "  there  is  the  whole  history  of  a  pio-nio 
and  a  carriage  accident.  It  was  there  that  she  first  guessed  his 
feelings  towards  her.  If  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  have  not  been  able  to 
obtain  any  adequate  explanation  of  the  "  Oh  I "  But  I  know  they 
went  out  after  dinner  to  see  if  it  was  possible  to  play  tennis  bjr 
moonlight.  I  oondude  that  it  was  not,  for  the  next  entry,  whion 
consists  simply  of  a  note  of  exdamation,  is  reaUy  a  record  of  her 
engagement. 

Of  course  I  need  not  point  out  the  impropriety  of  mixing  in  tiie 
pages  of  your  Diary  the  record  of  the  most  sacred  emotions^  and 
notes  of  thinff  s  more  oommonidace.  I  knew  a  girl  who  invariably 
did  this.  She  always  commenced  with  an  account  of  any  monev 
that  tike  might  have  spent  during  the  day.  I  have  managed,  with 
considerable  difficulty,  to  make  a  copy  of  one  of  these  entries,  and 
I  ffive  it  as  a  warning : — 

^*  Chocolate,  one-and-six.  Aloexnon  has  written  to  me,  asking 
me  to  see  him  again  for  the  last  time.  I  have  written  back  that  my 
decision  is  unalterable.  It  breaks  my  heart  to  have  to  be  so  cruel 
—but  fate  wills  it,  and  it 's  no  good  fighting  against  Mamma.  Sent 
niy  grey  to  be  cleaned— but  it  won't  look  anything  when  it  *s  done." 

In  another  entry  I  found  the  following : — 

**  A  dear  long  letter  from  Egbxxt.  How  perfect  his  svmpathy  is! 
Not  feeling  very  well  to-day— will  always  refuse  voUau^vent  in 
future."^ 

I  need  hardlv  say  that  a  girl  who  would  ohronide  the  state  of  her 
digestion  and  the  ssnnnathy  of  her  lover  in  one  paragraph  could  not 
possibly  have  anj  soul. 

The  perfect  Diary  is  something  of  a  paradox.  It  should  be  com- 
posed oniefly  of  what  is  unpublishable — of  one's  secrets  and  sentiments 
—but  it  should  always  be  written  as  if  witii  a  view  to  publication. 
In  your  Diary  you  can  say  things  about  yourself  which  it  would  be 
conceited  to  sav  openly^  and  you  can  say  things  about  your  friends 
which  it  would  be  unkind  to  say  openly ;  you  can  make  your  own 
pose  seem  more  real  to  yourself.  So.  my  dear  young  girls,  take  my 
advice,  and  commence  Diaries.  And  remember  I  shall  be  very  glad 
to  answer  any  questions  on  the  subject. 


Jokim's  Latest  Little  Joke. 
{By  a  many  timet  diutppointed  Income- Tax  Payer.) 

It  is  out  at  last,  but  it  falls  very  flat; 

Such  a  very  big  "  bag,*'  such  a  very  small  *'  oat"  t 

Popularity  Budget  P   It  can't  be  called  ^Ao^  / 

The  Budget  that  was  to  have  been  such  '*  good  biz," 

And  have  oaused  the  Election  to  go  with  a  **  whizi," 

Fizzles  out  in— reducing  the  duty  on  Fizz  I 

Ah.  Joxnc,  my  joker,  you've  hardly  the  knack 

Of  holding  the  Bag,  so  we  '11  give  you  **  the  Sack/  " 


"  Meet  it  is  I  set  it  nowir."- "  Mr.  J.  McN.  WmsTLXX,"  it 
was  remarked  by  one  of  his  visitors  on  the  closing  day  of  his  reoent 
Exhibition,  **has  in  his  Catalogue  put  down  all  unfavourable  oriti- 
oisms."    How,  in  this  respect,  would  all  of  us  like  to  imitate  the 


Eccentric  K^ht  of  the  Order  of 
adverse  critioiBm.  ' 


,  and  put  down  all 


(^  VOnCB — ^Bejeetad  Commniiicatiops  or  Contributiens,  whether  MS.,  Pziated  Matter,  Srawiagt,  or  Pietures  of  any  deseriptlmi,  wfU 
in  no  ease  be  retaned,  not  even  when  aecompanled  by  a  Stanq^  and  Addressed  lavslope,  Oo?«r,  or  Wrapper.   To  this  rolo 

tlitfim  will  hm  na  matfiiitloii 
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MB.  FTTNCH'S  HEBBIDEAN  SALMON-PLY  BOOK. 
STRANGE  ADVENTDEES  OF  A  PEN-HOLDEE. 

(By  WuLia  Whitk,  Author  of  "  Tkey  Taught  Her  to  Death" 
**  A  Pauper  in  TulU"  "  My  Cloudy  Glare"  '*  Green  Pasterns  in 
PxcalUli,'*  **Ean  Fast  to  Jtoyston,"  dte.,  dtc,  <fcc) 

[**  I  now  aend  you/'  writes  this  popular  and  delightiul  Author,  "  the  latest 
of  the  Novels  in  which  I  mingle  delicate  sentiment  with  Hehridean  or  High- 
land scenery,  and  bring  the  wisdom  of  a  Londoner  to  bear  directly  upon  the 
unsophisticated  innocence  of  a  kilt- 
wearu(^  population.  I  am  now  re- 
publishing my  books  in  a  series.  I'll 
take  short  odds  about  my  salmon-flies 
as  compared  with  anyone  else's,  and  am 
prepared  to  back  my  sunsets  and  cloud- 
effects  against  the  world.  No  takers. 
I  thought  not.    Here  goes ! "] 

Chaptxb  I. 
I  HELD  it  in  my  right  hand,  tov- 
ing  with  it  ourioauy ,  and  not  witn- 
ont  pleasure.  It  was  merely  a  long, 
wooaen  pen-holder,  inky  and  inert 
to  an  nnapiNreciatiye  e^e,  but  to  me 
it  was  a  bright  magician,  skilled  in 
the  painting  of  glowing  piotores,  a 
traveller  in  many  climes,  a  tried 
and  trasted  ftiend,  who  had  led  me 
safely  throngh  many  strange  ad- 
yentores  andmuch  uncouth  oialeot. 
*'  Old  friend,"  I  said,  addressing  it 
kindly,  '*  shall  you  and  I  set  out 
together  on  another  journey  P  We 
have  seen  many  countries,  and  the 
faces  of  many  men,  and  yet,  though 
we  are  adyandng  in  years,  the  time 
has  not  yet  come  for  me  to  lay  you 
down,  as  having  no  need  of  you. 
What  say  you— shall  we  start  once 
more  P  I  near  a  confused  sound  as  of  men  who  murmur  toother, 
and  say,  *  *  We  have  supped  full  of  horrors,  and  have  waded  chin-deep 
in  Zulu  blood;  we  have  followed  the  Clergy  of  the  Established 
Church  into  the  recesses  of  terrible  crimes,  and  have  endured  them 
as  they  bared  their  too  sensitive  consciences  to  our  gaze.  Wepine  for 
simpler^uid  more  wholesome  pleasures.  Now,''  I  continued,  if  only 
Queen  Tita.  and  the  rest  wiu  help  us,  I  think  we  can  do  something 
to  satisfy  this  clamour."  For  all  answer,  my  pen-holder  nestlea 
lovingly  in  my  hand.  I  placed  my  patent  sunset-nib  in  its  mouth, 
waved  it  twice,  dipped  it  once,  ana  began. 

Chafteb  II. 

Ths  weary  day  was  at  length  sinking  peacefully  to  rest  behind  the 
distant  hills.  The  packed  and  tumbled  clouds  lay  heavily  towards 
the  West,  where  a  gaunt  jagged  lower  of  rock  rose  sheer  into  the 
sky.  Ana  lo!  suddenly  a  broad  shaft  of  blood-red  light  shot  through 
the  brooding  cumulus  and  rented  fforffcously  upon  the  landscape.  On 
each  side  of  this  a  thin  silvery  veil  of  mist  crept  slowly  up  and  hung 
in  impalpable  folds.  The  Atlantic  sand  stretching  away  to  the 
North  shone  with  the  effulgence  of  burnished  copper.  And  now 
brilliant  flickers  of  coloured  light,  saffron,  purple,  green  and  rose 
danced  over  the  heaven's  startlea  face.  The  piled  clouds  opened  and 
showed  in  the  interspace  a  lurid  lake  of  blood  tinged  with  the  pale 
violet  of  an  Irishwoman's  eyes.  Great  pillars  of  flame  sprang  up 
rebelliously  and  spread  over  the  burning  horizon.  Then  a  strui^, 
soft,  yellow  and  vaporous  light  raised  its  twelve  bore  breech-loading 
ejector  to  its  shoulder  and  shot  across  the  Cryanlaughin  hills,  and 
the  oatde  shone  red  in  the  green  pastures,  and  everything  else 
glowed,  and  the  whole  world  burned  with  the  bewildering  glare  of  a 
stout  publican's  nose  in  a  London  fog.  And  silence  came  down  upon 
the  everlasting  hills  whose  outlines  gleamed  in  a  prismatic 

'*  That  will  do,"  said  a  mysterious  Yoioe,  ^*  the  paint-box  is 
exhausted  I" 

Chaptbb  III. 

I  WAS  shocked  at  this  rude  interruption. 

*'8irl"  I  said,  **I  cannot  see  you,  though  I  hear  your  voice. 
Willyou  not  disclose  yourself  P  " 

''Nonsense,  man,"  said  the  aggravating,  but  invisible  one,  "do 
not  waste  time.  Let  us  get  on  with  the  story.  You  know  what 
comes  next.  Revenons  a  nos  saumons.  Ha,  ha !  spare  the  rod  and 
spoil  the  book ! ' 

I  was  vexed,  but  I  had  to  obey,  and  this  was  the  result : 

The  pools  were  full  of  gleaming  curves  of  silver,  each  one  belong- 
ing to  a  separate  salmon  of  sigantio  size  fresh  run  from  the  sea. 
The  foaming  Black  Water  tumbled  headlong  over  its  rooks  and  down 
its  narrow  channel.    Donald,  the  big  keeper,  stood  industriously 


upon  the  bank  arranging  flies.  "  I  hef  been  told,"  he  observed, 
'*  tat  ta  English  will  be  coming  to  Styomoway,  and  there  will  be  no 
more  Gaelic  spoken.  But  perhaps  it  iss  not  true,  for  they  will  tell 
many  lies,    lam  a  teffle  of  a  liar  myself." 

And  lo !  as  we  watched,  the  grey  sky  seemed  to  be  split  in  two  by 
an  invisible  wed^e,  and  a  purple  gleam  of  light  shot— -- 

"  Stow  that ! "  said  the  Voice,  "  I  have  allowed  you  to  jrut  in  a 

5atoh  of  Gaelic,  but  I  really  cannot  let  you  do  any  more  sun-pictures. 
ry  and  think  that  it  is  a  dose  time  for  landscapes,  and  don't  let 
the  light  shoot  again  for  a  bit." 

"AUright,"  I  retorted,  not  with- 
out annoyance,  ''but  you'll  Just 
have  to  make  jra  your  mind  to  lose 
that  salmon,  it  was  a  magnificent 
forty -pounder,  and,  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  your  ridiculous  interrup- 
tion, we  should  have  landed  him 
splendidly  in  another  six  pages." 
"  As  you  like,"  said  the  Voice. 

chaftsk  rv. 

Afd  now  our  journey  was  draw- 
ing to  a  close.  Out  of  the  solemn 
hush  of  the  purple  mountains  we 
had  passed  slowly  southwards  back 
to  the  roar  and  the  turmoil  of  the 
London  streets.  And  many  friends 
had  said  farewell  to  us.  Sheila 
with  her  low,  sweet  brow,  her  ex- 

guisitely  curved  lipSf  and  her  soft 
lue  eyes  had  hela  us  enraptured, 
and  we  had  wept  with  CoausiTB, 
and  fiercely  cheered  the  Whaup 
while  he  held  Wattde  by  the  heebL 
and  made  him  say  a  sweer.  And 
we  had  talked  with  Macleod  and 
grown  mournful  with  Madcap 
V  iolet,  and  had  seen  many  another 
fresh  and  charming  face,  and  had 
talked  Gaelic  with  gusto  and  discrimination.  And  Queen  Tita  had 
roed  with  us,  and  we  had  adored  Bellx,  and  yet  we  cried  for  more, 
but  now  the  dream-journey  was  past,  and  lo  I  suddenly  the  whole 
heaven  was  blazing  with  light,  and  a  bright  saffron  band  lay 
across-: — 
"  Steady  there  I "  said  the  Voice.  "  Remember  your  promise ! " 
The  End. 


SAINTS  OE  8INNEES? 

[bt  spbcial  wulx.] 

MsLBOUBVB.—It  is  said,  on  good  authority,  that  the  favourite  books 
of  the  interesting  prisoner  now  in  custody  are,  the  Pilgrim* s  Proaress, 
an  Australian  Summary  of  the  Newgate  Calendar,  and  the  poetry  of 
the  late  Dr.  Watts.  He  has  also  expressed  himself  as  pleased  with 
Mrs.  HukphbeyWabd's  latest  work  of  fiction,  though  ne  does  not 
quite  approve  of  the  theological  opinions  of  the  writer. 

Pabib,  Tuesday,— The  supposed  author  of  the  dynamite  outrages, 
is  the  recipient  <n  numerous  presents  in  prison,  sent  him  by  male  and 
female  admirers,  and  persons  anxious  for  his  conversion  and  his 
autograph.  The  edition  of  Thomas  a  Kemtns,  recently  given  him, 
is  a  most  valuable  antique  copy ;  but  he  complains  of  the  print  as 
unsuited  to  his  eyesight. 

Melboubitb.  liOter, — ^The  Solicitor  engaged  on  behalf  of  our 
interesting  prisoner  has  requested  the  Government  to  allow  a  com- 
mission, consisting  of  the  medical  superintendents  at  Broadmore, 
HanweU  and  Colney  ELatch,  with  six  other  English  experts  in 
insanity,  to  come  out  to  Australia  to  inquire  into  the  mental  con- 
dition of  the  prisoner.  A  telegram  has  also  been  despatched  to 
Lord  Salisbxtet  requesting  that  the  Loed  Chief  JxrancE  of  Eeolakd 
and  an  Old  Bailey  Jury  may  be  sent  out  to  try  the  case;  otherwise 
there  will  be  "no  chaaoe  of  justice  being  done."  The  British 
Peexiee'b  reply  has  not  yet  been  received.  It  is  beKeved  that  he 
is  consulting  Mr.  Goschee  about  the  probable  cost  of  such  a  step. 

Melboueke.  Za^«f.— Through  the  instrumentality  of  an  Official 
connected  with  the  prison,  I  am  enabled  to  send  you  some  important 
information  concerning  our  prisoner  which  you  may  take  as  abso- 
lutely authentic.  His  breaktast  this  morning  consisted  of  buttered 
toast,  coffee,  and  poached  eggs.  He  complained  that  the  latter  were 
not  new-laid,  and  oecame  very  excited.  It  has  also  transpired  that 
he  is  strangely  in  favour  of  Imperial  Federation,  and  he  has 
dedured  to  his  gaolers  that  "  The  zriendship  between  £n|[land  and 
her  Colonies  ought  to  be  cemented."  This  ezprossiQn  of  opinion  has 
created  a  profound  sensation. 
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THE  POINT  or  VIEW. 

(As  PrivaU  Tommy  Atkimputs  U  to  his  Comrade 
BUL) 
[In  the  Report  of  Lord  TVantaob*8  Committee, , 
it  appears  that  our  Home  Armj  costs  seyenteen  I 
andfa-half  millions  per  annum.  The  Duke  of  j 
Cambkxdob  doubts  if  we  could  mpidly  mobilise  I 
one  Army  Coips.  Sir , 
£tbl  TN  Wood  holdshall 
the  men  under  him  at 
Aldershot  are  not  eq^ual 
to  doing  a  day's  sennce, 
eyen  in  England.     The 

Duke     of     COMKAVOHT 

says  half  the  battalions  ' 
under  his  command  are 
no  good  for  service,  can- 
not eyen  carnr  their  kits,  [ 
and  are  not  nt  to  march. 
Lord  WoLSXLBT,  it  is 
stated,  compares  the 
British  Army  to  a 
"  squeezed  lemon."]        i 

'*  Squxbzkd  lemon  I " 
That  *8    enooarag-  ' 
ingi 

Wiah     WoLSELiT ' 

knew  'ow  much  it  *b 

pleated  OS.  I 

I'd  like  to  ank  om^ 

little  thing:  ! 

I  wonder  who  it  is 

who  'b  squeezed  ub?  i 
The  whole  Report's  a 

thing  to  cheer  ;         I 
Makes  ns  feel  proud  ' 

and    pleased,    oh! 

yeryl 
And  won't  the  bloom- 
in'  furrineer 
Over    our    horades 

make  merry? 

Costa  seyenteen  mil- 
lions and  a  arf , 
And  oam't  go  no- 
where, nor  3o  no- 
think! 
That  tots  itujp!  They 
wouldn't  charf , 
£h,  Bnx,  these  Big 
Wigs!     What   do 
yotf  think? 
Therefore,  we  're  just 
a  useless  lot. 
After  pipe-cla][ing 
and  stiff-staromng, 
We  might  be  good  for 
stopping  shot 
Only  that  we  're  not 
fit  for  marohing  I 

We  cannot  carry  our 
own  kits  1 

I  say,  Bnx,  ain*t  we 
awful  duffers  ? 

Not  furrin  foes,   or 
Frenohy  wits, 
Could    more     com- 
pletely giye   us 
snuffers. 

Cambbidox,  COK- 
KAI7eHT,8ir£TBLTK 

Wood, 
All  of  a  mind,  for 

once,  about  us ! 
What  wonder  Bungs 

dub  us  no  good. 
And  lackeys,  snobs, 

and  street-boys  fiout  us  ? 

I  see  myself  as  others  see ; 

A  weedy,  narrer-chested  stripling. 
Can't  fight,  can't  march,  can't  ^ardly  see ! 

And  yet  young  Mister  Ruotabd  Kipld^o 
Don't  picture  bus  as  kiddies  slack, 

Wot  can't  go  out  without  our  nurses. 


But  ups  and  pats  us  on  the  back 
In  very  pooty  potry- verses.* 

We  're  much  obliged  to  'im,  I  'm  sure, 
(Thoii^h  potrv  ain't  my  faVrit  reading,) 

He 's  oiyil,  kind  and  not  cook-sure ; 
Good  sense  goes  sometimes  with  good- 
breeding. 


It  must  be  nuts  to  Pollyyoo  I 

He  needn't  feel  a  mite  alarmy. 
Whose  fault  is  it  we  cost  a  lot 
I        And,  if  war  comes,  must  fail,  or  fly  it  ? 
Well  facts  is  facts,  ajid  bounce  is  rot ; 
But,  blarm  it,  Bill,  — J'rf  like  toUytt! 
I     *  Mr.  S^PLnfO  dedicates  his  *'  Barrack-Boom 
I  Ballads"  to  **ToiixT  Atkins"  in  these  lines:— 

I  haye  made  for  you  a 

song, 
An*  it  may  be  right  or 
wrong, 
But  only  you  can  tell  me 
ifit 's  true; 
I*ye  tried  for  to  ex- 
plain 
Both  your  plessure  and 
your  pain. 
And, Thomas,  here's  my 
best  respects  to  you! 

Oh,    there'll    surely 
come  a  day 

When   they'll  gnuit 
you  all  your  pay 
And  treat  you  as  a  Chris- 
tian ought  to  do ; 

So,    imtu    that    day 
oomes  roimd, 

Heayen  keep  you  safe 
and  souno. 
And,  Thomas,  here's  my 
best  respects  to  you ! 


THE   STATE   OF  THE   MARKET. 

Artist  {to  Customer^  who  has  come  to  buy  on  behaff  of  a  large  Furnishing  Finn  in  Tottenham 
Court  Jtoad).  "How  would  this  suit  tou?    'SuiniBR'!" 

Customer,  'SH'x— 'Summsr.'    Wxll,  Sir,  the  fact  is  ws  find  thxrk 's  vsbt  littlx 

DKMAND  FOR  ORMMIT  QoODS    JUST    NOW.       If    TOU  HAD  A  LINK    OF    AUTUMS    TIST8   VOYT^ 
THAT  'S  THR  ARTICLE  WE  FIND  MOST  SaLE  FOR  AMONG  OUR  CUSTOMERS  1  " 


So  ToMMr  '8  best  respects  to  'tm. 
At  Aldershot  we  'd  like  to  treat  'im. 

Though  if  he  bobs  in  Eveltii's  swim. 
He    might    not   know  ns  when  we 
meet'im  I 

But,  Bill^  if  all  this  bamej  's  true 
Gonsarmn'  "  Dor  Poor  Little  Army," 


BOBBBT  OK  THB 
HABTISTIO  COP- 
PEBA8HUK. 

Oh.  ain't  the  Cop- 
peraannn  jest  a  oom- 
min  out  in  the  Hi 
Art  line  I  Why, 
dreokly  as  they  let  it 
be  nown  as  they  was 
a  willin  to  make 
room  in  their  be wtif  ool 
Oalery  for  any  of  the 
finest  picters  in  the 
hole  oountry  as  peepel 
was  wantin  to  send 
there,  jest  to  let  the 
world  no  as  thev  'd  got 
'em,  and  that  tney  wos 
considered  good  enuff 
by  the  Lord  If  are  and 
the  Sherriffs  and  all 
the  hole  Court  of  Hal- 
dermen,  than  they 
came  a  poring  in  in 
such  kwantities,  that 
pore  Mr.  Welsh,  the 
Houperintendant,  was 
obligated  to  unk  all 
the  nolo  Court  of  oom- 
mon  Counselmen, 
what  on  airth  he  was 
to  do  with  'em,  and 
they  tdd  him  to  hin- 
suit  the  libery  Com- 
mittee on  the  matter, 
and  they,  like  the 
lemed  gents  as  they 
is,  told  him  to  take 
down  sum  of  the 
worry  bigffest  and  the 
most  stnldngest  as 
they  'd  got  of  their 
hone  Picters  andaiur 
'em  up  in  the  Gildhall 
Westybool,  as  they 
calls  it,  coz  it's  in  the  East,  I  spose,  and  so 
make  room  for  a  lot  of  the  littel  uns  as  had 
been  sent  to  'em,  ooz  they  was  painted  by 
"Old  Marsters,"  tho'  who  "Old  Marsters'' 
was,  I,  for  one,  never  could  make  out,  zoep 
that  he  must,  have  well  deserved  his  Nick- 
name, considering  the  number  of  picters  as  he 
must  ha'  painted.  And  now  oums  won  of  the 
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THE    POINT   OF   VIEW. 

FrencKiMtn,  '*  Well,  mon  Ami,  your  Sir  Evelyn  Yolseley  say  you  can  oo  kowheres  and  do  kobiko  I   You  are  a  Skveezbd 
Lemon  ) " 

Tommy  Atkins,  "Well,  hang  it,  you  blooming  Furrinebrs  haven't  always  found  it  so  !" 


weny  oleverest  dodjres  as  even  a  Welsh  SoDperintendant  of  Gildhall 

Siotnn  oond  posserbly  have  thort  on.  Why  what  does  he  do  P  but 
e  has  taken  down  out  of  the  Gallery,  won  of  the  werry  bigj^est, 
and  one  of  the  wenr  grandest,  Pioters  of  moddem  times,  and  has 
hung  it  np  in  the  Westybool  aforesaid,  to  take  the  whole  shine  out 
of  all  the  little  uns  as  so  many  hemnent  swells  had  been  ony  too 
elad  to  send  to  Gildhall— **  the  i>aytron  of  the  Harts,*'  as  1  herd  a 
hemnent  Halderman  call  it,— to  give  'em  the  reel  stamp  as  fust  rate. 
And  now  what  does  my  thousands  of  readers  suppose  was  the 
sabjeok  of  this  werry  grandest  of  all  Pioters  P  Why,  no  other  than 
a  most  magniffisent,  splendid,  gorgeus,  large  as  life  representashun 
of  the  Lord  Marb'b  Show,  a  cummin  in  all  its  full  'bewty  and 
splender  from  the  middel  of  the  Royal  Xchange  1 1 

But  ewen  that  isn't  alL  For  the  Painter  of  this  trewly  hartistio 
Picter,  determined  to  make  his  grand  work  as  truthful  as  it  is 
striking,  has  lawished  his  hole  sole,  so  to  speak,  upon  what  are 


undoubtedlv  the  most  commanding  fibres  in  the  hole  glorious 
display,  ana  them  is  the  Lobd  Mabe'b  three  Gentlemen  I  with  their 
wands  of  power,  and  their  glorious  Unyforms,  not  forgetting  their 
luvly  silk  stookins;  on  this  occasion,  too,  spotless  as  the  rising  Sun ! 
To  say  that  they  are  the  hobservd  ox  all  hobservers,  and  the  nadmi- 
rashun  of  all  the  fare  sex,  and  the  henyv  of  the  other  wun,  need  not 
be  said,  tho  they  do  try  to  hide  their  gelesv  with  a  sickly  smile. 

Need  I  sav  that  it  is  surrounded  ewery  day  bv  a  sercle  of  smiling 
admirers,  who,  I  have  no  doubt,  come  agane  and  agane.  to  show  it  to 
their  admiring  friends;  and,  just  to  prove  its  grand  success,  the 
weny  last  time  as  I  was  there,  I  owerheard  a  smiling  gent  say  to 
his  mend« — *'  Well,  Tom,  as  this  is  such  a  success,  it  would  not 
supprise  me  if  the  same  hemnent  Hartis  was  to  i>aint  the  Lord 
Mare's  Bankwet  nextyear,  with  all  the  Nobel  Harmy  of  Waiters 
arranged  in  front  I "  Wich  Harmy  will  be  pussinelly  konduktid  by 
your  faithful  Robert. 
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TELEPHONIC  THEATRE-GOERS. 

(A  8k€tehiUihe  EUdrUxd  ExMbawn,) 

BcEKiL—The  Exterior  of  ih9  Telephone  Music  Room  in  the  Egyptian 
Veettbule,  The  time  is  about  eight,  A  placard  announces, 
*/  Manchester  Theatre  now  on  ";  inside  the  wickets  a  small  crowd 
is  waiting  for  the  door  to  he  opened.  A  Cautiooa  Man  comes 
up  to  the  turnstile  with  the  air  of  a  fox  examining  a  trap. 

The  Cautious  Man  {to  the  CoirnniwiionnaiTe).  How  long  oan  I  stay 
in  for  sixpenoe  P 

The  Commissionnaire,  Ten  Minutes.  Sir. 

The  C.  M,  Only  ten  minotofi,  eh  P  But*  look  here,  how  do  I  know 
there  *11  he  any  tlung  goinff  on  while  I  'm  in  there  P 

Comm.  You'll  find  out -that  from  the  inatrumenta,  Sir. 

The  C,  M,  Ah.  I  daresay— hut  what  I  mean  is,  suppose  there 's 
nothing  to  A«or— between  the  Aots  and  all  that  P 

Comm,  Comp'ny  guarantees  there 's  a  perf ormanoe  on  while  you're 
in  the  room.  Sir. 

The  C,  M.  Yes,  but  all  these  other  people  waiting  to  get  in— How 'm 
I  to  know  I  shall  get  a  place  f 

Comm,  (outraged).  Look  'ere,  Sir,  we  're  the  National  Telephone 
Company  with  a  repiutation  to  lose,  and  if  you've  any  ideer  we  want 
to  swindle  you,  all  I  can  tell  you  is— stop  outside ! 

The  a  M.  {suddenly  subdued).  Oh-er-all  right,  thought  I  'd 
make  sure  ftrst,  you  know,    fifixpenoe,  isn't  it  P 

(He  passes  into  the  enclosure^  and  joins  the  crowd, 
in  an 
undertone  to  his 
FiofkiSe).  That 's  a  oare- 
ful  bloke,  that  is. 
Know  the  value  o' 
money,  he  does.  It'll 
have  to  be  a  precious 
scientific  sort  o'  tele- 
]^one  that  takes  'tm  in. 
He'll  'aye  his  six- 
pennorth,  if  it  bursts 
the  machine!  Hullo, 
they  're  letting  us  in 
now. 

[The  door  is  sliahtly 
opened  from  unthin^ 
causing  an  ^rpectant 
movement  in  crowd 
— the  door  is  closed 
again. 

A  Superior  Young 
Lady  {to  her  Admirer). 
I  just  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  people  inside. 
They  were  all  sitting 
holding  things  like 
opera-glasses  up  to  their 
ears — they  did  look  so 
ridiculous ! 

Mer  Admirer,  Well,  it 's  about  time  they  gaye  us  a  chance  of 
looking  ridiculous,  their  ten  minutes  must  be  up  now.  I  'ye  been 
tryinff  to  think  what  this  put  me  in  mind  of.  J  know.  Waiting 
outside  the  Pit  doors !  doesn't  it  you  P 

The  Sup,  Y.  L,  {languidly,  for  the  benefit  of  the  bystanders).  Do 
they  make  you  wait  like  this  for  the  Pit  P 

Ser  Admirer.  Do  they  make  you  wait!  Why,  weren't  you  and 
I  three-quarters  of  an  hour  getting  into  the  Adelphi  the  other 
eyeningP 

The  Sup.  Y.  L,  (annoyed  with  him).  I  don't  see  any  necessity  to 
bawl  it  out  like  that  if  we  were, 

[The  discreetly  curtained  windows  are  thrown  back,  revealing 
persons    inside  reluctantly  [tearing  [themselves   away  from 
their  telephones.    As  the  door  opens,  there  is  a  frantic  rush 
to  get  places. 
An  Attendant  (soothingly).  Don't  crush,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen- 
plenty  of  room  for  alL    Take  your  time  I 

[The  crowd  stream  in,  and  pounce  eagerly  on  chairs  and  telephones  : 
the  usual  Fussy  JPamily  waste  wrectous  minutes  in  trying  to  get 
seats  together,  and  get  separatea  in  the  end.  Undecided  persons 
flit  from  one  side  to  another,  Oradually  they  all  settle  down, 
ana  stop  their  ears  with  the  telephone-tubes,  the  prevailing 
expresswn  being  one  of  anxiety,  combined  with  conscious  and 
apologetic  imbecility.  Nervous  people  catch  the  eye  of  complete 
strangers  across  the  table,  and  are  seized  with  suppressed  giggles. 
An  Irritable  Person  finds  himself  between  the  Comic  Man  and  a 
Chatty  Old  Gentleman. 
The  Comic  Man  (to  hts  FiancSe,  putting  the  tube  to  his  ear).  Can't 
t  my  telephone  to  torkyetl    (Shakes  it,)    I^U  wake  'e: 


^uU'the  other  tube  tohis  mou/A.) 


'em  up  I 
Hallo— hallo!  are  you  there  P 


Look  aliye  with  that  Show  o'  vours,  Guy'nop— we  ain't  got  long  to 
stop !  (Pretends  to  listen,  and  reply,)  If  you  giye  me  any  of  your 
cheek,  I  'U  come  down  and  punch  your  'eaa  I  (Applies  a  tube  to  his 
eye,)    All  right,  Pollt,  they  'ye  begun— I  oan  see  the  'ero's  le^ ! 

Polly,  Be  quiet,  can't  you  P  I  can't  hold  the  tubes  steady  if  you 
will  keep  making  me  laugh  so.  (Listening,)  Oh,  Alf,  I  can  hear 
singing — can't  youP    Isn't  it  loyely ! 

The  Com,  M,  It  seems  to  me  there's  a  bluebottle,  or  something, 
got  inside  mine — I  can  'ear  tm .' 

The  Irr,  P,  (angrily,  to  himself).  How  the  deuce  do  they  exi)ect 
— and  that  infernal  organ  in  the  naye  has  just  started  booining 
again— they  ouffht  to  send  out  and  stop  it  1 

The  Chatty  O,  O.  (touching  his  elbow),  1  beg  your  jpardon,  Sir, 
but  can  you  inform  me  what  opera  it  is  they  're  performing  at  Man- 
chester P  The  Prima  Donna  seems  to  be  just  finishing  a  song. 
Wonderful  how  one  can  hear  it  all ! 

The  Irr,  P.  (snapping).  Very  wonderful  indeed,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances!   (He  corks  both  ears  with  the  tubes,)    It's  too  bad— 

now  there 's  a  confounded  string-band  beginning  outs (Removes 

the  tube,)  Eh,  what P  [More  angrily  than  ever?)  Why,  it's  in  the 
blanked  thing !  (He  fumbles  with  the  tubes  in  trying  to  reat(fust 
them.  At  last  he  succeeds,  and,  after  listening  intently,  is  rewarded 
by  hearing  a  muffled  and  ghostly  voice,  apparently  from  the  bowels  of 
the  earth,  say—'*  Ha,  say  you  so  P  Then  am  I  indeed  the  hooshiest 
hearsher  in  the  whole  of  Mumble-land  I ") 

The  Chatty  O.  O,  (nudging  him).  How  Tery  distinctly  you  hear 
the  dialogue,  Sir,  don't  you  P 

*  ^  [rAtf.Lritable  Person, 

without      removing 

the  tubes,  turns  and 

glares    at     him 

savagely,      without 

producing     the 

slightest  impression. 

Another  Ohostly 

Voice    (very   audibly). 

The  deyil  you  are  I 

A  Careful  Mother. 
Mnnns,  put  them  down 
at  once,  do  you  hearP 
I  can't  haye  you  listen- 
ing to  such  Ijmgnage. 

Minnie,  Why,  it's 
only  at  Manchester, 
Mother! 

Ohostly  Voices  and 
Sounds  (as  they  reach 
the  Irritable  Person). 
**  You  cursed  scoun- 
drel! So  it  was  you 
who  burstled  the  buli- 
boom,  was  itP  Stand 
back,  there.  I'll  hork 
eyery    gordle    in    his 

!"  (,..Soundsof 

a  scuffle  .  .  .  A  loud 
female  scream,  andfiring  .  .  ,)    "  What  haye  you  done  P  " 

The  Ch,  O,  O,  Haye  you  any  sort  of  idea  what  he  has  done.  Sir  P 

[To  the  Irritable  Person. 
The  Irr,  P,  No,  Sir,  and  I  'm  not  likely  to  haye  as  long  as^ — ^ 

[He  listens  with  fierce  determination. 
First  Ghostly  Voice,  Stop !    Hear  me— I  can  explain  eyerything  1 
Second  Do,  Do,  I  will  hear  nothing,  I  tell  you ! 
First  Do,  Do,  You  shall— you  must/    Listen.    I  am  the  only 
suryiying  mumble  of  your  unshle  ^^lier. 

The  Ch,  O.  O,  (as  before),  I  think  it  must  be  a  Melodrama  and 
not  an  Opera  after  all— from  the  langua(i:e ! 

An  Innocent  Matron  (who  is  listening,  with  her  eyes  devoutly 
fixed  on  the  Libretto  of  **  The  Mountebanks ^^^  under  the  firm  eon^ 
viction  that  she  is  in  direct  communication  with  the  Lyric  Theatre.  I 
always  understood  The  Mountebanks  was  a  musical  piece,  my  dear, 
didn't  you  P  and  eyen  as  it  is,  they  don't  seem  to  keep  yery  close  to 
the  words,  as  far  as  I  can  follow ! 

Ghostly  Voices  (in  the  Irritable  Person's  ear  as  before),  '*  Your 
wife  ?  "    '*  Yes,  my  wife,  and  the  only  woman  in  the  world  I  eyer 


"  IIow  very  distinctly  you  hear  the  dialogue,  Sir,  don't  you  ? " 


Come,  now  I'm  getting 


loyed!" 

The  Irr,  P,    [pleased,   to  himself), 
accustomed  to  it^oan  hear  capitally ! 

The  Voices,  Then  why  haye  you P  ...  I  will  tell  you  all. 

Twenty-fiye  years  a^o,  when  a  shinder  foodie  in  the  Boijeezlers  I 

A  Still  Small  Voice  (in  everybody's  ear),  ti«,  Pi.«An. 

Everybody  (dropping  the  tubes,  startled).  Where  did  that  oome 
fromP 

The  Com,  M,  They 'ye  been  and  cut  it  off  at  the  main— just  when 
it  was  getting  interesting !  D  i  q  it i  z ed  by  V 

His  FiancSe.  Well,  I  can't  say  I  made  out%uoh  of  the  plot  myielf^ 
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The  Cam,  M.  I  made  out'enongh' to  oorer 
a  suroenoe,  anyhow.  Ton  didn't  expect  the 
telephone  to  ezpLain  it  all  to  tou  goin'  along, 
and  give  jroa  cawf  ee  between  toe  Aots,  did  you  r 

The  Ch.  O.  Q.  (ndUng  affably  up  to  the 
Irritable  Person  aeheie  movinq  out),  Marrel- 
loQs  itrides  Science  has  made  of  late,  Sir  I 
Almost  incredible.  I  declare  to  voti,  while 
I  was  sittinff  there,  I  ppeitiyely  felt  inclined 
to  ask  mysdi  the  ofnestion 

The  Jrr,  P.  Allow  me  to  say.  Sir,  that 
another  time,  if  yon  will  obey  tnat  inclina- 
ticm,  and  put  the  question  to  yonrself  instead 
of  other  people,  you  will  be  a  more  desirable 
neighbour  in  a  Telephone  Room  than,  I 
confess  I  found  you ! 

[He  turns  on  his  heel,  indignantly. 

The  Ch,  O,  O.  {to  himself).  'Strordinary 
what  unsociable  people  one  does  oome  across 
at  times !  Now  Pm  always  ready  to  talk  to 
anybody,  I  am— don't  care  who  they, are. 
Well— well [He  walks  on,  musing. 


••DE  PROFUNBIS." 

(By  an  Indignant  "  Outsider.") 

A  ViLsnEFiBCK,  worthy  of  Tubveb, 

Was  mine,  there  my  friends  aU  agree, 
Ko  work  of  a  pot-boiling  learner. 
My  "  fSu^  on  the  Dee.'' 

A  place  on  the  line  I  expected, 

Associate  shortly  to  be ! 
Hang  me,  if  it  isn't  rijected. 
And  marked  with  a  D ! 

I  will  not  repeat  what  I  uttered 

When  this  was  reported  to  me ; 
The  mere  monosyllaDle  muttered 
Begins  with  a  D. 


ON  THE  (POST)  CAEDS. 

["Sir  Jambs  Fbrousson  doeB  not  hesitate  to 
deelsre  his  opinion  that  rudeness  or  indTility  on 
the  part  of  a  Poet-Offlce  senrant  is,  next  to  dii- 
honetty.  one  of  the  wont  offenoet  he  can  oom- 
mit.  This  notice  is  not  addreeaed  to  men  alone. 
Of  the  young  women  employed  by  the  department, 
there  are,  be  says,  some,  if  not  many,  whom  it  is  im- 
possible to  ao<|uit  of  inattention  and  levity  in  the  dis- 
charge of  their  official  duties.  It  is  Sir  Jambs  Fbb- 
ousson's  intention  to  ascertain,  at  short  intenrali, 
the  effect  of  this  notice  on  the  behaviour  of  Post- 
Offlce  officials  generally."  — Doi^  Faptr.] 

BcjOf^— Interior  of  a  Post  Of^ce,    Female 
Employees  engaged  in  congenial  pursuits. 

First  Emp.  (ending  story).  And  so  she 
never  got  the  bouquet,  after  all,  and  he  went 
to  Margate,  without  even  savins' good-bye. 

Second  Emp,  (her  lyiena).  WSl,  that  was 
hard  upon  her ! 

First  Member  of  the  Public  (entering 
briskly  and  putting  coppers  on  the  counter). 
Now  tiien,  three  penny  stamps,  please  I 

FWst  Emp,  (to  her  Friend).  Yes,  as  you 
say,  it  was  hard,  as  of  course  the  matter  of 
the  pic-nic  was  no  affair  of  hers. 

Second  Emp.  (sympatheticaUy).  Of  course 
notl    The^  are  all  alike,  mv  dear!— all  alike! 

First  Mem.  of  the  Pub,  (impatiently).  Now 
then,  three  penny  stamps  please ! 

First  Emp,  Well,  you  are  in  a  hurry! 
(To  her  Frtend,)  And  from  that  day  to  this 
she  has  never  heard  from  him. 

Second  Emp,  And  it  would  have  been  so 
easy  to  drop  her  a  postcard  from  Heme  Bay. 

First  Mem,  of  the  Pub,  Am  I  to  be  kept 
waiting  all  day?  Three  penny  postage- 
stamps,  please. 

First  Emp,  (leisurely).  What  do  you  want? 

First  Mem,  of  the  Pub,  (angrily).  Three 
penny  postage  -  stamps,  and  look  sharp 
about  it ! 

First  Emp,  (giving  stamp).  Threepence. 

First  Mem,  of  the  Pub,  \  fktrious),  A  three- 1 


QUITE   NATURAL. 

Mamma,  "  Efhjcl  dkar,  why  won't  tou  sat  Good-bye  to  this  Qentleman  ?    He  is 

VERT  KIND  !  " 

£thel  **  Because,  Mummy  dbae,  you  told  him  just  now  he  is  **the  Lion  of  the 
Season," — and  I  am  so  Frightened  I " 


penny  stomp !  I  want  three  penny  stamps. 
Three  stamps  costing  a  penny  each.    See  ? 

First  Emp,  (witn  cairn  uncoticem).  Then 
why  didn't  you  say  so  before?  (Supplies 
stamps  and  turns  to  Friend,)  Then  Mabu 
of  course  wanted togo  to Birchington. 

Second  Emp,  WTiy  Birchington?  Why 
did  she  want  to  go  to  Birchington  ? 

First  Emp,  Well— As  of  course  was  at 
Heme  Bay. 

Second  Emp,  Ah,  now  I  begin  to  understand 
her  artfulness. 

First  Emp,  Ah,  there  you  are  right,  my 
dear!  She  was  artful!  [Enter  Second 
Member  of  the  PubUc,  covered  up  in  cloaks 
and  only  showing  the  tip  of  his  nose. 

Second  Mem,  of  the  Pub,  (in  a  feeble  voice). 
Can  you  tell  me,  please,  when  the  Mul  starts 
for  India  ? 

FWst  Emp,  Well,  the  sea  air  t>  the  sea  air. 
And  that  reminds  me,  what  do  you  think  of 
this  tobacco-pouch  for 

Second  Emp,  (archly).  For  I  know  who  I 
Why,  you  have  got  his  initials  in  forget-me- 
nots! 

JFVrs^  Emp,  I  think  them  so  pretty,  and 
they  are  venr  easy  to  do. 

Second  Me^n,  of  the  Pub,  (in  a  rather  louder 
voice).  Can  you  tell  me,  please,  when  the  Mail 
starts  for  India  ? 

Second  Emp,  I  must  say,  dear,  you  have 


the  most  perfect  taste.  Well,  he  will  be  un- 
grateful if  he  isn't  charmed  with  them! 
Absolutely  charmed ! 

Second  Mem,  of  the  Pub,  (louder  still). 
Will  you  be  so  eood  as  to  say  when  the  Mail 
starts  for  India? 

First  Emp,  Oh,  you  are  in  a  hurry !  (To 
Friend.)  Yes,  I  took  a  lot  of  trouble  in  Bet- 
ting the  gold  beads.  There  is  only  one  place 
where  you  can  get  them.  They  don't  sell 
them  at  the  Stores. 

Second  Mem,  of  the  Pub,  (in  a  loud  tone 
of  voice).  Again  I  ask  you  when  the  Mail 
leaves  for  India  ? 

Second  Emp,  And  yet  you  can  get  almost 
anvthing  you  want  there.  Only  it 's  a  terrible 
nuisance  going  from  one  place  to  another. 

Second  Mem.  of  the  Pub.  (in  a  voice  of 
thimder).  Silence!  You  are  an  impudent  set! 
You  are  calculated  to  injure  the  class  to 
whom  you  belong  I    I  am  sishamed  of  you ! 

jFYrs^  Emp.  And  who  mav  you  be  ? 

Second  Mem,  of  the  Pub,  Whom  may  I 
be?  Iwilltellyoul  (Throws  off  his  disgmse,) 
I  am  the  Postmaster-Gfeneral  1 ! ! 
[Scene  doses  in  upon  a  tableau  suggestive  of 
astonishment,  contrition  and  excitement. 

Its  Latest  Application.  —  Chorus  for 
Royal  Academicians,  for  Monday  next: — 
**  Ta.R.A.-R.A.-Boom-to.day ! »' 
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TO  THE  NEW  "QUEEN  OF  THE  MAY." 

(A  Htmx  of  Honbst  Labour.) 

After  iJu  Proclamation  of  the  Anarehiet  Mani- 
^eeiou,  (  With  Apologies  to  the  Author  of 
the  magnificent  **ffymn  to  Proserpine," J 

[**  For  I  he  third  time  the  International  mobiliaea 
its  battalion!.  .  .  .  Already  the  mere  mention  of 
the  maj^ical  word  *  May-Day'  throws  the  6of/r- 
geoisie  into  a  state  of  nervous  trembling,  and  its 
cowardice  onlv  finds  refuge  in  cynici»m  and  fero- 
city. But  wnether  the  M'retch  ^the  bourgeoisie) 
likes  it  or  not,  the  end 
draws  nigh.  Capitalist 
robbery  is  gomg  to 
perish  in  mud  and 
shame.  .  .  .  The  con- 
scious proletariat  or- 
ganises itself,  and 
marches  towards  its 
emancipation.  You 
can  hare  it  all  your 
own  way  presently; 
proletarians  of  the 
whole  world,  serfs  of 
the  factory,  the  men 
of  the  workshop,  the 
ofBee,  and  the  shop, 
who  are  mercilessly 
exploited  and  pitilessly 
assassinated  •  .  .  For, 
lol  '93  reappears  on 
the  horizon  ...  *  Vive 
I'Intemationale  dee 
Trarailleurs!*"  — 
Maniftsto  of  the  Mag- 
Day  Labour  Demon' 
ttration  Executive 
Committee,] 

Hats  we  lived  long 

enough    to     have 

seen     one    thing, 

that  hate  hath  no 

end? 
Goddesstand  naiden. 

and   queen,    must 

we    hail    you   as 

Labour's      true 

friend  Y— 
Will  you  giye  us  a 

prosperousmorrow, 

and    oomfort    the 

millions  who  weep  ? 
Will    you    give 

them  joy  for  their 

sorrow,   sweet  la- 
bour, and  satisfied 

sleep? 

Bweet    is   the   fra- 
grance of  flowers, 

and   soft   are   the 

wings    of    the 

dove. 
And  no  goodlier  sift 

is  there  given  than 

the  dower  of  bro- 
therly love ; 
But  you,    0    May- 
Day  Medusa,  whose 

elance  makes   the 

Eeart  turn  oold, 
Art  a  bitter  €fod- 

dess  to    follow,  a 

terrible  Queen  to 

behold. 
We  are  siok  of  spouting— the  words  bum 

deep  and  chafe :  we  are  fain. 
To  rest  a  little  from  dap-trap,  and  probe  the 

wild  promise  of  gain. 
For  new  rods  we  know  not  of  are  aodaimed 

by  all  babbledom's  breath. 
And  they  promise  us  love-inspired  life— by 

the  red  road  of  hatred  and  death. 
The  gods,  dethroned  and  deceased,  oast  forth 

— so  the  chatterers  say- 
Are  banished  with  Flora  and  Pan,'and  behold 
our  new  Queen  of  the  May  I 


New   Queen,   fresh   crowned  in  the    city, 

flower-drest,  her  snake-sceptre  a  rod. 
Her  orb  a  decked  dynamite  Domb,  which 

shall  shatter  all  earth  at  her  nod ; 
But  for  us  their  newest  device  seems  barren, 

and  did  they  but  dare 
To  bare  the  new  Queen  of  the  May,  were  she 

angel  or  demon  tohen  bare  ? 

Time  and  old  gods  are  at  strife ;  we  dwell  in 

the  midst  thereof. 
And  they  are  but  foolish  who  curse,  and  they 

are  but  shallow  who  scofF. 


HISTORY    EXAMS. 

(Effects  on  Education  of  Modem  Advertising, ) 

'  Who  was  Born  in  Corsica?"  {Silence,)  "Try  and  think— and  Died  in  St.  Hblsna?' 
'  Oh,  of  coursk— I  know  1    Thk  Great  Sapolio  1 " 


Let  hate  die  out,  take  rest,  poor  workers,  be 
aU  at  peace : 

Let  the  angry  battle  abate,  and  the  barren 
bitterness  cease  I 

Ah,  pleasant  and  pastoral  picture  I  Thrice 
welcome  whoever  shall  bring 

The  sunshine  of  love  after  Winter,  the  blos- 
soms of  io^  with  the  Spring  I 

Wilt  thou  bring  it,  0  new  May  Queen  ? 
If  thou  canst,  come  and  rule  us,  and  take 

The  laurelf  the  palm,  and  the  peean;  all 
bondage  but  thine  we  would  break, 


And  welcome  the  branch  and  the  dove.  But 
we  look,  and  we  hold  our  breath, 

That  is  not  the  visage  of  Love,  and  beneath 
the  piled  blossoms  lurks— Aeath ! 

A  Society  all  of  Love  and  of  Brotherhood  I 

Beautiful  dream  I 
But  alas  for  this  Promise  of  May  I    Do  not 

Labour*s  Floralia  seem 
As  flower-feasts  fair  to  her  followers  ?    Look 

on  the  wreaths  at  her  feet. 
Flung  by  enthusiast  hands  from  the  mine, 
and  the  mill,  and  the  street. 

Piled  flower-offer- 
ings, thine,  Pro- 
letariat Queen  of 
the  May ! 

And  what  means  the 
new  Bona  Dea  ? 
and  what  would  her 
suppliants  say  ? 

Organised  strength, 
solidarity,  power 
to  band  and  to 
strike. 

Hope  that  is  native 
to  Spring, — and 
Hate,  in  all  seasons 
alike: 

Mutual  trust  of  the 
man^ — and  menace 
malign  for  the 
few. 

Citizen,  capitalist,— 
ah  I  the  hours  of 
uour  empire  seem 
few, 
I  An  empire  ill-gen- 
dered,  unjuBt| 
blindly  selflsh,  and 
heartlessly  strong 

For  the  crushing  of 
famishing  weak- 
ness, the  rearing  of 
wealth -founded 
wrong. 

Few,  if  these 
fhronpa  have  their 
will,  for  the  fierce 
proletariat  throbs 

For  revenge  on  the 
full-fed  Bour- 
ffeom£  which  ruth- 
lessly hafries  and 
robs, 

'Tia  fired  with 
alarms,  and  it  arms 
with  hot  haste  for 
the  imminent 
fray, 

Fur  it  quakes  at  the 
tramp  of  King  Mob. 
and  the  thought  of 
this  Queen  of  the 
Mav. 

The  bandit  of  Capi- 
tal f  alls^  and  shall 
perish  m  shame 
and  in  filth  I 

The  harvest  of 
Labour's     at 

hand  I ^Thehar- 

vest;  but  red  is  the 
tUth, 


And  the  reapers  are  wrathful  and  rash,  and 
the  swift- wielded  sickle  that  strives 

For  the  sheaves,  not  the  gleaners*  scant  ears, 
seems  agog  for  the  reaping  of —lives  I 

Assassins  of  Capital?  Aye!  And  their 
weakening  force  will  ye  meet 

With  assassins  of  Labour?  Shall  Brother- 
hood redden  the  field  and  the  street  ? 

Beware  of  the  bad  black  old  lesson  I  Behold, 
and  look  close,  and  beware  I 

There  are  fiowers  at  your  newly-built  shrine, 
is  the  evil  old  serpent  not  there  ? 
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The   sword-edge   and    anake-bite,    thoaffh 

hidden  in  bloeaoms,    are    hatred's   old 

arms. 
And  idiat  is  yoor  May  Queen  at  heart,  oh. 

tme  hearts,  that  sucomnb  to  her  ohanns  f 
Dropped  and  deiep  in  the  blossoms,  with  eyes 

that  flicker  tike  fire, 
The  asp  of  Murder  lies  md,  whioh  with  poison 

shall  feed  your  desire. 
More  than  these  thin^  will  she  give,  who 

looks  fairer  than  all  l^ese  things  ? 
Not  while  her  soei^tre  's  a  snake,  and  her  orb 

the  red  horror  that  rings 
Derilish,  fonL  roond  the  world;  while  the 

hiss  and  the  roar  are  the  Toioe 
Of  this  monstrous  new  Queen  of  the  May,  in 

whose  rule  you  would  bid  us  rejoice. 


MB.  FITHCH'S  UP-TO-DATE  FOETBY 
FOB  CHILDBEn. 

No.  a-"  LITTLE  JACK  HORNEB.»» 

Little  Jack  Hobiosr, 

He  sat  in  the  comer. 
And  oried  f or  his  **  Mummv  I "  and '*  Nuss  I " 

For.  while  eating  nis  oake, 

He  had  ^t  bj  mistake 
In  a  horrid  piratical  *6us. 


Now.  some  ten  minutes  back, 
Tou 'd  have  seen  little  Jack 

From  an  Aerated  Bread  Shop  emerge. 

And  proceed  down  the  Strand- 
Slice  of  cake  in  his  hand — 

In  a  erumb-coyered  suit  of  blue  serge. 

To  be  perfectly  frank. 

He  was  bound  for  the  Bank, 
For  it  chanced  to  be  dividend  day. 

And  he  jum^  on  the  'bus, 

After  reasoning  thus — 
In  his  logical  juyenile  way : — 

'*  Here 's  a  'bus  passing  by, 

And  I  cannot  see  why 
I  should  weary  my  infantile  feet ; 

I  'ye  a  copper  to  spare. 

And  the  authorised  fare 
Is  a  penny  to  Ltyerpod  Street." 

As  the  'bus  cantered  on. 

Little  oake-eating  Johk 
In  the  comer  contentedly  sat. 

And  with  that  one  and  this 

(Whether  Mister  or  Miss) 
Had  a  meteorological  chat. 

Game  a  bolt  from  the  blue 

When,  ooUeoting  his  due. 

The  conductor  remarked,  *'  Though  I  thank 


That  young  cake-eating  gent 
For  the  pNenny  he 's  sent. 
It 's  a  tuppennjf  ride  to  the  Bank ! " 

**  You  're  a  pirate ! "  sobbed  Jack, 

**  And  your  odours  are  black  I " 
But  he  heard—as  he  straggled  to  speak— 

The  conductor  obserye. 

With  remarkable  yerye. 
That  he  didn't  want  none  of  his  cheek  I 

With  a  want  of  regard. 

He  demanded  Jack's  card. 
And  young  HoBHXB  was  summoned  next  day. 

When  the  poor  little  lad 

Lost  the  battle,  and  had 
All  the  costs  in  addition  to  pay. 

Now  the  Moral  is  this : 

Little  Master  and  Miss, 
Whom  I  'm  writing  these  yerses  to  please ; 

If  your  tiny  feet  ache. 

Then  a  'bus  you  may  take. 
But  he  sure  it  'a  an  L.  O.  O.  C.'»  / 


A  CURSORY  OBSERVATION. 

Frok  the  Figaro  for  Dimanche,  April  17, 
we  make  this  extract: — 

**  Sports  Athl^tiqubs.  —  Le  match  Intema- 
tionil  da  foot  ball  entre  le  Stade  Fran^aii  et  le 
Boail^  Park  foot  ball  Club  de  Londres  sera  joa£ 
demain  tur  le  terrain  da  Curtiiig  Club  de  France  k 
LeralloU.  L*<quipe  anglaiae  eet  arriy^e  k  Paris 
hier  eoir.  Le  match  lera  pr^nd^  par  le  marquis 
de  Dufferin." 

"The  Cursing  Club!"  What  an  awful 
name  I  For  wluit  purpose  are  they  banded 
together  F  ^  Is  it  to  curse  one  another  by  their 
gods  ?  to  issue  forth  on  premieres  to  damn 
a  new  play?  What  fearful  language  would 
be  just  audible,  curses,  not  loud  but  deep, 
during  the  progress  of  the  Foot-ball  Match 
oyer  wldch  the  Marquis  of  Duffsbik  is  to 
preside  t  It  is  all  oyer  by  now ;  but  the  re- 
sult we  haye  not  seen.  We  hone  there  is  no 
Cursing  Club  in  England.  There  existed, 
once  upon  a  time,  in  London,  a  dub  with  an 
awful  Tartarian  name,  which  miffht  haye 
been  a  parent  society  to  a  Cursing  Club.    Let 


U*4|  The  Editor  cuts  short  the  article  at  this 
point,  being  of  opinion  that  **  Cursinr  "  is  only  a 
misprint  ^or  "  Coursing  ;,'*  or,  if  not,  he  certainly 
gires  Le  Figaro  the  benefit  of  the  doubt.  Note, 
also,  that  the  match  was  to  be  played  on  "  Cursing 
Club  Ground,'*  lent  for  the  occasion,  and  was  not 
to  be  played  by  Members  of  the  "  C.  C."] 

THE  LAY  OF  THE  LITERARY  AUTOLYCUS. 

(See  Correspandejue   in   the   Tinus   on 
''Lilerary  The/Is,") 

Enter  Atttoltctts,  singing. 
When  books  and  magazines  appear. 

With  heigh !  the  hopes  of  a  big  ssle  I— 
Why,  then  comes  in  the  cheat  o'  the  year. 

And  picks  their  plums,  talk,  song,  or  tale. 

The  white  sheets  oome,  each  page  my  *'  perk," 

With  heigh!    sweet  bards,  0  how  they 

singi— 

With  naste  and  scissors  I  set  to  work; 
Shall  a  stolen  song  cost  anything  ? 

The  Poet  tirra-lirra  chanty 

With  heigh  I  with  heigh  I  he  must  be  a  J. — 
His  Summer  songs  supply  my  wants ; 

They  cost  me  nought— but,  ah  I  they  pay, 

I  haye  seryed  Literature  in  my  time,  but 
now  Literature  is  in  my  seryioe. 

But  shall  I  pay  for  what  comes  dear. 
To  the  pale  scribes  who  write, — 

For  news,  and  jokes,  and  stories  queer  ? 
Walker !  my  friends,  not  quite  I 

Since  filchers  may  haye  leaye  to  liye, 
And  yend  their  "  borrowed  "  budget, 


For  all  my  ••  notions  "  nix  I  'U  giye, 
Then  sell  them  as  I  trudge  it. 

My  traffic  is  (news)  sheets.  My  father  named 
me  AiTTOLTcns,  who,  bein^  as  I  am,  littered 
under  Mercury,  was  likewise  a  snapper-up  of 
unconsidered  trifles.  With  pante  and  scissors 
I  procured  this  caparison ;  and  my  reyenue 
is  the  uninquiring  public:  gallows  and  gaol 
are  too  powerful  on  the  highway :  picking 
and  treadnulling  are  terrors  to  biurglars; 
but  in  my  line  of  theft  I  sleep  free  mm  the 
thought  of  them.    A  prize  I  a  prize  I  • .  • 

Joff  on,  jog  on,  the  foot-pad  way, 
In  the  modem  Sikes's  style-a : 

Punctilious  fools  prefer  to  pay  ; 
But  I  at  scruples  smile-a. 

. . .  Ha.  ha  I  what  a  fool  Honesty  is!  and 
Trust,    nis  sworn  brother,   a  yery  simple 

rntleman  ...  I  understand  the  business, 
do  it;  to  haye  an  open  ear.  a  quick  eye, 
and  a  nimble  hand  with  the  shears  is  neces- 
sary for  a  (literary)  cutpurse :  a  good  nose  is 
requisite  also,  to  smell  out  the  good  work  of 
other  people.  I  see  this  is  the  time  that 
the  ui^ust  man  doth  thriye. 


THE  WELLINOTON  MONUMENT. 

At  last  I    How  long  ago  the  time 

When  England's  paltry  meanness  killed 
Her  greatest  Sculptor  in  nis  prime^ 
And  hid  his  work,  now  called  sublime, 
In  narrow  space  so  nearly  fllledl 

When,  using  Art  beyond 
her  taste. 
Her  greatest  Captain's 
tomb  he  wrought. 

That  noblest  effort  was 
disgraced,— 

It  seemed  to  her  a  need- 

MJumnu,uwmifu,«T^  ICSS  WastC, 

J(  Mu^Hipl.        The   Budget  Surplus 
'^  was  her  thought. 

Now  may  she,  with  some  sense  of  shame. 

Amend,  the  errors  of  the  past. 
Show  honour  to  the  Great  Duke's  name, 
Repair  the  wrong  to  SxEPHKire'  fame. 

And  moye  the  Monument  at  last ! 


"KNOW  ALL  MEN  BY  THESE  PRESENTS." 

It  is  belieyed  that  the  Bossendale  Union  of 
Liberal  dubs,  haying  giyen  a  pair  of  slippers, 
a  rug,  and  two  pieces  of  cretonne  to  Mr. 
GiADSTONB,  will  also  make  the  following 
presents,  in  due  course : — 

Sir  W.  Z-ir»-n.— Twelye  dozen  Tea-cosies, 
and  ten  yards  of  blue  Ribbon. 

Mr,  Z-b-ch-re, — A  Jester's  cap. 

Sir  W.  V,  H-rc-rU — A  Spencer,  without 
arms,  bnt  emblaioaed  with  those  of  the 
Pluiitaj^enets* 

Mr.  M-cl-re.—A  Hood. 

Mr,  McX-fL—A.  knitted  Respirator,  to  be 
worn  iti  the  House. 

Lord  R,  t'A-rcA-i?.— Twelve  dozen  table- 
cloth a,  twenty 'four  dozen  0iiiiieT*TLapkiiis, 
and  thirty-  six  d  ozen  Pudding  -  cloths* 

Sir  E.  Cl'rke,—k  scarlet  Jersey,  inscribed 
•'Salvation  Army*" 

Mr,  R*  Sp-no^r. — A  Smock  Frock. 

Mr,  B-lf-r,— Some  Collars  of  Irish  linen, 
and  one  ox  hemp,  the  latter  to  be  supplied  by 
the  Irishpatriots in  America. 

Mr,  M,  St-nh-pe.^jL  Necktie  of  green 
poplin,  embroidered  with  shamrocks* 

Mr.  M.  JJ./y.— An  Ulster. 

Col,  S-nd-rs-n, — A  Cork  jacket. 

Mr,  W,  (yBr-n,-'A  pair  of  :fr^^sjm 
fancy  cretonne.  ^         ^ 

Str  O.  O.  Tr-V'ly-n.—k  Coat  (reyerrible). 

Mr,  C,  C-nyh-r&^iL  Waistcoat  (strait). 
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"  UNDERSTOOD." 

"I  8AT,  Dubois,  tov  do  know-how  to  lay  it  on  thick,  Old 
Mam  1    I  LiKX  TOUB  ohxkk  tbluno  Mi88  Bbowk  she  bpokb  Fbench 

without  THX  LKA8T  ACCENT  1 " 

"  Vy,  CBBTUNKMXNT,  HON  Alfl— YIZOUT  ZB  LEAST  FRENCH  AOOENT I  *' 


''THE  (SOLDIERS')  LIFE  WE  LIVE/' 

(Imaginary  Evidence  that  should  he  added  to  the  Heport  of  Lord 
Wantage* $  Committee,) 

Chairman.  I  think  your  name  is  Richabd  Redmond  ? 

Witness,  I  heg  pardon,  my  Lcnrd  and  Gentlemen— Dick  Redxond 
~ simple,  flrashing,  explosive  Dick. 

Chair.  Have  you  been  known  by  any  other  name  f 

Wit.  Off  duty,  my  Lord,  I  have  been  called  Chables  Wakneb. 
Nay,  why  should  I  not  confess  it  ?— Chabue  Wabneb.  Yes,  my 
Lord,  Chabue  Wabneb  I 

Chair.  You  wish  to  describe  how  vou  were  enlisted  F 

Wit.  Yes,  my  Lord.  It  was  in  this  way.  I  had  returned  from 
some  races  in  a  doff-cart  with  a  villain.  We  stopped  at  a  wayside 
public-house  kept  by  a  comic  Irishman. 

Chair.  Are  these  details  necessary  P 

Wit.  Hear  me,  my  Lord :  hear  me  I  I  confess  it,  I  took  too  much 
to  drink.  Yes,  my  Lord,  I  was  drunk  I  And  then  a  Sergeant  in 
the  Dragoon  Guards  gave  me  a  shilling,  and  placed  some  ribands 
in  my  pot-hat,  and— well— I  was  a  soldier !  Yes,  a  soldier  I  And  as 
a  soldier  was  refused  permission  to  visit  my  dying  mother  I 

Chair.  Were  there  no  other  legal  formalities  in  connection  with 
your  enlistment?  For  instance— Were  you  not  taken  before  an 
attesting  Magistrate  ? 

^  Wit.  1^0,  my  Lord,  no  I  I  was  carried  off  protesting,  while  mv 
villanous  friend  disappeared  with  my  sweetheart  I  It  was  cruel, 
my  Lord  and  Gentlemen !    It  was  very  cruel  I 

Chair.  Did  you  desert  ? 


Wit.  I  did,  my  Lord— after  I  had  obtained  a  uniform  fitting 
clesely  to  the  figure ;  but  it  was  only  that  I  might  obtain  the 
blessing  of  my  mother  1  And  when  I  returned  home  theaddiers 
followed  me— and  might  have  killed  me  ! 

Chair,  How  was  that? 

Wit.  When  I  had  taken  refuge  in  a  haystack,  they  prodded  the 
haystack  with  their  swords !    And  this  is  life  in  the  Anny  I 

Chair.  Were  you  arrested  on  discovery  ? 

Wit.  No ;  they  spared  me  that  indignity  I  Thev  saw,  my  Lord, 
that  my  mother  was  dying,  and  respectfully  fell  back  while  I 
assisted  the  old  Lady  to  pass  away  peacefully.  But  then,  after  all, 
thev  were  men.  In  spite  of  their  red  patrol  jackets,  brass  helmets, 
and  no  spurs,  they  were  men,  my  Lord,— men  I  And,  as  soldiers, 
after  I  had  broken  from  prison,  and  was  accused  of  murder,  they 
again  released  me,  because  some  one  promised  to  buy  my  discharge  I 

Chair.  And  where  are  you  quartered  ? 

Wit.  At  the  Koyal  Princesses  Theatre,  Oxford  Street,  where  I 
have  these  strange  experiences  of  discipline,  and  where  I  am  enlisted 
in  the  unconventional,  not  to  sav  illegal,  way  I  have  described, 
nightljr ;  nay.  sometimes  twice  daily ! 

Chair.  And  why  have  you  proffered  your  evidence  ? 

Wit.  Because  1  think  the  Public  ought  to  know,  my  Lord,  the 
great  services  afforded  by  the  most  recent  Melodrama  to  the  popu- 
larlty  of  the  Army,  and— yes,  the  cause  of  recruiting ! 

[The  Witness  then  withdrew. 


HOW  THEY  BRING  THE  GOOD  NEWS  I 


All  the  papers  teeming 
With  the  news  of  Deeming 

On  the  shore  or  ship ; 
Telling  of  his  tearing 
Hair  &at  he  was  wearing 

From  his  upper  lip. 

gr-ss-D,  rush !    Pursue  it ! 
uv  it,  bring  it,  glue  it 
On  your  modcd !    Quick ! ) 
Telling  how  he 's  looking, 
How  he  likes  the  oooldng.— 
Bah,  it  makes  one  sick! 

Tellinff  of  his  bearing. 
How  the  crowds  are  staring, 

What  mav  be  his  fate, 
Just  idiat  elothes  he  wore  the 
Days  he  came  before  the 

Local  Magistrate. 


I  And,  verbatim  printed 

i  All  he 's  said  or  hinted 

As  to  any  deeds : 

Such  a  chance  as  this  is 

Not  a  paper  misses  I 

Everybody  reads  I 

Would  they  give  such  latest 
News  of  best  and  greatest 

Folks?    What's  that  you  say? 
Who  would  read  of  virtue. 
Or  such  news  insert  ?    You 

Enow  it  would  not  pay. 

So,  demand  creating 

Such  supply,  they  're  stating 

All  that  thev  can  tell; 
Spite  of  School-Board  teaching. 
Culture^  science,  preaching. 

This  IS  sure  to  seU. 


—  -* 


.  ^_ 
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THE   YOUNG    GIRUS   COMPANION. 

(By  Mrs.  Payley,) 

II.— DlNINO-OUT, 

I CAX  quite  understand  that  a  young  ^1  may  not  oare  much  for 
the  mere  material  dinner.  The  palate  is  a  pleasure  of  maturity. 
The  woman  of  fifty  probably  inoludes  a  menu  or  two  among  her  most 
sacred  memories ;  but  the  young  girl  is  capable  of  dining  on  part  of 
a  cutlet,  any  pinj:  sweetmeat,  and  some  tea.  ^  But  I  must  confess 
that  I  was  surprised  at  another  objection  to  dining-out  that  a  young 
girl,  only  at  the  end  of  her  second  season,  once  made  to  me.  She 
said  that  she  positively  could  not  stand  any  longer  the  conversation 
of  tiie  average  young  man  of  Society.  I  asked  her  why,  and  she  then 
asserted  that  this  sort  of  young  man  confined  himself  to  flat  badinage 
and  personal  brag,  which  he  was  mistaken  in  believing  to  be  veiled. 

What  she  said  was,  of  course, 
perfectly  true.     Civilisation 
18  responsible   for  the   flat 
badinage,     for     civilisation 
requires    that    conversation 
shall  be  light  and  amusing, 
but  can  provide  no  remedy 
for  slow  wits :  on  the  other 
hand,  the  personal  brag  is  a  relio 
of  the  original  man.    The  badinage 
15  the  young  man's  defect  in  art; 
the  bnur  is  his  defect  in  nature. 
But  I  fail  to  see  any  objection  to 
saoh  conversation ;  on  the  contrary, 
it  is  charming  because  it  ii  so  ave- 
rage;  you  know  beforehand  just 
what  joM  will  hear  and  just  what 
you  will  say,  and  everything  is 
coimequently  made  easy.    The  man 
pTita  on  that  kind  of  talk  just  as  he 
puts  on  his  dress-coat:  both  are 
part  of  the  evening  uniform.    The 
motto  of  the  perfect  young  man  of 
Sodety  is  **  I  resemble.''    I  pointed 
all  this  out  to  the  young  girl  in 
qnention,  and  she  retorted  that  it 
waa  a  pity  that  silence  was  a  lost 
art.     However,  she   continued  to 
dine-out  and  to  take  her  part  in  the 
only  possible  conversation,  and  after 
all  Societv  rather  encouraffes  theo- 
retical rebellion,  provideoL  that  it 
\h  accompanied  by  practical  sub- 
mission. 

From  the  point  of  view  of  senti- 
ment, a  dinner  has  less  potentialities 
than  a  dance ;  but  the  dinner  may 
be^in  what  the  dance  will  end; 
yen  set  light  to  the  fuse  in  the 
a  i  [Ling-room,  and  the  explosion  takes 
place  six  weeks  afterwurdsin  some- 
one-else's   conservatory.     Kof* ' 


much  can  be  done  on  the  staircase ;  but,  if  you  can  decently  pretena 
that  you  have  heard  of  the  young  man  who  is  taking  jovl  in,  ne  will 
probably  like  it.  If,  after  a  few  minutes,  you  decide  that  it  is 
worth  while  to  interest  the  young  man,  discourage  his  flat  badinage, 
and  encourage  his  personal  brar .  The  onlv  thing  in  which  it  is 
quite  certain  that  every  man  will  be  interestecl  is,  the  interest  some- 
one else  takes  in  him.  Later  on,  he  will  probably  be  induced  to 
illustrate  the  topic  of  conversation  by  telling  you  (if  it  would  not 
bore  you)  of  a  htUe  incident  which  happenedto  himself.  The  inci- 
dent will  be  prettily  coloured  for  dinner-table  use,  and  he  wUl  make 
the  story  prove  a  merit  in  himself,  which  he  will  take  care  to  dis- 
claim vainly.  When  he  has  finished,  look  very  meditatively  at  your 
plate,  as  if  you  saw  visions  in  it^  and  then  turn  on  him  suddenly 
with  wide  eyes— with  the  right  kind  of  eyelashes,  this  is  effective. 

'*  I  suppose  you  don't  know  it,  Mr.  Blank,"  vou  tell  him,  **  but 
really  I  can't  help  saying  it.  You  behaved  splenoidl^— splendidly ! " 

Droop  the  eyelashes  quickly,  and  become  meditative  again.  He 
will  deprecate  your  compliment  a  little  incoherentlv. 

*  •  Not  at  all,  not  at  all— -Miss— er— Asteeisk— I  really— assure  y  ou— 
nothing  more  than  anv—er— other  man  would  have  done.  Some  other 
people  at  the  time  tola  me  "— (/ati^A«  nervowljA — •*  very  much— er— 
what  you  have  just  said,  but— er— personally,  I— really — could  never 
see  it,  or  of  course  I  wouldn't  have  mentioned  it  to  you." 

Your  rejoinder  wiU  depend  a  good  deal  on  how  far  you  mean  to 

50,  and  how  much  of  that  land  of  thing  you  think  you  can  stand, 
f  you  like,  you  can  drop  your  handkerchief  or  your  glove  when  you 
rise;  it  will  please  him  to  mok  it  up  for  you,  and  he  will  feel,  for  a 
moment,  as  if  he  had  saved  your  life. 


If  you  do  not  want  to  please  the  man,  but  only  to  show  your  own 
superiority,  it  in  ay  jwrhaps  be  as  weU  t<)  remember  that  women  ai» 
better  than  mt^n,  as  a  rule,  in  Hat  badinage.  Men  talk  bett  when 
they  are  by  themselTeB,  but  they  are  liable  to  be  painfully  natural 
at  such  times.  I  had  some  little  difficulty  in  finding  thit  out,  but  I 
thought  it  my  duty  to  know,  and— well,  I  titt  know. 

The  correfipou deuce  that  I  have  received  has  not  been  altogether 
pleiiHfint.  1  have  had  one  letter  from  EtiteI-  (aged  thirteen)  eayiiu? 
til  Lit  she  thinks  mo  a  mean  fineak  for  prying  into  other  people's 
l>iLirit  s,  I  can  onlv  rpply  that  I  was  actiufr  f<>r  the  public  good. 
I  have  had  a  sweet  letter,  however,  from  "  Azjllka."  She  ha*  been 
absolutely  compelled,  by  force  of  circumstances,  to  allow  the  di^tinot 
attentiona  of  three  different  men.  6he  does  not  give  the  names  d 
the  men,  only  deBcriptions,  hut  I  should  advise  her  to  keep  the 
dark  one.  She  can  see  the  will  at  Somerset  House.  '*  Jafx'*  writ^ 
to  aak  what  is  the  b^st  eure  for  freokles*  I  do  not  anawer  qujestioaa 
of  that  kind,     1  have  replied  to  my  other  oorreapondenti  privately ► 

REPULSING  THE  AMAZONS, 

(5«  Cartoon,  '^*  Arming  ike  Airuiz&na,''  2)et^  5,  IS 91.) 
Arstikg  the  Amazons  ap-ainst  the  Greeks  ? 
That  PariM  Salisuurt  tried  some  fe-w  abort  weeki 
Before  the  preaent  fray*     Fawcetta  fair 
Had  prayed  :  the  question  then  seemeii  **  in  the  air/' 
And  PRfAX  proffered  then  the  Franchise- spear, 
(A  shadowy  one,  that  gave  no  grounds  for  fear,) 

To  poor  P£}ITHEB£L£A. 


Now,  ah,  now 
RoLLiTTus  moves,  there 's  going  to  he  a  row. 
And  lo !  tho  mingled  ranks  of  &n*eee  and  Troy 
Close  'gaiuat  the  Amazons.    Her  stet'd,  a  toy, 
A  hohbj^'horse,  that  any  maid  may  mount, 
la  not— just  now — of  any  |^eat  account. 
Hor  phantom  spear  will  pierce  no  stout  male  mail ; 
But  should  UoLUTTUS  «t/£— (eonfound  him!)— fail, 
A  fumole  host,  well  armed,  and  not  on  hobbies, 
Mifijht  prove  aa  dangerous  as  a  hatch  of  Bobbles, 
The  fair  Fawcetta  then  must  be  thrown  over; 
pKKTansrLEA  ticda  no  hero-lover 
In  either  host,    Feia^,  abroad,  is  dumb. 
Ah,  maideU'hosta,  man's  love  for  you 'a  a  hum. 
Eiich  fears  yoa^ju  the  foe  roan*  a  cohorts  throwiit 
But  ptithtn  Btife  dcxij'e^  j/qu  in  ii^  ot^ti  J 
The  false  GLADrjXOjfrrs  lirst,  he  whom  you  nourish, 
A  snake  in^your  spare  boBoms,  dares  to  EouriUi 
Pre  ah  arms  a^ain^t  you ;  potent,  though  polite, 
He  fain  would  bow  you  out  of  the  big  tight. 
Civilly  shelve  you.     **  Don't  kick  up  a  row. 
And — spoil  my  game  I    Ant>ther  day,  not  now, 
ThiTt^^s  a  (kar  crtature  !  ^'    CiUMBERLArxirB,  loo. 
Hard  as  a  naU,  and  nquirmy  as  a  acrew. 
Sides  with  the  elder  hero,  just  for  once ; 
Ceapluhtts  also,  active  for  the  nonee^ 
On  the  Greek  side,  makes  up  the  Traitroua  TUfeiti 
One  from  each  faction !    An !  'tis  sad  to  see 
FKXTHT.SILEA,  iierce  male  foes  unito     „-^  ^ 

In  ke«*ping  female  warriors  from  the  rfsrht  j^  ^^  ^^Ic^ 
Yii  think,  look  round,  flnii— ymi  meitj  +bd  ihy  'ro  rf^tl 


fj^  Van0S.^Bi(Jeetad  CommuniDatioiiB  or  Ctontrl^otioiii,  whether  M0.,  Priattd  Matter,  Ihrawingf,  «r  Pietvea  of  may  deiorlptiMi,  wiU 
i&  ao  OMo  bo  rotoniod,  not  troa  whfn  Moompoaiod  by  t  lUinpod  aaA  Addroiiod  XaTdiopo,  Oofir,  or  Wnppor.  fo  tUt  z«U 
thoro  win  bo  ao  ozooptioa, 
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Our  'Arry  Laureate. 


'ARRY   ON   WHEELS. 

DxAX  Chablie,— Spring  "s  on  us  at  last,  and  a  proper 

old  April  we  'to  'ad,         ^.  .     . 
Thoagh  the  cold  map  as  copped  osatEaatermade  'oliday 

makers  feel  maa . 
Bum  core  that  old  Clerk  o'  the  Weather;  aecmi  lonie^ 

how  to  take  a  delight 
In  maoking  Bank  'Oliday  biz ;  seems  as  though  it  was  oat 
of  sheer  spite. 

When  we're 
fast  with  our 
nose  to  the 
grindstone,  in 
orfioe  or  fao- 
t'ry,  or  shop, 
jli^sunDastiges 
forth  a  rare 
bat,  till  a  fel- 
ler feels  fair 
on  the  *op ; 
But  when  Easter 
or  Whitsun- 
tide 's  'andy, 
andou&gsall 
round  is  in 
train. 
It  is  forty  to  one  on  a  blizzard,  or  regulsr  buster  of  iraiiL 

It's  a  orkud  old  universe,  Coabijs,  most  things  gQ  as 

crooked  as  Z. 
Feeloeophers  may  think  it  out,  'A&BX  ain't  got  tbs  'cart, 

or  the  *ead ; 
But  I  'old  the  perverse,  and  perqiiskus  is  Nature's  fust 

laws,  and  no  kid. 
If  it  isn't  a  quid  and  bad  'ealth,  it  is  always  good  'ealth 

and  no  quid ! 

'Owsomever  it 's  no  use  a  fretting.  I  got  one  good  outing 
—on  wheels; 

For  I  've  took  to  the  bicycle,  yus,— and  qkd.  show  a  good 
many  my  'eels. 

You  should  see  me  lam  into  it,  Chasub,  along  a  smooth 
bit  of  straight  road. 

And  if  anyone  gets  better  barney  mod  sprce  0at  of  wheel- 
ing, I 'm  blowed. 

Larks  fust  and  larks  larst  is  my  inotter.    Old  Richabd- 

80K*8  rumbo  is  rot. 
Preachy-preachy  on  'ealth  and  fresh  hair  may  t>e  nuts  to 

a  samt'ry  pot ;  [scenery,  and  that, 

But  it  isn't  mere  hezercise,  Chabux,  nor  yet  podty 
As '11  put  'Abbt's  legs  on  the  pelt.    No,  yours  truly  u 

not  sech  a  flat. 

Picktereskness  be  jolly  well  jiggered,  and  as  for  good 

'ealth,  I  've  no  doubt 
That  the  treadmill  is  joUy  salubrions,  wioh  that  is  mere 

turning  about. 
Upon  planks  'stead  o'  pedals,  my  pippin.  .  No,  i^eeling 

OM  wheeling 's  'ard  work. 
And  that,  without  larks,  is  a  speeches  of  game  as  I  always 

did  shirk. 

/.ain't  one  o'  them  skinny  shanked  saps,  with  a  chest 
'oUered  out,  and  a  'unu>, 
'    foi 


Wot  do  records  on  roads  for  the  'onour,  and  faint  or  go 

slap  oS,  their  chumj).  fbig  silver  mug. 

You  don't  ketch  me  strfanin|f  my  'eart  till  it  cracks  for  a 

No ;  'Abbt  takes  heverythink  neasy,  and  likes  to  feel 

cosy  and  snug. 

Wy,  I  knowed  a  long  lathy-limbed  josser  as  felt  up  to 

And  busted  hiudi  to  beat  records,  and  took  all  the 

Wheel- World  by  stonn. 
Went  off  like  candJe-snuff,  Chablix,  while  stoopin'  to 

lace  up  'is  boot. 
Let  them  go  for  that  game  as  are  mind  to,  here's  one  as 

it  certn'y  won't  soot. 

But  there's  fun  in  it,  Chabub,  worked  proper,  you'd 

'ardly  emagine  'ow  much. 
If  you  ain't  done  a  rush  six  arbreast,  and  skjrfoozled 

some  dawdling  old  Dutch. 
Women  don't  like  us  Wheekrs  a  mossel,  espeoh^lly  the 

doddering  dd  sort 
As  go  skeenr  at  row  and  rumtowde ;  but,  senuuili  it! 

that  makes  arf  the  spent! 


'Twas  a  bit  of  a  bother  to  learn,  and  I  wobbled  tremenjus  at  fust, 
Ah!  it  give  me  what-for  in  my  jints,  and  no  end  of  a  thundering  thust ; 
I  felt  jest  like  a  snake  with  skvattica  doubling  about  on  the  loose. 
As  'dpless  as  'ot  calf  s-foot  jeuy,  old  man,  ana  about  as  much  use. 

Now  I  don*t  like  to  look  like  a  juggins,  it 's  wot  I  oam't  stand,  s*elp  my  bob ; 
But  you  know  I  ain't  heasy  choked  on,  dear  old  pal,  when  1  'm  fair  on  the  job. 
So  I  spotted  a  quiet  back  naybrood,  triangle  of  grass  and  tall  trees. 
Good  roads,  ana  no  bobbies,  or  carts.    Oh,  I  teU  yer  'twas  **  go  as  yer  please." 

They  call  it  a  ^*  Park,"  and  it 's  pooty,  and  quiet  as  Solsberry  Plain. 
Or  a  hold  City  church  on  a  Sunday,  old  man,  when  it 's  welting  with  rain ; 
Old  maids,  retired  gents,  sickly  jossers,  and  studyus  old  stodges  live  there. 
And  they  didn't  like  me  and  my  squeaker  a  mossel ;  but  wot  did  I  care. 

When  they  wentured  a  mild  remonstration,  I;chucked  'em  a  smart  bit  o'  lip, 
With  a  big  D  or  two—for  the  ladies— and  wcen't  they  soon  on  the  skip ! 
'Twos  my  own  'appy  'unting  ground,  C&abixe,  untiL  I  could  fair  feel  my  feet ; 
If  you  want  to  try  wheels,  take  the  Park ;  I  am  sure  it  'U  do  you  a  treat. 

I  did  funk  the  danger,  at  fust ;  but  these  Safeties  don't  run  yer  much  risk. 
And  arter  six  weeks  in  the  Park,  I  could  treadle  along  pooty  brisk ; 
And  then  came  the  barney,  my  bloater !    I  jined  'arf  a  dozen  nrime  pals. 
And  I  tell  you  we  now  are  the  dread  of  our  parts,  and  espessh'Uy  the  gals. 

No  Club,  mate,  fbr  me ;  that  means  money,  and  rules,  sportsman  form,  and  sech 

muck. 
I  likes  to  pick  out  my  own  pals,  go  permiskus,  4|ui  trust  to  pot-luck. 
A  rush  twelve-a-breast  i$  a  gammook,  twelve  B(|tieakers  a  going  like  one ; 
But  "rules  o'  the  road"  dump  you  down,  chill  y^  sperrits,  and  spile  all  the  fun. 

The  ••  Charge  o'  the  Light  Brigade,"  Ceabue  P    Well,  mugs  will  keep  spouting 

it  still; 
But  wot  ts^t  to  me  and  mv  mates,  treadles  loose,  and  a-chargin'  down  'ill  ? 
Dash,  dust-cbuds,  wheel-whizz,   whistles,    squeakers,   our  'owls,   women's 

shrieks,  and  men's  swears ! 
Oh,  I  tell  yer  it 's  'Ades  let  loose,  or  all  Babel  a  busting  down-stairs. 

Quiet  slipping  alongin  a  line,  like  a  blooming  girPs  school  on  the  trot, 
liay  suit  uie  swell  Club-men,  my  boy,  but  it  isn't  my  form  by  a  lot. 
Don't  I  jest  disoumfuddle  the  donas,  and  bosh  the  old  buffers  as  prowl 
Along  green  country  roads  at  their  ease,  till  they  're  scared  by  my  squeak,  or 
my 'owl? 

My  "alarm"  tf  a  caution  I  tell  yer ;  it  sounds  like  some  shrill  old  macaw. 
Wot 's  bin  blowed  up  with  dynamite  sudden ;  it  gives  yer  a  twist  in  the  jaw. 
And  a  nain  in  the  'ed  when  you  'ear  it.    I  laugh  till  I  shake  in  my  socks 
When  I  turn  it  on  sharp  on  old  gurls  and  they  jump  like  a  Jack-in-the-box. 

I  give  'em  Ta-ra-ra,  I  tell  ver,  and  Boom-de-rav  likewise,  dear  bov. 
'EVn  bless  'im  as  started  that  song,  with  that  chorus, — a  boon  and  a  joy ! 
Wy,  the  way  as  the  worry  words  worrit  respectables  jest  makes  me  bust ; 
Wnen  you  chuck  it  'em  as  you  dash  by,  it  nles  wus  tiian  the  row  and  the  dust ! 

We  lap  up  a  rare  lot  of  lotion,  old  man,  in  our  spins  out  of  town ; 
Pace,  dust  and  chrike  make  yer  chalky,  aad  dont  we  just  ladle  it  down  P 
And  when  I  'm  full  up,  and  astride,  wiui  my  shoulder  well  over  the  wheel, 
And  my  Imiekerbooks  pelting  like  jnstons,  I  telliyer  I  make  the  thing  squeal. 

Uy  form  is  chin  dose  on  the  'andle,  my  'at  set  well  back  on  my  'ed, 
And  my  mne  fairly  ^umped  to  it,  Chabltk,  and  then  cam't  I  paint  the  town  red? 
They  calOne  '*The  Caittel  "  for  that,  and  my  stomaoh-capas'ty  for  '*  wet." 
Well,  my  motter  is  hease  afore  heleganoe.    As  for  the  liquor,— you  bet  I 

There 's  a  lot  of  old  miwies  been  writing  long  squeals  to  the  Times  about  hus. 
The^  call  us  '*  road-tyrants  "  and  rowdies ;  but,  lor !  it 's  all  fidgets  and  fuss. 
I  'd  jest  like  to  scrumplicate  some  on  'em ;  ain't  got  no  heye  for  a  lark, 
/know  'em ;  they  squawk  if  we  scrummage,  and  squirm  if  we  makes  a  remark. 

If  I  spots  pooty  gurls  when  out  esrcling,  I  tips  'em  the  haffable  nod ; 
Wy  not  ?    If  a  gent  cam't  be  civil  without  being  scowled  at.  it 's  hodd. 
Ah !  and  some  on  'em  tumble,  I  tell  yer,  although  they  may  look  a  mite  shy ; 
It  is  only  the  stuokuppy  sort  as  consider  it  rude  or  fie-fie. 

We  wos  snaking  alouff  t'other  day,  reglar  clump  of  hus— Buooins  and  me, 
Muiroo  'I001H8,  and  Billt  Bolaui,  Sammt  Snips,  and  Toff  Jones,  and  Mick 

Shee; 
All  the  right  rorty  sort,  and  no  flies ;  when  along  comes  a  gurl  on  a  'orse. 
Well,  we  spread  bout,  and  started  our  squeakers,  and  gave  'er  a  rouser,  in  course. 

'Orse  shied,  and  backed  into  a  'edge,  and  it  looked  so  remarkable  rum, 
That  we  coiddnH  'elp  doing  a  laif,  though  the  gurl  wos  pertikler  vum-yum; 
We  wos  ready  to  'elp,  'owsomever.  when  hup  comes  a  swell,  and  ne  swore. 
And— would  you  beueve  it,  old  pal  P— went  for  Bugoins,  and  give 'im  wot  for ! ! ! 

Nasty  sperrit,  old  man ;  nothink  sportimanlike,  surely,  about  sech  a  hact ! 
Them 's  the  sort  a«{oomplains  of  hus  Cydists,  mere  crackpots  as  ain't  got  no  tact. 
We  all  did  a  guy  like  greased  lightning ;  you  eon  when  you  're  once  on  your 

.     wheel- 
Stout  bobbies  cafn't  run  down  a  **  Safetyi"  and  gurls  can  do  nothink  but  squeal. 

That 's  where  WheeUn'  gives  yer  the  pull  I  Still  it 's  beastiy  to  think  a  flne  sport 
And  a  smart  lot  of  hatMeets  like  hus  must  be  kiboshed  by  mugs  of  that  sort. 
All  boko !  dear  boy,  those  Timee  letters!    I  mean  the  new  barney  to  carry. 
As  lohg  as  the  6k^  and  the  Beaks  keep  their  meddlesome  mawleiys  orf 
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THE    FORCE   OF    EXAMPLE. 

Lady  Clara  Hobinmm  (rUe  Fere  de  Vere),    "ThakxbI     How  is  it  Omxibub 

MXH  ABS  80  MUCH  ClYILLKB  THAN  I  'M  TOLD  THXT  TT8XD  TO  BB  ?  " 

Conductor,    *'You  sbb,   Lady,  thxbb 'b  bo   many   Dbcatxd   A&istoobact 

TEAYELB  BY  US  NOWADAYS,   THAT  WX  PICKS  UP  THXIB  MaNNXBB  1  " 


SONNET  ON  THE  SOUTH-EASTEEN. 

IJfler  a  CelebnUed  Model) 

CoMPOBBD  AT  LONDON  Bbidob  Tbrminus,  Apbil  18|  1892. 

["One  c«n  do  nothing  with  Railways.  Ton  cannot  write 
■onneU  on  the  South-Baitem."— ifr.  Btmy  Fain,  ^In  tMe 
Smoking'Moomy'\ 

Earth  has  not  anjthing  to  show  less  fair : 

Patient  were  he  of  soul  who  oould  pass  by 

A  twenty  minates'  wait  amidst  the  err 

Of  ohurlish  downs  who  worn  cord  jackets  wear, 

Without  one  single,  solitary  swear. 

The  low,  unmeaning  grunt,  the  needless  lie, 

The  prompt  '*  next  platform''  (which  is  all  my  eye), 

The  choky  waiting-room,  the  smoky  air ; 

Refreshment-bars  where  nothing  nice  they  keep. 

Whose  sandwich  chokes,  whose  wniskey  makes  one  ill ; 

The  seatless  platforms !    Ne'er  was  gloom  so  de^ ! 

The  truck  toe-crusheth  at  its  own  sweet  will. 

Great  Scott  I  are  pluck  and  common- sense  asleep. 

That  the  long  humbugged  Public  stands  it  still? 


RsDDiB-TURUS  Salutat.— A  good  combination  of 
names  is  to  be  found  in  an  announcement  of  a  forth- 
coming Concert  at  Prince's  HalL  Piccadilly,  on  the 
CTening  of  May  11,  to  be  ^yen  by  Mr.  Chables  Rbddib 
and  Mr.  A.  Tatlob.  Briefly,  it  might  be  announced  as 
"A.  Tatlob's  RBDDiB-made  Ckmcert"  If  Reddie- 
money  only  taken  at  |door,  will  A.  Tatlob  giye  credit  P 
Solvmir  ambuhndo—ituLt  is.  Walk  in,  ana  you  'U  find 
out.  It  is  to  be  play-time  for  Master  Jxak  Oebabdt, 
*' Master  G.,"  who  is  going  to  perform  on  an  Erard 
piano,  when,  as  his  REDDiB-wittBd  comjpanion  jday- 
TuUy  obseryes,  "The  youthful  pianist  wul  out-Erard 
Ebabd."  

''  Call  you  this  Backing  your  Friends  P" 
(By  a  Confused  Conservative,) 

To  staye  off  Change,  and  check  the  loud  Rad  Rough  rage, 
Conseryatism  is  as  shield  and  fetter  meant ; 

And  now  braye  Balfoub  yotes  for  Female  Sufb^ge ; 
And  Ritchie  tells  us  he  approyes  of  *'  Betterment "  I 

0  yaliant  WssTimrsTEB.  0  warlike  Wemysb, 

Is  this  to  be  the  end  of  all  our  dreams  ? 


LA  JUSTICE  POUR  RIRE ;  OR,  WHAT  IT  HAS  HEARLY  COME  TO. 

Scene— Jfi^mor  of  a  Foreign  Law  Court,  Numeroue  qffieiale  in 
attendance  performing  their  varioue  dutiee  in  an  apprehensive 
aort  of  way.    Audience  email  but  determined. 

Judge  {nervouely),  'Sim  are  we  really  protected  from  disturbance  P 

General  in  Command  of  Troope,  I  think  so.  The  Court  House  is 
surrounded  by  an  Army  t^on^f  and  the  Engineers  find  that  the  place 
has  not  been  undermined  to  at  least  a  distance  of  a  thousand  feet. 

Judae  {eomewhat  reaseured).  Well,  now  I  think  we  may  proceed 
with  the  triaL    Admit  the  accused. 

[The  Prisoner  ie  bowed  into  the  dock,  and  accommodated  with  a 
comfortably  cushioned  arm-chair, 

PrMOM^r.  Good  morning.    (To  Judge.)    You  can  resume  your  hat. 

Judge  (bowing  to  the  Prisoner).  Accused,  I  am  deeply  honoured  by 
your  courtesy.  I  trust  you  haye  been  comfortable  in  the  State 
apartments  that  haye  b^n  recently  supplied  to  you. 

Prisoner  (firmly).  State  anartment  f  Why  it  was  a  prison !  You 
know  it,  M.  le  Jupe,  and  you.  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury  and 
Witnesses.  (The  entire  audience  shudder  apprehensively,)  Ana,  what 
is  more,  my  mends  outside  know  it !  They  know  that  I  was  arrested 
and  thrown  into  prison.  Yes,  they  know  that,  and  will  act  accordingly. 

Judge  (tearfully),  I  am  sure  none  of  us  wished  to  offend  you  I 

Members  ofthe  Bar  {in  a  breath).  Certainly  not  I 

Prisoner,  Well,  let  the  trial  proceed.  I  saypoee  you  don't  want 
any  eyidence.  You  haye  heard  what  I  haye  said^  You  know  that  1 
regret  haying  caused  iuoonyenience  to  my  innocent  yictims.  They 
would  f orgiye  me  for  my  innocent  intentions.  I  only  wished  to  saye 
eyerybody  by  blowing  eyerybody  up. 

The  Court  generally.  Yes,  yes ! 

Prisoner,  Well,  I  haye  just  done.  And  now  what  say  the  JuryP 
Where  are  they  P 

Foreman  o/ the  Jury  (white  with  fear),  lam,  Sir,--yery  pleased 
to  see  you.  Sir,— hope  you  are  well.  Sir  P 

Prisoner  (condescendingly),  Tol  lol.  And  now  what  do  you  say  P 
am  I  Guilty  or  Not  Guilty  P 


Foreman  ofthe  Jury.  Yes,  Sir.  Thank  you,  Sir.  We  will  talk 
it  oyer.  Sir— if  you  don't  mind.  Sir. 

Prisoner,  I  need  not  tell  you  that  my  friends  outside  take  the 
greatest  possible  interest  in  your  proceedinffs. 

Foreman  (promptly),  Whjr,  yes.  Sir !  The  fact  is  we  haye  all  had 
anonymous  letters  daily,  saying  that  we  shall  be  blown  out  of  house 
and  home  if  we  harm  you. 

Prisoner  (laughing).  Oh.  be  under  no  apprehensian.  It  is  merely 
the  circular  of  my  friends.  Only  a  compilation  of  hints  for  the 
guidance  of  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury. 

Foreman,  Just  so.  Sir.    We  accepted  it  in  that  spirit. 

Prisoner,  You  were  wise.  Now,  Gentlemen,  you  haye  surely^  had 
time  to  make  up  your  minds.    Do  you  find  me  CFuilty  or  Not  Guilty  P 

Foreman  (earnestly).  Why,  Not  Guilty,  to  be  sure. 

Judge,  Release  the  accused  I  Sir,  you  haye  my  congratulations. 
Pray  accept  my  distinguished  consideration. 

Prisoner  [coUUfA,  You  are  yery  good.  And  now  adieu,  and  off  to 
breakfast  with  what  appetite  ye  may ! 

The  Entire  Court  (falling  on  thetr  knees,  and  raising  their  hands 
inlsupplieation),  Mercy,  Sir !    For  ^^'s  Bake,  mercy ! 

Ex-Prisoner  (ftereely),  Mercy  I  What,  after  I  haye  been  arrested ! 
Mercy  I  after  I  haye  been  cast  into  gaol  I 

Judge  (in  tears).  They  thought  they  were  right  They  were,  doubt- 
less, wrong,  but  it  was  to  saye  the  remainder  of  the  row  of  houses ! 
Can  you  not  consider  this  a  plea  for  extenuating  circumstances  P 

Ex-Prisoner  (sternly).  No.  It,  was  my  business,  not  theirs.  It 
was  I  who  paid  for  the  djnmmite— not  they.  (Preparing  to  leave 
the  Court,)  Good  bye.  lou  may  hear  firom  me  and  from  my 
friends  I 

Judge  (following  him  to  the  door).  Nay,  stay  I  See  u»— we  kneel 
to  you.  (To  audience,)  Kneel,  friends,  kneel  I  (Everybody  obeys 
the  direction,)  One  last  appeal  I  (In  a  voice  broken  wUh  emotion,) 
We  all  haye  Mothers ! 

Ex-Prisoner  (thunder-stricken).  You  all  haye  Mothers  I  I  knew 
not  this.  I  pardon  you  I  [The  audience  utter  shouts  of  joy,  and  the 
Ex-Prisoner  extends  his  hands  towards  them  in  the  attttuae  ofbenff- 
diction.    Scene  closes  in  upon  this  tableaux. 
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HESITATION. 

£ut$ian XeeruUing Sergeant.  "Now,  HT  Oat,  Gallakt,  but  Ikpicdmiocs  Lad,  taki  thb  lunBiAL.RomLE 

SOUK  'Bacct,  and  tbbow  ra  TorB  LOT  ALONG  OF  U8  ! "         Uigitizea  tDy 
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MR.  PUNCH'S  ROYAL  ACADEMY  GUIDE,  PHILOSOPHER,  AND  VERY  FAMIUAR  FRIEND  FOR  THE  R.A.  SEASON. 


No.  20.  Japanese  Jenn^r,  the  Female  Con- 
juror, priTately  practinng  production  of 
glass  oowl  full  of  water  m>m  nowhere  in 
particular ;  a  subject  not  unnaturally  as- 
sociated with  the  name  of  Waterhouse,  A. 

No.  16.    It  is  called  '*  A  Toast 


By  A0KE8  E.  Walkeb."  It 
should  be  called  **  A  Toast  without  a  Soiiff,"  as  it  seems  to  represent 
an  eminent  tenor  unaToidably  prevented  by  cold,  &o.,  when  staying 
at  home,  and  takings  the  mixture  as  before. 

No.  19.  A  musical  subject,  *^  The  Open  C."  By  Henbt 
MOOBE,  A. 

No.  24.  •*  Food  for  Heflectum  ;  or.  A  {Looking)  Qlaae  too  muchV 
Black  Eye'd  Susaw  (hiding  her  black  eye)  after  a  row.    The  person 


Ko.  287.  *<  Forgers  at  Work ;  or,  Strike  while  the  Iron*i  hot! " 
Portrait  of  the  reoentlv  elected  Associate  making  a  hit4mmediatelj 
on  his  election.    Stan'u^,  Stanhope  Forbes,  A.  (and  ^*  A.  1,^'  adds 

Jfr.  P.),  prepare  to  receire  congratulations !        .  Picture  of  a  La^  evid^tly  siting, 

Oh  dear  I    Is  it  influenza ! ! "    Thomas  C.  S.  Beiihak. 


No.  164.    Watts  the  douche  is  this?  A 
rainbow  shower-bath?  by  G.  F.  Watts,K.A. 

ifo!  83.     ''The  Coming  SneezeV 

T  ^A^    ^^A .Al • 


No.  89.  '' HantUeapped ;  or^  A  Scotch  Race  from  thiS  Tartan 
Point.*^    JoHir  PfiTTiE.  R.A. 

No.  95.  'Large  and  Early  Something  Warrior,  pointing  to  a  bald- 
headed  bust,  and  singing  to  a  maioen,  *'  Oct  your  Mair  Cutf^* 
RaIiPH  Psacock 

No.  97.  ''Toe-Toe  ehez  Ta-Ta:  or.  Oh,  my  poor  JW* 
Must  hide  it  before  anyone  else  sees  it.''    Frakk  Dicksse,  R.A. 


No.  212.  *'The  Left-out  Gauntlet." 
"Come  as  you  are,  indeed!  Nonsense. 
It  *B  most  annoying !  Here  am  I  got  up 
moat  exponsiTeiT  as  a  Knight  in  Armour, 
and  I  *m  blessed  if  the  confounded  cuss  of 
a  cu98tiimier  haenH  forgotten  to  send  my 
right  gauntlet ! "    John  Pettio,  R.A. 


who  **  calls  himself  a  Qentleman  "  is  'seen  as  a  retiring  person  in 
another  mirror.    Ettorb  Tito. 

No.  40.  Little  Bo  Peep  after  Lunch,  supported  by  a  tree.  Early 
intemperance  movement.  Let  'm  'lone,  they'll  come  home,  leaye 
tails  b  ind  'em."    John  da  Costa. 

No.  56.  Ben  Ledi.  This  is  a  puzzle  picture  by  Mr.  Jaxbs 
Elliot.  Of  course  there  is  in  it,  somewhere  or  other,  a  portrait  of 
the  eminent  Italian,  Bbvjamix  Lbdi.    Puzzle,  to  find  him. 


No.  173.  *<  A  First  Behearsal.*'  ''  The  celebrated  actor,  Mr.  Gommersal  of  Astley's 
Amphitheatre,  made  up  and  attired  as  the  Great  Napoleon,  entered  the  Manasrer's 
room,  where  the  author  of  the  Equestrian  Spectacular  Melodrama  of  *  The  Battle  of 
Waterloo '  was  seated  finishing  the  Uist  Act  ^  TVliat  do  you  think  of  this  ? '  asked 
Mr.  G.,  triumphantly.  *Not  a  bit  like  it,'  returned  the  author,  sharply.  *  What ! ' 
exclaimed  the  astonished  reteran, '  do  you  mean  to  say  my  make-up  for  Napoleon 

isn't  good !    Well  I  'm *    *  Tou  will  be,  if  yon  appear  like  that,'  interrupted  the 

author  decisirely,"— Vide  WiddicomV*  Bistory  of  the  Battle  of  Waterloo  atAttley^i. 
W.  a  Orchardson,  R.A. 

No.  102, 


No.  344.  The  Beed^ 
Entertainment.  Gallery 
of  Illustration.  Intema 
during  change  of  oos- 
tume.  **  Behold  these 
graoefulBeedsI"  Arthur 
Hacker. 


Attitude  *M  Everything :  or.  The  Affected  Lawn  TemUe 

Player  J^   By  Fbsdbbic  A.  Bbidomak,  probably  a  lillie  Bridge  man. 

No.  105.  "  Dumb  a§  a  Drum  with  a  hole  in  itJ*  Vtde  Sam 
Welter.    "  Jot  I    Jot  l  (G.  W.)  my  task  is  done  I " 

No.  107.  *•  Outiide  the  Pail :  or,  *  NeU '  the  Dairing  Dairymaid,^^ 
Taken  in  the  act  by  R.  C.  Cbawpobd  (give  him  soTeral  inches  of 
oanvas,  and  he  '11  take  a  Nxix)  as  she  was  about  to  put  a  little  water 
out  of  the  stream  into  the  fresh  milk  pail. 
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No.  130.  A  {Sir  Donald)  CStrrifi. 
admirablj  done  in  P.  and  6.  (Faint 
and  Oil)  by  W.  W.  Oxjleb.%  R.A- 

No.  211.  ''Blow,  Blow,  thou  Win- 
ter Wind:'— At  You  Like  IL  But 
we  donH  like  it— we  meaB,  the  wind. 
of  ooorse.  Oh,  so  desolate  and  dreary  [ 
We  suppose  that  in  order  to  keep 
himself  wann,  Sir  Johk  mxi&t  haye 
been  thoroughly  wranped  up  in  his 
work  when  he  painted  thiB.  Bit  J,  £. 
MiLLAis,  Bart^B^A. 

No.  228.  "  The  Great  Auk*M  Egg,'' 
"  Auk-ward  moment :  is  it  Erenuine  or 
not  P  He  bouffht  it  at  an  Auk-tloii ;  it 
had  ^bably  oeen  auk'd  about  before, 
genuine  or  not^  There  '11  he  a  great 
tauk  (.0  about  it,"  says  H.  &>  Mareb, 
R.A. 

No.  238.  "WithalittlepigheTCfiiid 
a  little  oow  here. 
Here  a  sheep  and  there  a  ^eep  and 
everywhere  a  sheep." 
old  Song,  illustrated  by  SiDiiir 
COOPEB,  R.A. 

No.  250.  •'  Tieklith  Time$  :  or,  the 
First  Small  and  Early  in  the  Ear,*' 
'*She  sat,  half -mesmerised,  thinking 
to  herself,  *  Shall  1  haye  many  danees 
this  seasonP*  'You've  got  a  ball  in 
hand,'  whispered  small  and  early 
Eros  Minimus.  *Ah|'  she  Tetumed, 
dreamily,  *  a  bawl  in  the  hand  ii 
indeed  worth  a  whisper  in  the  ear,*  " 
IVom  the  Greek  of 
Akephahs.  'W.  Adol- 
PHsBouoxneREAU. 

No.  272.  The  Flying 
FariniFamity.  Nothing 
like  bringing  'em  up  to 
the  acrobatio  business 
quite  young.    Phxl  R. 

MORBIS,  A. 

No.  290.  ''SUUn'and 
Satin,*'  IblakBbioos. 
[N.B.— 3fr.  P.  always 
delighted  to  welcome 
the  immortal  name  of 
Bbigos.  Years  ago.  one 
of  JoHF  Leech's  boys 
drew  '*  Bbigos  a  'ang- 
ing,"  and  here  he  is, — 
hung  I] 

No.  310.  First-rate 
portrait  of  a  Railway 
Director  looking  di- 
rectly at  the  spectator, 
and  saving,  * '  Of  course, 
I'm  the  right  man  in 
the  light  plaoe,  t.6.,  on 
the  line:*  Congratula- 
tions to  Httbebt  Heb- 
KOVEB,  R.A. 

No.  311.  Popping 
in  on  thmif  in  not  quite 


Kq.2(H.  *^  Three  UttleMaida  from  Scho^sl**  A  wealth  of  colour, 
Tho  iFubje«t  ia  thia  :^ After  nn  ample  Hibool-fea^ti  the  gidfi  sat 
dtonf&ily  under  on  omujre-tree,  when  they  wen?  suddenlj  itartlcd  by 
tli(?ftpDca?aiioeof  ainake,  ^*  Don't  be  fright  en  ed^  Bctnv  JAapj^Vricd 
Anna  UariE,  the  elde&t  [  '^'t^e  won't  *ijrt  yer,  'ee  onlv  com«i  from 
the  Lowihcr  Harkadc,"    Sir  Fred.  Leigliton,  Bnil.,  t\lLA, 


Ko.  458.  "  Peas  and  War.*'  Club  Committee  ordering  dinner.  See  comor  figure  (l.  h.  of  picture) 
with  Cookery  Book.  The  Steward  says,  "  We  can't  bare  peas."  Mr.  J.  S.  B-lf-r  remonstrates 
strongly,  '*  What !  not  hare  peas  ?  Nonsense !  '  That  *8  how  the  row  began,  and  they  **  gare  him 
beans."  "  A  limner  then  his  visage  caught,"  and  managed  the  awkwai^  subject  lo  as  to  please 
ererybody ;  which  the  limner's  name  it  Hubert  Herkomer,  B.  A.  , 


stnclc-up  poppies,  and  I  do  feel  so 

Oh !    1  feel  my  colour  is  gradually 

pALCi  (W.M.).'* 

No*  502.  ''  What,  no  Soav  !  "  She 
may  appear  a  trifle  cracky,  out  no  one 
can  sB}^  thatt  this  picture  represents  her 
as  having  gone  "  clean  mad."    ksvk 

No.  553.  Margate  Sandt  in  An- 
eimt  Timi'*.  Cruel  conduct  of  an 
Ancient  Warrior  towards  a  young  ladv 
who  rcfusc^d  to  hathe  in  the  sea.  Full 
of  life  by  E,  M.  Hale  (and  Hearty). 

No*  575,  ''Poor  Thing!"  Touch- 
in  i^  picture  of  ideal  patient  in  JBsthetic 
Idi^  Aaylnm.    LvcEES  Davis.     .^ 

No.  636.  "A  Clever  Examiner 
dtatcing  him  otd.**  [N.B. — This  ought 
to  have  been  ezhihited  at  A.  Tooth's 
Exhibition*]    Balph  Hedley. 

No.  686  r  Upper  part  of  Auguetus 
MhnM,  E»q.  The  Artist  has,  of 
oourse,  chosen  the  hotter  part. 
"  Manj^s  wants  but  little  here  below," 
but  he  doesn't  get  anything  at  all, 
being  cut  off,  so  to  speak,  in  his  prime 
about  the  second  snirt-button.  Ex- 
actly like  him  as  he  was  taken  before 
the  Artist  at  "  Pettie  Sessions." 

No.  1041.  Every  Dog  must  have 
Alt  Dote:  or,  King  Charles's  Mar- 
iyrdom:'    Fked  Hall. 

ScTTLFrrms.  —  The  descriptions  in 
the  Guide  are  too  painful.  We  prefer 
not.  to  giye  any  names, 
but  here  are  speci- 
mens:—**  Mr.  So-and- 
so,  to  &0  executed  in 
bronze";  **The  late 
Thingummy  —  bust  I  " 
These  will  suffice.  Then 
we  have  No.  1997. 
"All  Three  going  to 
Bath,"  by  Geoboe 
Feaigpton;  and  last, 
but  not  by  any  means 
least,  a  yery  good  like- 
ness of  our  old  friend 
J.  C.  HOBSLET.  R.A., 
and  While  we  tiiink  of 
it,  we'll  treat  him  as 
a  cabman  and  **take 
his  number,  which  it 's 
1941,  done  by  John 
Abams-Actow,  and  eo, 
with  this  piecd  of 
sculpture,  we  conclude 
our  pick  of  the  Pic- 
tures with  this  dis- 
play of  fireworks ;  that 
18,  with  one  good  bust 
up!  Plaudits  et 
valete  ! 


friendly  way,  by  Very  Much  in  Eeksot  Cbofts,  A. 
No.  317.    '^  Strong  Op-inions:*    A  Political  Picture  by  a  Liberal 
Onionist.    Catherdtb  M.  Wood. 
No.  342.    A  Person  sitting  uprightly.    By  Bentlst. 
No.  351.    **  Only  a  Couple  of  Growlers^  and  no  Hansom !"'  By 
J.  T.  Nettlbship. 
No.  373.  *'  There  is  aFlower  that  bloometh,"  The  Mayor  of  Atok, 

as  he  appealed  'aTom  his 
likeness  (A  1)  taken  by 
PhilR.  M0BBia,A. 

No.  412.  "  JSTiaA  a 
bye,  Bibby!"  Capital 
picture,  speaks  for  itself. 
*'  I  know  that  man,  he 
comes  from— Liver- 
pool." Brought  here  by 
Lvn  FiLDBS,  R.A. 
No.  440.  Poppylar 
^      ^  Error,"      Old  Lady 

No.  699.    "  Yery  Like  a  Whale,*'  only  it 's  a  (^f.)*    "  Oh,  dear  I  I  've 
buoy  not  caught  yet.    C.  K.  Henry.  eaten  one  o  them  nasty 


No.  989.  LaSea- 
cnlL  Awful  fight 
Between  a  gull  and 
a  boiled  lobster. 
Allan  J.  Hook. 
[N.B.  — Tour  eye 
u  sure  to  be  oangnt 
by  this  Hook.  But 
the  picture  mnst 
be  looked  at  from 
our  point  of  yiew, 
from  the  oppoaite 
side  of  the  room.] 


903 


AR8  LONGA. 

Talkikg  "  Abt  "  is  so  "  smart "  in  the  first  week  of  May, 
That  is  "  Aj^t,"  which  you  start  with  a  thundering  A.    .^ 
Simple  '*  art"  must  depart ;  that 's  an  obsolete  wav. .  Lv^ 
Some  think  **^rt"  would  impart  all  the  work  of  to-oayl 
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THE   ORIGIN   OF   SPECIES. 

•  That  's  the  h»w  Docwb— and  thoss  abs  hm  Childkbn  !  *•  "  How  uolt  hw  Cbildbik  abs  I  •• 

*  WjBLL,   KATUBALLT  !     Of  C0VB8B  DOCTOBS  HAYB  GOT  TO  KBBP  TRB  UOLT  0NB8  THBMSBLVBS,   TOU  KNOW  1 ' 


RECKONING  WITHOUT  THEIR  HOST. 

Mr.  P.C.  Bull,  loquitur  .— 

Humph  I    There  yon  go,  sospicioTiB  lorkers, 
From  lands  less  free  I    I  grudge  you  room 

Amoi^  mv  hosts  of  honest  workers. 
Had  I  the  settling  of  your  doom. 

Tour  shrift  were  short,  and  hrief  your  stay. 

As  'tis,  I  '11  watch  you  on  your  way. 

A  Land  of  Liberty !    Precisely. 

And  curs  of  that  advantage  take. 
But,  if  you  want  my  tin  oonoiseiir,— 

We  hate  the  wolf  ana  loathe  the  snake : 
And  as  you  seem  a  blend  of  both, 
To  crush  you  I  'd  be  little  loth. 

Freedom  we  love,  and,  to  secure  it, 
Take  rouffh  and  smooth  with  constant  mind. 

Esmona^r    We  ill  endure  it, 
But  Liberty  need  not  be  blind. 

Sorrow's  asylum  is  our  isle ; 

But  we  'd  not  harbour  ruffians  vile. 

To  flout  that  isle  foes  are  not  chary, 
When  of  its  shelter  not  in  need ; 

But.  when  in  search  of  sanctuary. 
They  fly  thereto  with  wondrous  speed. 

Asjlum  ?    Aj  I    But  leam—in  time— 

'Tis  no  Alsatia  for  foul.crime. 

Foes  dub  me  sinister,  satanic, 
A  friend  of  Nihilists  and  knaves ; 

Because  I  will  not  let  mere  panic 
Rob  me  of  sympathy  with  dayes. 

And  hatred  oiofjmesaon.    Fudge  I 

Their  railings  inll  not  make  me  budge. 

I  'ye  taken  up  my  stand 'for  freedom, 
I  'U  jackal  to  no  autocrat ; 


But  rogues  with  hands  as  red  as  Edom, 

Nihilist  snake.  Anarchist  rat, 
I  'd  crush,  and  crime's  curst  lea^e  determine. 
I  haye  no  sympathy  with  yermuu 

Doors  open,  welcome  hospitable 
For  all,  unchallenged,  is  my  st>le ; 

But  trust  not  to  the  fatuous  fable 
That  Caliban 's  free  of  my  isle 

With  proqierous  Prospero**  tree  consent. 

Such  hes  mad  autocrats  inyent. 

Such  for  some  centuries  they 'ye  been  telling, 
Crime,  like  an  asp,  I  'd  gladly  crush 

Upon  the  threshold  of  my  dwelling. 
But  shall  not  join  a  purblind  rush 

Of  panic-stricken  fools  to  play 

The  oppressor's  game,  for  the  spit's  pay  I 

Butyou,  foul,  f urtiye desperadoes. 
Who,  frightened  now  by  those  you  *d  fright, 

Would  fain  slink  oS,  among  the  shadows. 
To  plot  out  further  deeds  of  night. 

Our  isle's  immunity  jou  boast  !— 

Tou  're  reckoning  without  your  host. 

I  'U  keep  my  eye  on  you ;  my  Juries 
I  think  you'll  find  it  hard  to  scare ; 

We  worship  no  Anarchic  furies, 
For  menace  are  not  wont  to  care. 

Here  red-caught  Crime  in  yain  adyanoes 

**  Extenuating  Circumstances ! " 


Couplet  by  a  Cynic. 

{AfUr  reading  certain  Freu  OommentM  on  th$ 
JHeture  Shaw.) 

Philibtinb  Art  may  stand  all  critic  shocks 
Whilst  it  giyes  Priyate  Views— of  Pretty 
Frocks! 


THE  WORLD  ON  WHEELS. 

Mb.  STEyBNS,  the  American  gentleman  who 
rode  round  the  world  on  a  bicycle,  says,  '*  The 
bicycle  is  now  recosnised  as  a  new  social 
force."  Possibly.  But  certain  writers  to  the 
TirM»  on  **  The  Tyranny  of  the  Road,"  seem  to 
proye  that  it  is  also  a  new  an^social  force, 
when  it  frightens  horses  and  upeetspedestrians. 
Adapting  an  old  proyerb,  we  may  say,  *'  Set  a 
cad  on  a  cycle  and  he  'U  ride  "— welL  all  oyer 
the  road,  and  likely  enough  oyer  old  ladies 
into  the  bargain.  Whilst  welcoming  the 
latest  locomotiye  deyelopment,  we  must  not 
allow  the  **  new  social  force  "  to  deyelop  into  a 
new  social  despotism.   To  put  it  pointedly : — 

We  welcome  these  new  steeds  of  steel, 
(In  spite  of  whistles  mnd  of  **  squealers  ") 

But  cannot  have  the  common  weal 
Too  much  disturbed  by  common  "Wheelers"! 


The  Rotal  Acadbut  BAjrQxnBi.— After 
the  Presidential  orations,  the  success  of  the 
eyening  was  Professor  Butcher's  speech. 
His  audience  were  delighted  at  being  ^ns 
** butchered  to  make"  an  artistic  *'  houday." 
Prince  Abthus  Balfoue  expressed  his  regret 
that  '^  the  House  of  Commons  did  not  possess 
a  Hanging  Committee."  Hasn't  it  P  Don't 
we  now  and  again  hear  of  a  Member  being 
** suspended"  for  some  considerable  time? 
On  such  occasions,  the  whole  House  is  a 
Huiging  Committee.  There  was  one  notable 
omission,  and  yet  for  days  the  air  had  been 
charged  with  the  all-absorbing  topic.  '*  Odd  I " 
murmured  a  noble  Duke  to  himself,  as,  medi< 
tating  I 
soundini 
and 


urmurea  a  nooie  unKe  lo  nimseix,  as,  meai- 
ting  many  things,  he  stood  by  the  muoh- 
unding  sooa-water, '  *  Odd !  a  lot  of  speeches ; 
id  yet,— no^  a  word  about  Orme!  " 
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BECKONING  WITHOUT  THEIR  HOST. 


L 


FiHST  Akahchist.  "ENFIN,  MON  AMI  I— VE  SHALL  NOT  BE  INIERRUPT  IN  ZIS  FREE  ENGLAND!" 
BoLi  A 1  («o«o  co«).  J*  DON'T   BE   TOO   SURE,  MOSSOO !      YOU'LL   FIND    NO  EXTENUATIKOljIItcVlI- 
STANCES  HEREII" 
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THE   YOUNQ   QiRUS   COMPANION. 

By  Mrs.  Payley, 
IIL— Ths  Choiob  of  a  Fobs. 


AUm  Toung^  frirlA  should  haye  definite  ideas  of  the  impression 
whioh  tne^  wisn  to  create.  The  natural  girl  is  always  either  im- 
polite or  impolitic.  I  am  quite  willing  to  allow  that  a  girl  who 
appears  artificial  is  equally  detest- 
aBIe.  To  be  unnatural,  and  to  appear 
natural,  is  the  end  at  which  the 
young  girl  should  aim.  Much,  then, 
will  depend  on  the  choice  of  a  pose. 
It  should  be  suitable;  there  should 
be  something  in  your  appearance  and 
abilities  to  support  the  iliusion.  I  once 
knew  a  fat  girl,  with  red  hair  (the 
wrwuf  red),  a  good  appetite,  and 
ehilblains  on  her  fingers;  she  adopted 
the  romantic  pose,  and  made  herself 
ridiculous :  of  course,  she  was  quite 
unable  to  look  the  part.  If  she  had 
done  the  Ci^tal  Housekeeper,  or  the 
Cheerfully  Philanthropic,  she  might 
have  manied  a  middle-aged  Rector. 
8h6  threw  away  her  chances  by 
ohooung  an  unsuitable  pose.  At  the 
same  tixE^e  the  reasons  for  your  choice 
should  neyer  be  obvious.  There  was 
another  case,  which  amused  me 
slightly— a  dark  girl,  with  fine  eyes. 
She  was  oriflpuiairy  intended  to  be  a 
beautT,  but  she  liacL  sonu9  accident  in 
her  childhood  that  had  crippled  her. 
She  had  to  walk  with  a  stick,  and 
her  back  was  bent.  She  posed  as  a 
maji-hater.  The  part  suited  her  well 
enough,  for  she  had  rather  a  pretty  wit.  "  But,''  I  said  to  her,  '^  it 
is  too  plainly  a  case. of  the  fox  and  the  grapes;  you  hate  men 
because  you  are  a  cripple,  and  can  never  get  a  man  to  loye  you.'' 
She  did  not  take  this  friendly  hint  at  all  nicely ;  in  fact,  since  then 
she  has  never  spoken  to  me  again ;  but  what  I  said  to  her  was  quite 
true.  6he  was  right  in  dedoiBg  thst  she  had  nothing  to  do  with 
love ;  if  you  ever  nave  to  buy  yourself  a  wooden  leg,  you  may  as 
well  get  a  wooden  heart  at  the  same  time.  But  her  pose  was  too 
obvious— ridiculously  obvious.  She  would  have  done  better  with 
something  in  the  way  of  a  religious  enthusiasm— something  very 
mystical.    It  would  have  been  impressive. 

In  the  matter  of  dress  a  girl  can  do  very  much  towards  supporting 
her  pose ;  but  she  must  have  the  intuitions  and  perceptions  of  an 
artist. 

The  child-like  type  requires  great  care,  for  the  young  girl  in 
London  is  not  natunOlv  child-like.  There  snould  be  a  suggestion  of 
untidiness  about  the  hair;  the  dress  should  be  simple,  loose  and 
sashed ;  nurse  a  kitten  with  a  blue  ribbon  round  its  neck :  say  that 
you  like  chocolate-creams ;  open  your  eyes  very  wide,  and  suck  the 
tip  of  one  finger  occasionally.  Let  your  manner  generally  vary 
between  the  pensive  and  the  nuschievous ;  always  ask  for  explana- 
tions^ especially  of  things  which  cannot  possibly  be  explained  in 
public.  Do  not  attempt  this  nose  unless  your  fiprure  is  mignon 
and  your  complexion  pink.  Do  not  be  too  realistic;  never  be 
sticky  or  dirty — ^men  do  not  care  for  it. 

A  capital  pose  for  a  girl  with  dark  lines  under  the  eyes,  is  that 
of  **the  girl-with-a-past."  These  lines,  which  are  mostly  the 
result  of  fiver,  are  commonljr  accepted  as  evidence  of  soul.  The 
dress  should  be  sombre,  h'ailing,  and  rather  distraught :  there 
is  a  way  of  anani^ing  a  flcku  which  of  itself  suggests  that  the 
heart  beneath  it  is  blighted.  If  you  happen  to  possess  a  few 
ornaments  which  are  not  too  expensive,  £stribute  them  among 
your  girl-friends;  say,  in  a  repressed  voice,  that  you  do  not 
care  for  such  things  any  more.  Let  it  be  known  that  there  is  one 
day  in  the  year  which  you  prefer  to  spend  in  complete  solitude. 
Have  a  special  affection  for  one  flower;  occasionally  allow  your 
emotions  to  master  you  when  you  hear  music.  The  hair-ornament 
belongs  exclusively  to  the  lower  middle-classes,  but  wear  one  article 
of  jewellery,  a  souvenir,  which  either  never  opens  or  never  comes 
off.  Smile  sometimes,  of  course;  but  be  careful  to  smile  un- 
naturally. On  all  festive  occasions  divide  your  time  between  your 
bedroom  and  the  churchyard. 

Both  these  types  demand  some  personal  attractions;  if  you 
have  no  personal  attractions,  you  must  fall  back  upon  one  of 
the  philanthroiacal  types.  The  plainer  you  are,  the  more  rigid 
will  oe  your  {Miilanthjropy.  Tour  obiect  will  bq  to  dineminato  in 
the  homes  of  the  poor  some  of  the  luxuries  of  the  rich ;  and,  on 
returning,  to  disseminate  in  the  homes  of  the  rich  some  of  the 
of  the  poor.     Everything  about  you  must  be  fiat ;  your 


hats,  hair  and  heels  must  be  flat ;  your  denials  must  be  particu- 
larly 'flat.  Always  take  your  meals  in  your  jacket  and  a  hurrv, 
never  witii  the  rest  of  your  family ;  never  have  time  to  eat  enough, 
but  always  have  time  to  brag  about  it.     ,,,.,,   ,^ 

I  cannot  understand  why  any  girl  should  oqject  to  the  assumption 
of  a  pose ;  and  yet  a  girl  told  me  the  other  day  that  she  preferred  to 
be  what  she  seemed  to  be.  She  was  a^  exceptional  case ;  I  dis- 
believed in  her  protestations  that  she  was  perfectly  natural,  and 

manaffed  to  get  some  opportunities 
for  oDservaUon  when  she  did  not 
know  that  she  was  observed.  I  must 
own  that   she   was  quito   truthful ; 


she  also  managed  to  get  married- 
suburban  happiness  and  i 


no  position 

—but,  as  I  said,  she  was  exc^ytional. 
Personally,  I  feel  sure  that  I  should 
never  have  been  married  if  I  had 
seemed  to  be  what  I  really  was.  I 
cannot  understand  this  desire  to  be 
natural— it  U  so  affected. 
My  correspondence  this  wedc  is  not 
r^       '— <h  very  interesting.     In   spite    of  my 

^fti'J^    M  disclaimer  last  week,   I  have  been 

^^^^"^^j^-^      asked  several    questions  which  are 
^^7^      \    not  connected  with    Sentiment   and 
^'^^'      '  ^  ui'/  Propriety.     "Billadoitna"  asks  my 
%]X      ^^^^  o^  rather  a  delicate  case ;  she 
If  is  almost  engaged  to  a  man.  A.,  and 

her  greatest  friend  is  a  girl,  B. 
Happening,  the  other  day,  to  open 
B.'s  Diary  by  mistake  for  her  own, 
she  discovered  that  B.  is  also  veij 
much  in  love  with  A.  What  is 
**  Belladonna  "  to  do  P  I  think  the 
most  honourable  coiirse  would  be  to 
report  in  her  own  Diary  a  statement 
by  A.  that  he  loathes  B.,  and  then 
leave  the  Diary  where  B.  miffht  mistake  it  for  her  own.  This  is 
checkmato  for  B.,  because  she  cannot  do  anything  nasty  without 
thereby  implying  that  she  has  read  '^Bxlladokna's"  Diary. 


HAMLET;  OR,  KEEPING  IT  DABK. 

Scene  I,— At  the  Haymarket,— Darkness  visible.    Out  of  U  come 

Voices. 

First  Voice  {probably  on  stage).  "  Who '«  there  f  " 

Second  V.  {probably  in  auditorium).  1  can't  see.    Is  it  Tele  P 

Third  V.      Nay,  answer  me :  stand  and  unfold  yourself." 

Fourth  V.  I  wish  I  could  unfold  the  seat  to  let  people  pass. 

Third  V.  **  Poll  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour.*^ 

Fourth  V.  Why  on  earth  can't  people  be  more  punctual  P 

First  V.  '^^Tis  now  struck  twelve:^ 

Fourth  V.  About  a  dozen  people  have  hit  my  head  scrambling 
past  in  the  dark. 

Third  V.  *'  For  this  relief  much  thanks.'' 

Fourth  V.  They  seem  to  nave  got  in  at  last. 

Third  V.  ''' Ti  bitter  coW 

Fifth  V.  Oh,  Edwin,  dear,  I  do  wish  they  'd  send  away  the  ghost, 
and  turn  up  the  lights. 

Third  v.  ''Not  a  mouse  stirring.''  [Crash. 

Sixth  V.  There  goes  my  opera-glass  I    Deuce  of  a  job  to  mid  it. 

Third  V.  ''Stand,  ho!" 

Seventh  V.  Bless  my  soul.  Ma'am,  are  you  aware  that  you're 
standing  on  myf cot  P 

Third  F.  **  BEBnaedo  has  my  place." 

Sixth  V.  Here'ssomeone  takenmy  seati 

First  V.  '•  What,  is  HoEATio  there  f" 

Eighth  V,  Hullo,  dear  boy,  how  are  youP  Couldn't  see  you— 
but  now  the  light's  a  bit  up (4"c.,  8^c.). 


A  Ceitheion  or  Moeals.— Astutely  doing ' '  The  Puff  Preliminarj  " 
in  a  letter  to  the  papers  before  the  production  of  The  Fringe  of  Society 
(f.e.,  Ze  Demi-monde  freely  adapted),  Mr.  Chables  Wtndham 
observes  that  **  there  is  no  such  dass,  in  any  reccjgnisable  degree,  as 
the  demi-monde  in  England."  "  Hecognisable  "  is  good,  very  good, 
it  saves  the  situation,  as  of  eourse  the  demi-monde  is  hot,  on  any 
aoooTmt.  to  be  recognised.  'Cheery  Chaeles  evidently  belongs  to 
that  half  of  the  world  which  never  knows  what  the  other  half  is 
doing.  If  The  Fringe,  as  it  at  first  went  in  to  the  lioenser,  had  to 
be  tnmmed,  Chaeles  our  Friend  might  have  announced  his  Litest 
version  as  re-**  adapted  from  the  Fringe."       ^^ 

"AiLDra  AND  Convalescent,'^^k:^SUs.    [No  others  count] 
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MR.    PUNCH'S  AGRICULTURAL   NOVEL. 

BO  AND  THE  BLACKSHEEP. 

A  STORY  OP  THE  BEX. 

{By  Thomas  of  Wxsssx,  Author  of  "  Chu$s  haw  a  Murder  feek" 
**  The  Comet  Minor/'  "  The  Morte  that  Catt  a  Shoe,'*  '*Oneina 
Turret,*'  "  The  Foot  of  Ethel  hurt  her,"  "  The  Flight  of  the  Bivalve," 
"  Hard  on  the  Gadding  Crowd,"  '*  A  Layo*  Deceivere,"  dxi.) 

["  I  am  going  to  gire  you,'*  writes  the  Author  of  this  book,  "  one  of  my 
powerful  and  fiMcmating  itoriet  of  life  in  modem  Wessez.  It  ii  well  known, 
of  ooune,  that  although  I  often  write  agricultural  norela,  I  invariably  call  a 
spade  a  spade,  and  not  an  agricultural  implement.  Thus  I  am  led  to  speak 
in  plain  langua^  of  women,  their  misdoings,  and  their  undoings.  Unstrained 
dialect  is  a  speciality.  If  you  want  to  know  the  extent  of  Wessex,  consult 
histories  of  tne  Heptarchy  with  maps.'*] 

Chaptsb  I. 
Ik  our  beautiful  Blaokmoor  or  Blakemore  Yale,  not  far  from  the 
point  where  the  Melcheater  Road  tuma  ahaiplir  towards  Icenhurst  on 
its  way  to  Wintonoester,  haying  on  one  side  the  hamlet  of  Batton,  on 
the  other  the  larger  town  of  Caaterbridge,  stands  the  farmhouse 
wherewitii  in  this  narratiye  we  haye  to  de^L  There  for  generations 
had  dwelt  the  rustic  family  of  the  Pebps,  handing  down  from  father 
to  son  a  well-stocked  cow-shed  and 
a  tradition  of  rural  yirtues  which 

yet   excluded    not   an   oyeigreat  ^.^^'*.  .y 

affection  on  the  male  side  for  the  "'^-^  ^^f^^  >t^ 

home-brewed  alerand  the  home-  "' ~v  ^     i\Z    t_ 

made  langmre   in  which,  as  is  "      .^i^^^^r^i. 

known,  the  Wessex  peasantry  de- 
lights.    On  this  winter  mominir  ^f^jgc*'^ 
the  smoke  rose  thinly  into  the  still  ^ 
atmosphere,  and  faded   there  as     </>^ 
thouffh    ashamed  of    bringing    a 
touch   of    Thermidorean  warmth 
into  a  degree  of  temperature  not 
far  remoyed  from  the  zero-mark  of 
the  local  Fahrenheit.    Within,  a 
fire  of  good  Wessex  logs  crackled 
cheerily  umi    the  hearth.     Old 
Abraham  Fxef  sat  on  one  side  of 
the  fireplace,  his  figure  yet  teUing 
a  tale  of  former  yigour.    On  the 
other  sat  Pollt,  his  wife,  an  aim- 
less,  neutral,   slattenily    peasant 
woman,  such  as  in  these  parts  a 
man  may  find  with  the  profusion 
of  Wessex  blackberries.   An  empty 
chair  between  them  spoke  with  all 
an  empty  chair's  eloquence  of  an  absent  inmate, 
stood  m  a  comer  next  to  an  ancient  dock  that  had  ticked  away  the 
mortality  of  many  a  past  and  gone  Peep. 

Chapter  II. 

'*  Where  be  BoitdvcaP"  said  Abraham,  shifting  his  body  upon 
his  chair  so  as  to  bring  his  wife's  faded  tints  better  into  yiew. 
**  Like  enough  she 's  met  in  with  that  slack-twisted  'hor's  bird  of  a 
feller.  Ton  Tatters.  And  she  'U  let  the  sheep  draggle  round  the 
hills.  My  soul,  but  I  'd  like  to  baste /en  for  a  poor  slammick  of  a 
chap." 

Mrs.  Peep  smiled  feebly.  She  had  had  her  troubles.  Like  other 
realities^  they  took  on  themselyes  a  metaphysical  mantie  of  infalli- 
bility, sinking  to  minor  cerebral  phenomena  for  quiet  contemplation. 
She  had  no  notion  how  they  did  this.  And,  it  must  be  added,  that 
they  might,  had  they  felt  so  disposed,  haye  stood  as  pressing  concre- 
tions which  chafe  oody  and  soul--a  most  disagreeable  state  of 
things,  peculiar  to  the  miserably  passiye  existence  of  a  Wessex 
peasant  woman. 

**  BoKDUCA  went  early,"  she  said,  adding,  with  a  weak  irrele- 
yance.  **  She  mid  'a'  had  ner  pick  to-day.  A  mampus  o'  men  haye 
bin  after  her— fourteen  of  'em,  all  the  best  lads  round  about,  some 
of  'em  wi'  bags  and  bags  of  gold  to  their  names,  and  all  wanting 
BoNDUCA  to  be  their  lawful  wedded  wife." 

Abraham  shifted  again.  A  cunning  smile  plajred  about  the  hard 
lines  of  his  faoe.^  **  Pollt."  he  said,  bringing  ms  closed  fist  down 
upon  his  knee  with  a  sudden  yiolence»  "  you  pick  the  richest,  and 
let  him  carry  Bokbuca  to  the  pa'son.  Good  looks  wear  badly,  and 
good  characters  be  of  no  account ;  but  the  gold's  the  thins^  xor  us. 
Why,"  he  continued,  meditatiyely,  *'  the  old  house  oouli  be  new 
thatched,  and  you  and  me  liye  like  Lords  and  Ladies,  away  from 
the  mulch  o'  the  barton,  all  in  silks  and  satins,  wi'  golden  crowns  to 
our  heads,  and  silyer  buckles  to  our  feet." 

PoLLT  nodded  eagerly.  She  was  a  Wessex  woman  bom,  and 
thoroughly  understood  the  puro  and  unsophisticated  naturo  of  the 
Wessex  peasant. 


Chapter  m. 

MsAKWHiLB  BoKBVCA  Peep— little  Bo  Peep  was  the 
by^  which  the  country-folk  all  knew  her— aat  dreaming  upon  the 
hill-side,  looking  out  with  a  premature  woman's  eyes  upon  the  rich 
yalley  that  strotohed  away  to  the  horizon.  The  rest  of  the  landscape 
was  made  up  <tf  agricultural  scenes  and  incidents  which  the  slightest 
knowledge  of  Wessex  noyels  can  fill  in  am^ly.  Thero  wero  rows  of 
swedes,  legions  of  dairymen^  maidens  to  milk  the  lowing  cows  that 
grazed  soberlj^  upon  the  nch  pasturo,  farmers  spealong  rough 
words  of  an  uncouth  dialect,  and  gentiefolk  careless  of  a  milkmaid's 
honour.  But  nowhero,  as  far  as  the  e^e  could  reach,  was  thero  a 
sign  of  the  sheep  that  Bo  had  that  morning  set  forth  to  tend  for  her 
paronts.  Bo  luul  a  fiexuous  and  finely-drawn  figuro  not  un- 
reminiscent  of  many  a  yanished  knight  and  dame,  her  remotepro- 
genitors,  whose  dust  now  mouldered  in  many  churchyards.  There 
was  about  her  an  amplitude  of  ourye  which,  joined  to  a  certain 
luxuriance  of  moulding,  betrayed  her  sex  eyen  to  a  caroless  obseryer. 
And  when  she  spoke,  it  was  often  with  a  f etishistic  utterance  in  a 
monotiieistic  falsetto  which  almost  had  the  effect  of  startling  her 
rolations  into  temporary  propriety. 

Chapter  IY.      « 
Thus  she  sat  for  some  time  in  the  suspended  attitude  of  an  amiable 
tiger-cat  at  pause  on  the  edge  of  a  spring.    A  rustle  behind  her 

caused  her  to  turn  her  head,  and 
>   <^  -     she  saw  a  strange  procession  ad- 
..  -  '^  yancing  oyer  the  parched  fields 

'     ^  where (Two  pages  of  field- 

;^  scenery  omitted.— Sd  J  One  by  one 

/  they  toiled  along,  a  far-stretching 

■■'  line   of    women    sharply  defined 

-^^  against  the  sky.    All  wero  yoi 


A  butter-chum 


and  most  of  them  hauffhty 
of  feminine  waywardness.  Hero 
and  thero  a  coronet  sparkled  on 
some  noble  brow  whero  predestined 
suffering  had  set  its  stamp.  But 
what  most  distingmshed  tnese  ro- 
markable  processionists  in  the  dear 
noon  of  this  winter  day  was  that 
each  one  carried  in  her  arms  an 
infant  And  each  one,  as  she 
reached  the  i^ace  whero  the  en- 
thralled BoimucA  sat  obliyiscent  of 
her  sheep,  stopped  for  a  moment 
and  laid  the  oabj  down.  First 
came  the  Duchess  of  Hamftovshire 
followed  at  an  interyal  by  Lady 
MoTTiSFOET  and  the  Marchioness 
of  Stohehshge.  To  them  suc- 
ceeded Barbara  of  the  House  of  Grebe,  Lady  Igenwat  and  Squiro 
Petrice's  lady.  Next  followed  the  Countess  of  Wessex,  the 
Honourable  Lattra  and  the  Lady  Penelope.  Awa,  Lady  Baxbt, 
brought  up  the  rear. 

BoimucA  shuddered  at  the  terrible  rencounter.  Was  her  young 
life  to  be  surrounded  with  infants?  She  was  not  a  baby-farm 
after  all,  and  the  audition  of  these  soualling  nurslings  yexed 
her.  What  could  the  matter  mean?  No  answer  was  giyen  to 
these  questionings.  A  man's  fiffuro,  yast  and  terrible,  appeared  on 
the  bill's  brow,  with  a  orael  look  of  triumph  on  his  wiokM  face.  It 
was  Thomas  Tatters.  BoimncA  cowered;  the  noble  dames  fled 
shrieldnff  down  the  yaUey. 

"  Bo,'^  said  he,  '*  my  own  sweet  Bo,  behold  [the  Iblood-red  ray  in 
the  spectrum  of  your  young  life." 
"  Say  those  words  quickly,"  she  rotorted. 
'*  Certainly/'  said  Tatters.     **  Blood-red  ray,  Broo-red  ray, 
Broo-ro-ray^  Broorayl    Tush! "  he  broke  off,  yexed  with  BoiroucA 
and  his  own  imperfect  tongue-power, '  *  you  aro  fooling  me.  Bewaro ! " 
'*  I  know  yoU|  I  know  you  I^'  was  all  she  could  gasp,  as  she  bowed 
herself  submissiye  beforo  him.    **  I  detest  you,  and  shall  thereforo 
marry  you.    Trample  upon  me  I "    And  he  trampled  upon  her. 

Chapter  Y. 

Thxtb  Bo  Peep  lost  her  sheep,  leaying  these  fleecy  tail-bearers  to 
come  home  solitary  to  the  accustomed  fold.  She  did  but  humble 
herself  beforo  the  manifestation  of  a  Wessex  necessity. 

And  Fate,  sitting  aloft  in  the  careless  expanse  of  ether,  rolled  her 
destined  chariots  thundering  along  the  pro-ordained  highways  of 
heayen,  crushing  a  soul  hero  and  a  life  thero  with  the  tragic  com- 
pleteness of  a  steam-roller,  panite-sm  ashing,  steam-fed,  irresistible. 
And  butter  was  churned  with  a  twanf  in  it.  and  rustics  danced,  and 
sheep  that  had  fed  in  doyer  wero  "  Dlasted,"  like  poor  Bokduca's 
budding  prospects.  And,  from  tiie  cabn  nonchalance  of  a  Wessex 
hamlet,  another  noyel  was  launched  into  a  world  of  reyiews,  whero 
the  multitude  of  readen  is  not  as  to  their  external  disj^aoements, 
but  as  to  their  suljectiye  experiences.  XThs  End. 
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THE  NEW  QALLEEY. 

This  is  the  place  to  see  the 
'* female  fonn  divine"  of  all 
shapes  and  sizes.  Walk  up, 
mSk  up,  and  look  at  a  few  of 
the  jToung  Ladies  :— 

No.  13.  "  WhiU  ltose$:'  E.  J. 
PoTiTTES,  B.A.  Thorns  here, 
eridently,  judging  hy  the  youne 
woman's  look  of  anguish.  And 
this  is  the  moral  PonvTEBnoints. 

No.  66.  ''A  War  Cloud.'* 
A  Music-HALLt  singing  **  Itule 
Britannia  !  "  with  proper  dress- 
No.  18.  ''PaderewM:^  Surely 
it  ought  to  he  Patty?  Rswskt, 
with  "Miss"  hefore  the  name. 
Moral,  "  Get  your  hair  out  I " 

No.  284.  '^Nightfall  in  the 
Dauphiniey  ''Wghi  falL"  it 
ouffht  to  he,  and  no  wonder  if  she 
walked  ahout  on  so  dark  a  night 
with  such  a  load  in  her  arms! 

No.  165.  ''Chetarasara,**  A 
pedestrian  match  in  the  Metro- 
polis. In  fact.  Walker,  London. 
A  pOTtrait  of  Sarah,  after  she 
has  heen  let  down  into  the  nunt, 
the  shock  haying  dislocated  her 
shoulder.  She  might  haye  kept 
CoL  Neat' 9  dothes  round  her  neck 
to  hide  her  hack. 

No.  T7.  This  is  the  gem  of  the 
collection.  It  is  hy  FEUin) 
KmrPFP.  Our  Head  Critic  was 
so  oreroome  hy  this  great  .work 
that  he  went  out  to  get  assist- 
ance, hat  unfortunately,  in  trying 
to  pronounce  the  ^winter's  name, 
he  dislocated  his  jaw,  and  is  now 
in  aprecarious  state.  OurAssist- 
antOritic,  Deputy  Assistant  Critic, 


THAT  TUNE!" 


A  Sketch  of  an  UninientioncU  and  UnwUling  Imitator  oj 
Min  LoUie  CoUine. 


Deputy  Assistant  Suh-Critic,  and 
a  few  extra  Supemu|nerary 
Critics,  then  went  in  a  body  and 
looked  at  this  young  woman's 
h»Bid,  apparently  taken  after  an 
interyiew  with  Madame  Quillo- 
tine.  They  looked  at  the  head 
from  all  sides,  and  finally  stood 
on  thdr  own,  out  they  oould  not 
make  head  or  tail  m  it.  Any 
person  giving  information  as  to 
the  meaning,  and  paying  three- 
pence, will  receiye  a  presentation 
copy  of  this  journal. 

There  are  other  portraits  of  the 
latest  fashion  in  younff  Ladies, 
but  those  mentioned  aboye  are 
the  most  remarkable  in  the  New 
Qirlery.   


Any  Man  to  Any  Woman. 
0  WoMAK,  in  our  hours  of  ease. 
We  smile,  and  say,  **Go  as  you 
please!"  [row. 

But  when  there 's  ^prospect  of  a 
You  're  best  out  of  it  anyhow. 


The  Two  Aechkbs.— In  the 
P.  M.  O.  of  Saturday  last^ 
William  Abchxb,  in  a  sismed 
artide,  criticises  a  book  on  "JJotr 
to  WriU  a  Good  Play,  by  Fkawi: 
Abchxb."  In  expressing  his 
opinion  of  the  book,  WnxiAic 
becomes  Frank  —  unpleasantly 
Frank.  

A  Biddle. 
While  Publishers  their  fortunes 
make 
And  wax  exceeding  fat, 
The  Author  still  is  like  a  rake. 
Now,  pray  account  for  that. 


THE  WATER-COLOUR  ROOM  AT  THE  ACADEMY. 

Oh,  what  a  smell  from  the  kitchen  to 
spur  comers 
Out  of  this  room,  where  we  think 
more  of  ham 
Than  Hobslets,  of  poup  than  Stones, 
•  hashes  than  Herkoksbs, 
Mix    MiLLAis    with    mutton,    and 
Leiohtov  with  lamb. 

Think  of  salmon  and  cucumber,  stilton 
and  celery, 
And  not  of  the  drawings  at  which  we 
should  look ; 
Reminded,  when  making  a  tour  round 
this  gallery, 
But  little  of  '*  Gaze,"  and  a  great 
deal  of  "Cook." 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBT,  MP. 

H6u§e  of  Comnnmi,  Monday,  April  25. — Bession  resumed  to-day 
after  Easter  Recess.  As  Tehktsov  somewhere  says.  Session  comes 
but  Members  linger.  Not  forty  present  when  busmess  commenced. 
*'  May  as  well  go  on."  said  the  Speaxsb,  whom  eyerybody  fflad  to 
see  looking  brisk  and  hearty  aftor  his  holiday.  **  They  '11  drop  in 
by-and-by." 

So  they  did.  but  without  eyidence  of  oyermastoring  haste  or 
enthusiasm.  Only  half-dozen  questions  on  paper ;  yery  early  got  to 
business  in  Committee  on  India  Council  BiU ;  supposed  to  be  measure 
inyolying  closest  interests  of  the  great  empire  that  Clhte  helped  to 
make,  and  Setvotte  Keat  now  looks  after.  Appearance  of  House 
snggestiye  rather  of  some  local  question  affecting  Isle  of  Sheppey  or 
Ronney  Marsh.  Below  Gangway,  on  Ministorial  side,  only  Maclean 
present.  Member  for  Oldbam  a  sizeable  man,  but  seemed  a  little 
lost  in  space.    Aboye  Gangway  Richard  Tehple  on  guard.    Prince 


Abthub  and  Geoeoe  Cubzoe  had  Treasury  Bench  all  to  them- 
selyes.  Opjportunity  for  observing  how  cares  of  office  are  beginning 
to  toll  on  Geoboe.  Growing  quito  staid  in  manner,  the  weight  (^ 
India  adding  grayity  to  his  looks,  sicklying  his  young  face  o*er  with 
pale  cast  of  thought.  Pretty  to  see  him  blush  to-night  when 
Sethoub  Keat  nuLde  graceful  allusion  to  his  genius  and  states- 
manlike conduct  of  affairs.  *'  Approbation  from  Sir  Hubebt  Stan- 
let,"  as  he  later  obseryed,  **  is  praise  indeed." 

Only  sign  of  life  and  moyement  dis- 
played below  and  aboye  Gangway  opposito. 
ScHWAKN  eyidently  in  running  for  Bbab- 
lauoh's  yacant  place  as  Member  for  India. 
Fortunate  in  finding  a  party  brimful  of 
energy,  enthusiasm,  eloquence,  and  ency- 
olopesdic  knowledge — Mobtok,  Sethoue 
Keat,  Sam  Smith.  Juuts  'Aveibal 
Picton,  Swift  MacNeux,  and  the  Cubse 
of  Cambobee,  who  has  been  as  far  East 
as  the  Cape,  and  therefore  knows  all  about 
India. 

Some  Members  looking  across  the  wasto 
place  bebind  Maclube  whilst  he  was  de- 
liyering  yigorous  speech,  thought  of  poor 
Lewis  Fellt,  who  really  knew  something 
about  India,  and  therefore  would  probably 
not  haye  spoken  had  he  been  here  to-night. 
A  kindly,  courteous,  upright,  yaliant  gen- 
tleman, who  took  a  little  too  seriously  the 
joke  Honse  had  with  him  about  the  Mom- 
oasa  business.  Eyeryone  reeaUs  his  lumi- 
nous speech  on  the  question,  with  its 
graphic  description  of  fwced  marches 
*'mm  So-and-so  to  So-on,"  dubious 
flights  by  night  '*from  Etoetora  to  So- 
forth." 

Pellt  was  with  us  when  the  House 
adjourned.  In  recess  he,  too,  has  made  a 
forced  march,  passing  from  the  ordinary 
8o-on  into  the  unmapped  So-forth.        ^^  h\/  V  ^ 

Maclean's  speech  stoed  up  the  dolorofiff  ^^  ^'^  So-ii  d-So." 
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desolate  Hooae.    Only  one  other  movement.    This  when  Sstxottb 
Keat,  in  one  of  Beyeral  speeches  dropped  the  remark,  '*!  am  sure 

my  friends  near  me  will  bear  me  out  when  I  say ^*    Instant 

commotion  below  Oangwar.  Swift  MacNeill  on  his  lers ;  ScHWAinr 
tomblinff  over  PiCTON ;  Coktbbass  cannoning  against  Mo&ton.  All 
animatea  by  desire  to  tiake  up  Eeat  and  carry  mm  forth.  He  breath- 
lessly explained  tiiat  it  was  merely  a  figure  of  speech,  and,  they 
reluctuiUy  resuming  their  seats,  he  went  on  to  the  bitter  end. 
Business  <fon«.— motioally  none. 

Tuesday.— Ajidd  the  pomps  andyanitiesof  a  wicked  world  there  is 
something  refre^iing  and  reassuring  in  spectacle  of  Saoe  of  Queen 
Aitkb's  Gate  going  about  his  daily  Business.  One  would  describe  him 
as  childlike  and  bhmd,  only  for  recollection  that  combination  of  harm- 
less endearing  epithet  has  been  applied  in  another  connection  and 
might  be  misunderstood.  A  pity,  lor  there  are  no  other  words  that 
so  accurately  describe  Sage's  manner  when,  just  now,  he  rose  to  pose 
Prince  Aethub  with  awkward  Question  about  Dissolution.  Wanted 
to  know  whether,  supposing  Parliament  dissolved  between  months  of 
September  and  December  in  present  year,  a  Bill  would  be  brought  in 
to  accelerate  Registration  ?  Terms  of  question  being  set  forth  on 
printed  paper,  not  necessary  for  the  Saoe  to  recite  them.  For  this  he 
seemed  gratetul.  It  relieved  him  from  the  pain  of  appearing  to 
emburass  Prince  Abthitb  by  a  reference  to  awkward  matters.  No 
one  could  feel  acutely  hurt  at  being  asked  '*  Question  No.  8."  So  the 
Sage,  half  rising  from  his  seat— so  delicate  was  his  forbearance, 
that  he  would  not  impose  his  full  height  on  the  eyesight  of  the 
Minister—**  begged  to  ask  the  Fibst  Lobd  of  the  Teeasuet 
Question  No.  8.^^ 

Quite  charming  Prince  Abtht7E*s  start  of  surprise  when  he  looked 
at  the  paper  and  saw,  as  if  for  the  first  time,  the  question  addressed 
to  him.  Dear  me !  here  was  a  Member  actually  wanting  to  know 
something  about  the  date  of  the  Dissolution,  and  what  would  follow 

in  certain  continfrencies.  As 
a  philosopher.  Prince  Aethub 
was  familiar  with  the  vagaries 
of  the  average  mind.  He 
could  not  prevent  the  Sage, 
in  his  large  leisure,  untram- 
melled by  no  other  considera- 
tion than  that  of  doing  the 
greatest  amount  of  gt)od  to 
the  largest  number,  indulging 
in  speculations.  But  for  Her 
Majesty's  Ministers,  the  con- 
tingency referred  to  was  so 
remote  and  uncertain,  that 
they  had  not  even  contem- 
plated taking  any  steps  to 
meet  it. 

Then  mi^ht  the  Sage  as- 
sume that,  if  the  contingency 
arose^  the  Government  would 
act  in  the   manner  he  had 
^  JtedP 

10 ;  on  the  whole,  Prince 

Aethub,  thinking  the  matter 

over  in  full  view  of  the  House, 

^  concluded    the   Sage    mi^ht 

/  hardly  draw  that   deduction 

'   from  what  he  had  said. 

The  House,  having  listened 
intently  to  this  artless  con- 
versation, proceeded  to  busi- 
ness of  the  day,  which  hap- 
pily included  the  adoption 
of  a  Resolution  engaging  the  (Government  to  connect  with  the 
mainland,  by  telephone  or  telegraph,  the  lighthouses  and  lightships 
that  twinkle  round  our  stormy  coasts.  It  was  Cap'n  Bibebsck  who 
moved  this  Resolution,  seconded  from  other  side  in  admirable  speech 
by  Mabjobibavks. 
Business  done, — Excellent. 

Wednesdaif.—^VLoh  surprised,  strolling  down  to  House  this  after- 
noon, to  find  place  in  sort  of  state  of  siege.  Policemen,  policemen 
everywhere,  and,  as  one  sadly  observed,  **not  a  drop  to  drink." 
Haven't^  seen  anjrthing  like  it  since  Keeealt  used  to  shake  the 
dewdrope  from  his  mane  as  he  walked  through  Palace  Tard^  passing 
through  enthusiastic  crowd  into  House  of  Ck>mmons,  perspiring  after 
his  efforts  in  Old  Westminster  Courts.  Later,  when  Beadlaugh 
used  to  give  dear  old  Gosset  waltzing  lessons,  pirouetting  between 
Bar  ancTTable,  scene  was  somewhat  similar. 

** What's  the  matter.  HoBfiLErP"  I  a^ked,  coming  across  our 
able  and  indefatigable  Superintendent  striding  about  the  Corridor, 
as  Napoleon  visited  the  outimets  on  the  eve  of  Austerlitz. 

*'It's  them  Women,  Sir,^'  he  said.  *' Perhaps  you've  heard  of 
them  at  St.  James's  Hall  last  night  ?    Platform  stormed ;  Ohainnan 


C«p*n  Biriibeck. 


driven  off  at  point  of  bodkin ;  Reporters'  table  crumpled  up ;  party 

of  the  name  of  Bubeows  seized  by  the  throat  and  laid  on  the  flat  of 

his  back." 
'*  A  position,  I  should  say,  not  peculiarly  convenient  for  oratorioal 
effort.    But  you  seem  to  have  got  new  men  at 
the  various  posts  P  " 

*'Yes,  Sir,"  said  Field-Marshal  Hobedlet. 
lowering  his  voice  to  whisper;  **  we've  picked 
em  out.  €K>ne  through  the  rorce;  mustered  all 
the  bald-headed  men.  They  say  that  at  con- 
clusion of  argument  on  Woman's  Suffrage  in  St. 
James's  HalTlast  night,  floor  nearly  ankle-deep 
in  loose  hair.  They  don't  get  much  off  tnj/ 
men,"  said  Hobslet,  proudly. 
^  Very  well,  I  suppose,  to  take  those  precau- 
tions. Probably  they  had  something  to  do  with 
the  almost  disappointing  result.  JSverything 
passed  off  as  quietljr  as  if  subject-matter  at 
Debate  had  been  India,  or  Vote  in  Committee  of 
Supply  of  odd  Million  or  two.  Ladies  locked  up 
in  Cage  over  Speakbe's  Chair,  with  lime-lights 
pla]^ng  on  placards  hung  on  walls  enforcing 
^'  filenne ! "  Cunningly  arranged  that  Sax 
Smith  should  come  on  early  with  speech.  This 
lasted  full  hour,  and  had  marvellously  sedative 
effect.  Some  stir  in  Qallery  when,  later, 
AsQuiTH  demolished  Bill  with  merciless  logic. 
Through  the  iron  bars,  that  In  this  case  make  a 
Cage,  there  came,  as  he  spoke^  a  ^rill  whisper, 
**  So  young  and  so  iniquitous ! "  Pnnce 
Aethub,  dexterously  intervening,  soothed  the 
angry  breast  by  hi^  chivalrous  advocacy  of 
Woman's  Rights.  As  he  resumed  Ms  seat 
there  floated  over  the  charmed  House,  coming 
as  it  were  from  heavenly  spheres  above  the 
Speaxeb*s  Chair,  a  cooing  whisper,  **What  a 
love  of  a  man ! " 
Business  clone.— Woman's   Suffrage  Bill  rejected  by  175  Votes 

against  152. 

Friday  Night. — Little  sparring  matoh  between  Front  Benches. 
Mr.  G.  and  all  his  merry  men  anxious,  above  all  things,  to  know 
when  Dissolution  will  dawnP  Squibe  of  Malwoob  starts  inquiry. 
Prince  Aethub  interested,  but  ignorant.  Can't  understand  why 
people  should  always  be  talking  aoout  Dissolution.  Here  we  have 
best  of  all  Ministzies,  a  sufficient  majority,  an  excellent  programme* 
and  barely  reached  tiie  month  of  May.  Whv  can't  we  get  on  with 
our  work,  and  cease  indulgence  in  these  wud  imaginings?  Next 
week,  on  Blane's  Motion,  there  will  be  opportunitv  for  Mr.  G.  to 
expUun  his  Home  Rule  scheme.  Let  him  contenteoly  look  forward 
to  pasturing  on  that  joy,  and  not  trouble  his  head  about  indefinite 
details  like  Dissolutions. 

This  speech  the  best  tiling  Prince  Aethub  has  done  nnoe  he  became 
Leader. 

Business  done,— None. 


"  So  young  and  lo 
iniquitous!'* 


SEASONABLE  WEATHER. 

The  sunshine  is  cheerful,  I  '11  call  upon  Stella, 

The  girl  I  am  pledged  to,  and  ask  ner  for  tea. 
It 's  a  summer-suit  day,  I  can  leave  my  umbrella ; 

Mother  Nature  smiles  kindly  on  Stella  and  me. 
With  my  silver-topped  cane,  and  my  boots  (patent  leather). 

My  hat  polished  smoothly,  a  gloss  on  my  hair, 
Tes,  I  think  I  shall  charm  her,  and  as  to  the  weather, 

I  am  safe — the  barometer  points  to  "  Set  Fair." 

So  I  'm  off why,  what's  that  P    Yes,  by  Jove,  there  's  a 

sputter 

Of  rain  on  the  pavement !— the  sunshine  retires ; 
And  I  wish,  oh,  I  wish  that  my  tongue  dared  to  utter 

The  thoughts  that  this  ohangeable  weather  inspires. 
Back,  back  to  my  rooms ;  I  am  drenched  and  disgusted ; 

In  thick  boots  and  an  ulster  I  'U  tempt  it  again ; 
And  accurst  be  the  hour  when  I  fodishlj  trusted 

The  barometer's  index,  which  now  points  to  '*  Rain." 

Well,  I  'U  trudg«  it  on  foot  with  umbrella  and  "  bowler,"— 

My  Stella  thinks  more  of  a  man  than  his  dress. 
I  can  buv  her  some  bonbons  or  gloves  to  console  her. 

Though  I  'm  rigged  like  a  navvy,  she  'U  love  me  no  less. 
Let  the  showers  pour  down,  I  am  dressed  to  deSj  them 

Bad  luck  to  the  rain,  whjr,  it 's  passing  away  I 
The  streets  are  quite  gay  with  the  sunshine  to  dry  them. 

Well,  there,  I  give  up,  and  retire  for  the  day  I 


^  VOTICK — Hc(ieeted  Commnnlcatiens  or  Contribntioas,  whether  K8.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietures  of  any  descxiptioa,  will 
im  BO  ease  be  returned,  aiot  even  when  aecem|Muiiod  by  a  Stamped  and  Addressed  Snvelope,  Cover,  or  Wrapper,  fo  thia  rale 
thara  will  ba  ba  azeantiiiiL 
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CONFESSIONS   OF  A   DUFFER. 

No.  DL— THE  DUFPEB  DEEK^TALKING. 

I  AK  in  faTonr  of  Mr.  Bbtce*s  Access  to  MoantainB  Bill,  and 
of  Croften  who  mav  be  ambitioas  to  coltiTate  the  fertile  slopes  of 
all  the  Bens  in  Scotland.  In  fact,  I  am  in  f ayonr  of  anything  that 
will,  or  may,  interfere  with  the  tedioos  toil  of  Deer-stalking.  Mr. 
Bbtcb's  Bill,  I  am  afraid,  will  do  no  good.  Peonle  want  Access  to 
Mountains  when  they  cannot  get  it ;  when  once  they  can,  they  will 
stay  where  the  beer  is,  and  not  go  padding  the  wet  and  weary  hoof 
through  peat-bon.  over  rocks,  and  along  stapid  and  fatiguing  acdi- 
yities,  rugged  with  heather.  Oh,  preaerre  me  from  Deer-stalking ; 
it  is  a  sport  of  which  I  cherish  only  the  most  sombro  memories. 

They  may  laugh,  and  say  it  was  my  own  fault,  all  my  misfortune 
on  the  stalk,  but  a  feeling  reader  will  admit  that  I  have  meroly  been 
unlu<dcy.  My  first  adyenturo,  or  misadyenture  if  you  like,  was  at 
Cauldkail  Castle,  Lord  GABKBLrKZiE's  pUoe,  which  nad  been  routed 
by  a  man  who  made  a  fortune  in 
patent  corkscrows.  The  house 
was  .protty  nearly  empty,  as 
eyeryone  had  gone  south  for  the 
Leger,  so  it  f eU  to  my  lot  to  go 
out  under  the  orders  of  the  head 
staJker.  He  was  a  man  of  six 
foot  throe,  he  walked  like  that 
giant  of  iron.  Talus  Ms  name 
was,  I  think,  who  used  to  peram- 
bulate the  shores  of  Crote,  an 
early  mythical  coast  -  guard. 
HneH*8  step  on  the  mountain 
was  like  that  of  the  red  deer,  and 
he  had  an  eye  like  the  eagle's  of 
his  natiye  wastes. 

It  was  not  pleasant,  marohing 
beside  Hugh,  and  I  was  often 
anxious  to  sit  down  and  admiro 
the  scenery,  if  he  would  haye  let 
me.  I  had  no  rifle  of  my  own, 
but  one  was  lent  me,  with  all  the 
latest  improyements,  confound 
them!  Well,  we  staggered 
through  marshes,  under  a  blind- 
ing sun,  and  clambered  up  cliff s, 
and  sneaked  in  the  beds  of  bums, 
and  crawled  through  bogs  on  our 
stomachs.  My  only  interyals  of 
roposewero  when  Hugh  lay  down 
on  his  back,  and  exploded  the 
surrounding  rogions  with  his 
field-glass.  Eyen  then  I  was  not 
allowed  to  smoke,  and  while  I  was 
baked  to  a  blister  with  the  sun,  I 
was  wet  through  with  black  peat 
water.  Keyer  a  deer  could  we 
see,  or  could  Hugh  see,  rather, 
for  I  am  short-sighted,  and  cannot 
tell  a  stag  from  a  bracken  bush. 


"  I  had  been  bitten  by  an  Addor.*' 


At  last  Hugh,  who  was  crawling  some  yards  ahead,  in  an  unin- 
teresting plain,  broken  by  a  few  low  rouna  hillocks,  beckoned  to  me 
to  come  on.  I  writhed  up  to  him,  whero  he  lay  on  the  side  of  one 
of  those  mounds,  when  he  put  the  rifle  in  my  hand,  whispering 
"Shoot!" 

'*  Shoot  what  ? ''  said  I,  for  my  head  was  not  yet  aboye  the^crest 
of  the  hillock.  He  only  made  a  gesture,  and  getting  my  eye-^lass 
aboye  the  leyd,  I  saw  quite  a  lot  of  deer,  stags,  and  hinds,  within 
fifty  yards  of  us.  They  wero  interested,  apparontly,  in  a  party  of 
shepherds,  walking  on  a  road  which  crossed  the  moor  at  a  distance, 
and  had  no  thoughts  to  sparo  for  us.  '*  Which  am  I  to  shoot  P  "  I 
idiispered. 

"The  big  one,  him  between  the  two  hinds  to  the  left."  I  took 
deadly  aim,  my  heart  beating  audibly,  like  a  rusty  pump  in  a  dry 
season.  My  hands  wero  shaking  like  aspen  leayes,  but  1  ffot  the 
sight  on  him,  under  his  shoulder,  and  pulled  the  trigger.  Nothing 
happened^  I  pulled  the  trigger  of  me  second  barreL  Nothing 
occurred.  "  Ye  haye  the  safety-bolts  in,"  whispered  Hugh,  and 
he  accommodated  that  portion  of  the  machinery,  which  I  do  not 
understand.  Was  all  this  calculated  to  set  a  man  at  his  ease  ?  1 
took  aim  afroi^,  pulled  the  trigger  again.  Nothmg !  "  Te  'ro  on 
half-cock,"  whii^iered  Hugh,  adding  some  remark  in  Chielic,  which, 
of  course,  I  did  not  understand.  Was  it  my  fault  ?  It  was  not  my 
own  lifle,  I  ropeat,  and  the  hammers,  at  half-cock,  looked  as  high 
as  those  of  my  gun.  full-cocked. 

All  this  oonyersation  had  aroused  the  attention  of  the  deer.  Off 
they  scuttled  at  full  speed,  and  I  sent  a  couple  of  bullets  yaguely 
after  them,  in  the  direction  of  a  small  forest  of  horns  which  went 

y«L.  cox. 


tossing  down  a  glade.  I  don't  think  I  hit  anything,  and  Hugh, 
without  making  any  remark,  took  the  rifle  and  strode  off  in  a  new 
direction.  I  was  nearly  dead  with  fatigue,  I  was  wishing  Mr.  Bbtcb 
and  the  British  Tourist  my  sharo  of  Access  to  Motmtains,  when  we 
reached  the  crown  of  a  bank  aboye  ahum,  which  commanded  a  yiew 
of  an  opposite  slope.  Hugh  wriggled  up  till  his  eyes  wero  on  a  leyel 
with  the  crest,  and  got  his  long  p^lass  out.  After  some  interyal  of 
time,  he  wakened  me,  to  say  that  if  I  snored  like  that,  I  would  not  get 
a  ^ot  Then  he  showed  me,  or  tried  to  show  me.  through  the  glass, 
a  stag  and  three  hinds,  far  off  to  our  right.  I  did  not  see  them,  I 
yery  seldom  see  anything  that  people  point  out  to  me^  but  I  thought 
it  wise  to  humour  him,  and  professed  my  satisfaction.  Was  i  to 
shoot  at  them  P  No,  they  wero  about  half  a  mile  off,  but,  if  I  waited, 
they  would  feed  up  to  us,  so  we  waited,  Hugh  nudging  me  at 
interyals  to  keep  me  awake.  Meanwhile  I  was  practising  aiming  at 
a  distant  rock,  about  the  place  whero  I  expected  to  get  my  shot,  as 
Hugh  instructed  me,  I  thouj^ht  the  wrotched  rifle  was  at  half-cock, 
and  I  aimed  away,  yery  conscientiously,  for  practice.    Prosentiy  the 

rifle  went  off  with  a  bang,  and  I 
saw  the  dust  fly  on  the  stone  I 
had  been  practising  at.  It  had 
not  been  at  half-cock,  after  all ; 
warned  by  my  earlier  misfor- 
tunes, Hugh  had  handed  the 
rifle  to  me  cocked.  The  sUg 
and  the  hinds  wero  in  wild 
rotreat  at  a  considerable  distance. 
I  had  some  difficulty  in  explain- 
ing to  Hugh,  how  this  accident 
had  occurred,  nor  did  he  seem  to 
sharo  my  satisfaction  in  haying 
hit  the  stone,  at  all  eyents. 

We  began  a  difficult  march 
homewards,  we  wero  about  thir- 
teen miles  now  from  Cauldkail 
Castle.  Hugh  still,  from  habit, 
would  sit  down  and  take  a  yiew 
throujgfh  that  jgrlass  of  his.  At 
last  he  shut  it  up,  like  Wel- 
LnrGT05  at  Waterloo,  and  said, 
"  Maybe  ye  'U  be  haying  a  chance 
yet.  Sir."  He  then  be«ran  crawl- 
ing up  a  slope  of  heather,  I 
following,  like  the  Prophet's 
donkey.  He  reached  the  top, 
whence  he  signalled  that  thero 
was  a  shot,  and  pamed  the  rifle 
to  me,  cocked  this  time.  I  took 
it,  put  my  hand  down  in  the 
heather— felt  something  cold  and 
slimy,  then  somethinfjp  astonish- 
ingly sharp  and  painful,  and 
jumped  to  my  feet  with  a  yell ! 
1  had  been  bitten  by  an  adder, 
that  was  all!  Now,  was  ^Aa<  my 
fault?  Hugh  picked  up  the 
rifle,  bowled  oyer  the  stag,  and 
then,  with  some  consideration, 
applied  ammonia  to  my  finger,  and  made  me  swallow  all  the  whiskey 
we  had. 

It  was  a  long  business,  and  Dr.  MACiAyiSH,  who  was  brought 
from  a  hamlet  about  thirty  miles  away,  nearly  gaye  me  up.  My 
arm  was  about  three  feet  in  oircumferonce,  and  I  was  yery  ill 
indeed.  I  haye  not  tried  Deer-stalking  again;  and,  as  I  said,  I 
wish  the  British  Tourist  joy  of  his  Access  to  Mountains. 


EARLY  SPRING. 


Once  moro  the  North-east  wind 
Chills  all  anew. 
And  tips  the  redden'd 

nose 
With  colder  blue ; 
Makes  blackbirds 

hoarse  as  crows. 
And  poets  too. 

The  town  with  nip- 

inng  blasts 
How  wildly  blown ; 
Around  my  hapless 

head 
Loose    tiles    are 

thrown, 
Slates,  chimney-pots,  and  lead 
Of  weight  unknown. 


r 


3fy  tile  and  chimney-pot 

Flies  through  the  air. 
My  eyes  aro  full  of 

dust. 
My  head  is  bare, 
A  state  of  tiungs  that 

must 
Soon  make  me  swear ! 

When  thus  in  early 

Spring 
My  joys  aro  few, 
I  '11  warm  myself  at 

home 
With     "Mountain 

t'^^toNicS^^m'^ 
Or  Timbuctoo. 
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A  STUDIED   INSULT. 


Boa>Offiee  Keeper  ai  the  Imperial  Mueic-HaU  (to  Farmer  Murphy,  who  it  in  Town  /or  the 
Islington  Eone  Show),  "  Box  ob  Two  Stalls,  Sib  f " 


Murphy.  **  What  the  dev'l  d  'tb  icakb  f 

O'  PbOUB  '0B8B8  t      Ox  'LL  HAYB   two    BATB8 

Dhbbbst  as  possiblb,  moind  I " 


D  'tx  taxb  MX  ah'  thx  Missus  fob  a  paib 
IN  the  Dhbbss  Cibclx,  and  lxt  'zx  bxas 


A  BIED  OF  PEEY. 


Thx  Laueate,  seekiiig  Love's  last  law, 
Finds  '*  Natnre  red  in  tooth  and  daw 

With  ravin  " ;  fierce  and  rathless. 
But  Woman  P    Bard  who  so  should  sinfc 
Of  her,  the  sweet  soft-bosomed  thing, 

Would  be  tabooed  as  truthless. 

Yet  what  is  this  she-oreature,  plumed 
And  poised  in  air  ?    Iiis-illumed, 

She  ffleams,  in  borrowed  gloiy, 
A  portent  of  modemity« 
Oiu-marrelling  strangest  i^iantasf 

That  chequered  classio  story. 


Fair-looked  and  winged.    So  Hxsion  drew 
The  legendary  Harpy  crew, 

The  *'  Spoilers  ^  of  old  fable ; 
Maidens,  yet  monsters,  woman-faced, 
With  iron  hearts  that  had  disgraced 

The  slaughterer  of  Abxl. 

ChimsBra  dire  I    The  Sirens  three, 
Ulysses  shunned  were  such  as  she, 

Though  robed  in  simpler  raiment. 
Is  there  no  modem  Nemesis 
To  deal  out  to  such  ghouls  as  this 

Just  destiny's  repayment  P 


0  modish  Moloch  of  the  air  I 
The  eagle  swooping  from  his  lair 

On  bird-world's  lesser  creatures. 
Is  spoiler  less  intent  to  slay 
Than*this  unsparing  Bird  of  Prey, 

With  Woman's  form  and  features. 

WomanlP    We  know  her  slavish  thrall 
To  the  strange  sway  despotical 

Oi  that  strong  fi^ent,  Fashion ; 
But  is  there  nought  in  Mm  to  move 
The  being  bom  for  grace  and  love 

To  shamed  rebellious  passion  P 

'Tis  a  she-shape  by  Mode  arrayed ! 
The  dove  that  coos  in  verdant  shade. 

The  lark  that  shrills  in  ether,  , 

The  humming-bird  with  jewelled  wings,— 
Ten  thousand  tiny  songful  things 

Have  lent  her  plume  and  feather. 

They  die  in  hordes  that  she  may  fly, 
A  glittering  horror,  through  the  sky. 

Their  voices,  hushed  in  anguish, 
Find  no  soft  echoes  in  her  ears, 
Or  the  vile  trade  in  pangs  and  f  esrs 

Her  whims  support  would  languish. 

What  cares  she  that  those  wings  were  tom 
From  shuddering  things,  of  plumage  shorn 

To  make  her  plumes  imposing  r 
That  when—for  Aer— Urd-mothers  die, 
Their  broods-in  long-drawn  agony 

Their  eyes— for  A«r— are  closing  P 

What  cares  she  that  the  woods,  bereft 
Of  feathered  dMiizens,  are  left 

To  swarming  insect  scourges  P 
On  Woman's  heart,  when  once  made  hard 
By  Fashion,  Pity's  gentlest  bard 

Love*s  plea  all  vainly  urges. 

A  Harpy,  she.  a  Bird  of  Prey, 
Who  on  her  slaughtering  skyey  way, 

Beak-striketn  and  olaw-clutcheth. 
But  Ladies  who  own  not  her  sway, 
WiU  vou  not  lift  white  hands  to  stay 
The  shameless  slaughter  which  to-day 

Your  sex's  honour  toucheth  P 


THE  SETEH  AGES  OF  WOKAH. 

(As  Sir  James  Cfriehton  Browne  seems 
propheticcUly  to  see  them,) 

Wohak's  world 's  a  stage, 
Ajid  modem  women  will  be  iU-cast  layers ; 
Fhey  'U  have  new  exits  and  strange  entnnces. 
And  one  She  will  play  many  mamiish  (arts. 
And  these  her  Seven  Ages.    First  the  infant 
'*  Grinding  "  and  '*  sapping  "  in  its  mother's 

arms. 
And  then  the  pinched  High-Sohod  girl,  with 

packed  satchel. 
And  worn  anaemic  face,  oreemng  like  orij 
Short-sightedly  to  sohooL    Then  the  *' 

lover," 

Mouthing  out  Ibskk,  or  some  cynic  ballad 
Made  against  matrimony.    Then  a  spouter, 
Full  of  long  words  and  windy ;  a  wire-puller. 
Jealous  of  office,  fond  of  i^dorm-jposing, 
Seeking  that  bubble  She-enfranchisement 
E'en  witii  abusive  mouth.     Then  County- 
Councillor, 
Her  meagre  bosom  shrunk  and  harshly  Uned, 
Full  of  ^*  land-laws"  and  *' unearned  in- 
crement " : 
Or  playing  M.P.  jpart.    The  sixth  age  shifts 
Into  the  withered  sour  She-pantaloon, 
With  spectacles  on  nose  and^*  €^amp  "  at  side. 
Her  azure  hose,  weU-damed,  a  world  too  wide 
For  her  shrunk  shanks;   her  once  sweet 

woman's  voice, 
Veijuioed  to  Yirgin-vinegarishness, 
Grates  harshly  in  its  sound.  Lastsoeneof  all. 
That  ends  this  strange  new-fangled  history. 
Is  sheer  unwomanliness,  mere  sex-negation— 
Sans  love,  sans  charm,  sans  grace,  tans  every- 
thing. 
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[Despite  the  laudable  endeavoun  of  "The  Society  for  the  Protection  of 
Birds,''  the  harpy  Fashion  appears  still,  and  even  increasingly,  to  make 
endless  holocausts  of  small  fowl  for  the  furnishing  forth  of  "feather  trim- 
mings "  for  the  fair  sex.  We  are  told  that  to  obtain  the  delicate  and 
beautiful  spiral  plume  called  the  "Osprey,"  the  old  birds  "are  killed  off 
in  scores,  while  employed  in  feeding  their  yonn^,  who  are  left  to  starve  to 
death  in  their  nests  hynundreds.  Tneir  dying  ones  are  described  as  "  heart- 
rending."    But  they  evidently  do  not  rend  the  hearts  of  our  £uhionable 


A   BIRD   OF   PREY. 

ladies,  or  induce  them  to  rend 


their  much-beplumed  garments.  Thirty 
thousand  black  partridges  have  been  killed  in  certain  Induin  provinces  in  a 
few  days'  time  to  supply  the  European  demand  for  their  skins.  One  dealer 
in  London  is  said  to  luive  received,  as  a  single  consignment,  32,000  dead 
humming-birds,  80,000  aquatic  birds,  and  800,000  pairs  of  vriagB.  We  are 
told  too  that  often  "  after  the  birds  are  shot  down,  the  wings  are  wrenched  off 
during  life,  and  the  mangled  bird  is  left  to  die  slowly  of  wounds,  thirst, 
and  starvation.'*] Digitized  by  VjOVJ^^H. 
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ART   IN  THE   CITY. 

(A  Sketch  in  the  Corporation  Gaihry  at  the  Guildhall,) 

The  GaUery  is  crowded^  and  there  u  the  jteeultar  buzz  in  the  air 
that  denotes  popular  interest  and  curumty.  The  mqfority  of  the 
visitors  are  of  the  feminine  sex,  and  appear  to  have  come  up 
from  semi'detachea  villas  in  the  leu  fashionable  suburbs ;  hut 
there  is  also  a  sprinkling  of  smart  and  Superior  Persons,  pros^ 
perous  City  Merchants,  who  regard  pictures  with  respect,  as  a 
paying  investment,  young  CommereuU  Men,  whose  feeling  for 
Art  IS  not  precis^  passionate^  hut  who  have  turned  in  to  pass 
the  time,  and  because  the  Exhibition  is  gratuitous,  earnest 
Youths  with  long  hair,  soft  hats,  and  caped  ulsters,  ^c,  S^c, 

Befoks  Dklasochb's  ''Dbowkxd  Makttb.'' 

First  Villa  Resident  {appreciatively),  Suoh  a  death-like  expres- 
sion, isn't  it  F 

Second  Ditto,  Ditto.  Yes,  indeed! 
And  how  beantiiully  her  halo 's  done  I 

Third  Ditto,  Ditto,  Will  those 
two  men  on  the  bank  be  the  exeou- 
tioners,  should  yon  think  P 

Fw4rth  Ditto,  Ditto  (doubtfully). 
It  says  in  the  Catalogrne  that  mey 're 
two  Christians. 

An  Intelligent  Child.  Then  why 
don't  they  jump  in  and  poll  her  out. 
Mother  ?         [The  Child  is  reproved. 

A  Lanauid  Young  Lady,  IJS  that 
intended  for  Opheliah  f 
[The  rest  regard  her  with  shocked 

disapproval,  mingled  with  pity, 

before  p<issing  on. 

Befobe  Holl's  '*  Fathsblbss 
Family." 

First  Matter  '  of  -  Fact  Person. 
They;'re  just  come  back  from  the 
f  aneral,  I  expect. 

Second  Ditto,  Ditto.  I  shouldn't 
wonder.  (Feels  bound  to  show  that 
she  too  can  be  observant.)  Yes,  they 're 
all  in  mourning— even  the  servant. 
Do  YOU  see  the  black  ribbon  in  her 
cap  P    Ido  like  that. 

An  Irrelevant  Person,  It 's  just  a 
little  melancholy,  though,  don^t  you 
think  P  —  which  reminds  me  —  how 
much  did  you  say  that  jet  trimming 
was  a  yard— nine  pence  three-far- 
things? 

Mer  Friend.  Nine  pence  half  penny 
at  the  shop  in  St.  Paul's  Churchyara. 
The  child  has  her  frock  open  at  the 
top  behind,  you  see — evidently  a  poor 
family  I 

The  L  P.  Yes,  and  the  workbasket 
with  the  reels  of  cotton  and  alL 
[  Looking  suddenly  down. )  Don't  you 
call  this  a  handsome  carpet  P 

A    Frivolous   Frenchman    (fresh 

from  *  The  Casual  Ward'  and'  The 

Martyr*  to  his  companion),  Tenez, 

mon  cher,  encore  des  choses  gaies ! 

[He  passes  on  with  a  shrug."] 

A  Good  Young  Man  with  a  train  of  three  Maiden  Aunts  in  tow 
[halting  them  before  a  picture  of  SiB  J.  Noel  Paton's).  Now  you 
}ught  to  look  at  this  one.  i 

[They  inspect  it  with  docility.    It  represents  a  Knight  in  armour  . 
riding  through  a  forest  and  surrounded  by  seductive  Wood-nymphs. , 

First  Maiden  Aunt.  Is  that  a  guitar  one  of  those  girls  is  playing, 
)r  what  P  •  I 

Second  Ditto,  Ditto.  A  mandolin  more  likely ;  it  looks  like  mother- 
)' -pearl — is  it  supposed  to  be  King  Aethitr,  and  are  they  fairies  or , 
ingels,  RoBEBT  r  i 

The  O.  Y.  M.  (a  Utile  at  sea  himself).  *'  Oskold  and  the  ElU- 
miids**  the  title  is.  1 

Third  Aunt.  Scolding  the  Elements !  Who  *«  scolding  them,  I 
Robert  ? 

Robert  (in  her  ear).  "  Oskold  and  the  EUi-msi^X "  it 's  a  Scandi- 
%avian  l^end.  Aunt  Tabitha. 

Aunt  Tabitha  (severely).  Then  it's  a  pity  they  can't  find  better 
lubjects  to  paint,  in  miy  opinion  I  (They  move  on  to  Mr.  Petiib's 
'  Musician.^  Dear  me,  that  young  man  looks  dreadfully  pooriy, 
0  be  sure ! 


Hobert  (loudly).  He 's  not  poorly,  Aunt ;  he 's  a  Musidan—hels 
supposed  to  be  (quoting  from  Catalogue)  **  tninking  out  a  composi- 
tion, imagining  an  orohestral  effect,  with  the  oooasional  help  A  an 
organ." 

First  Aunt.  I  see  the  organ  plain  enough— but  where 's  the 
orchestral  effect  P 

Robert.  Well,  you  wouldn't  see  that^  you  know,  he  only  imagines  it 

Second  Aunt.  Oh,  yes,  I  see.  Subject  to  delusions,  poor  man !  I 
thought  he  looked  as  it  he  wanted  someone  to  look  after  him. 

Ikrst  Loyal  Old  Lady  (reading  from  Catalogue).  ''  No.  35.  'Lent 
by  Her  Majesty  the  Queev." 

Second  Ditto,  Ditto,  Lent  by  Her  MAJBfiTT,  my  dear  I  Oh,  I  don't 
want  to  miss  ^Aa^— which  is  it— where  P 
[She  prepares  herself  to  regard  it  with  a  special  and  reverent  interest, 

Amoito  the  Pbs-Raphaelite  Paintebs. 
Matter -of- Fact  Person  (to  her  Irrelevant  Friend).   Here's  a 
Millais,  you  see.    Ophelia  drowning 
herself. 

The  Irrelevant  Friend  (who  doeenH 
approve  of  suicide).  Yea,  dear,  verr 
peculiar— but  I  don't  quite  like  it,  I 
must  say.  Do  you  remember 
whether  I  told  Sabah  to  put  out  the 
fiddle-pattern  forks  and  the  best 
ometstand  before  I  came  away? 
Dear  Mr.  HoioaTOir  is  ooming  in  to 
supper  to-night,  and  I  want  every- 
thing to  be  nice  for  him. 

The  Oood  Young  Man,  There's 
Ophelia  again,  you  aee,  (Searches  for 
an  appropriate  remark,)  She — an — 
evidently   tmderstood    the    art    of 


First  AusU,  She  looks  almost  too 
eon^ortable  in  the  water.  /  think. 
Her  mouth's  open,  as  it  she  was 


'*  Earnest  youths  with  long  hair." 


Second  Aunt  (extenuatinglyy 
but  those  wild  roses  are  very  natu- 
rally done— and  so  are  her  teeth. 

A  Discriminating  Person.  I  like  it 
allbutthe>l^r«. 

A  Well-Iftformed Person,  There's 
the  '*  Dream  of  Dante,''  d'ye  see  P 
No  mistaking  tne  figure  of  Dartb. 
Here  he  is,  down  below,  having  his 
dream  — that's  the  dream  in  that 
cloud- and  up  above  you  get  the 
dream  done  life-size— queer  sort  of 
idea,  iBD't  it  ? 

A  Pimdermts  Fer$on  {^nding  A«m- 
stif  in  front  nf  *  *  The  VaUoflC^  "). 
Hii !— what  are  those  two  Nuns  uptoP 

I/m  Compomon*  Digging  their  own 
graves,  I  ttiink* 

The  Pond,   P.   (with  a   »ujfreme 
mental  effi^rt).  Oh,  Crtmatiim,  eh  P 
[fMir*  ti«/,  tvfuriving  that  he  has 
fnerific**d  at  the  »hrine  af  Art 
sufficiently  for  one  afternoon. 

Young  Discount  (to  Young  Tubh- 
OTKBL—iefore  **  Ctaudio  mid  Isa- 
bella**), Something  out  of  Ssak- 
8FEABE  here,  you  see. 

Young  Turnover,  Yairss.  (Oiring 

—        t  he? 


Claudio  a  perfunctory  attention.)  Wants  his  hair  raking,  don' 
Not  much  in  my  line,  this  sort  or  subject. 

Young  Disc.  Nor  yet  mine— takes  too  much  time  maldng  it  out, 
y'know.  This  ain't  bad—"  Venetian  Washerwomen  "—is  that  the 
way  they  get  up  Hnen  over  there  P 

Young  Turn,  (who  has  **done**  Holy)  Pretty  much.  (By  way  of 
excuse  for  them.)  They  're  very  alfresco  out  in  those  parts,  ^  know. 
Here  's  a  Market-place  in  Italy,  next  to  it  Yes,  that's  just  like 
they  are.  They  bring  out  dl  those  old  umbrellas  and  stalls  and 
baskets  twice  a-week,  uid  dear  'em  all  off  again  next  day,  so  that 
you  'd  hardier  know  they  'd  been  there  I 

Young  Disc,  (intelligently),  I  see.    After  Yarmouth  style. 

Young  Turn.  Well,  something  that  way— only  rather  different 
style,  y'  know. 

BxFOBB  "  The  Hugxtefot." 

An  Appreciative  Ladu,  Ah  I  yes,  it  is  wonderfully  painted!  Jsn'^ 
it  lovely  the  wav  that  agured  suk  is  done  P   You  can  hardly  tell  it 
isn't  real,  and  the  plush  ooat  he  's  wearing ;  suoh  an  exquisite  shade 
of  violet,  and  the  ivy-leaves,  and  the  nasturtiums  and  the  jold  red.  ,> 
DigitizQd  b),r\  jt JTJV^Lic 
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hriok;  7e6,;it  's  very  beantifal— and  yet,  do  you  laioiw,i(meditaiivelj/) 
I  almost  think  it 's  prettier  in  the  engravings  ! 

Befobb  the  BlTBIfE-JoirESSS. 

AFianeS.  Thi8i0the*'7F%««/o/J^or^tifie,"£]aLT,yon8ee.(i2Mid!9.) 
'*  Sod,  but  inexorable,  the  fateful  figure  turns  the  wheel.  The  soeptrea 
Kinff,  onoe  uppermost,  is  now  beneath  Mb  Slaye.  .  .  .  while  beneath 
the  xLinff  is  seen  the  laurelled  head  of  the  Poet." 

Sis  Fianeie  {ttho  would  be  charming  if  she  toauld  not  trV'-^gainH 
Kature--to  bejfunny).  It's  a  kindcMt  giddy-gro-round  then,  I  sup- 
pose: or  is  it  BvBKE-JoKB8*s  idea  of  a  reyolution— don't  you  see— 
revolving  f 

Fianc^  (irAo  makes  a  practice — even  already—of  discouraging 
these  sallies).  It 's  only  an  allegorioal  way  of  representing  that  the 
SlaTe's  turn  has  come  to  triumph. 

FianeSe,  Well,  I  don't  see  that  he  has  muoh  to  triumph  about— 
he 's  tied  on  like  the  rest  of  them,  and  it  must  be  just  as  unoomfort- 
able  on  the  top  of  that  wheel  as  the  bottom. 

[JTer  Fianc^  reeoanises  that  allegory  is  thrown  away  upon  her,  and 
proposes  to  take  her  into  the  Hall  and  show  her  Gog  and  Mapog. 

A  Niece  (to  an  Impenetrable  Relative — whom  she  plants,  idee  a 
heavy  piece  of  ordnance,  in  front  of  a  particular  canvas).  There, 
Aunt,  what  do  you  think  of  that  now? 

The  Aunt  [after  solemnly  staring  at  it  with  a  conscientious  effort 
to  take  it  in).  Well,  my  dear,  1  must  say  it— it's  very  'ighly 
yarmshed.  [She  is  taken  home  as  hopeless, 

COURT   CARDS. 

A  BPLSHDn)  hand  is  just  now  held  by  Mr.  Abthue  Chttdlxigh, 
Sole  Lessee  and  Manager  of  the  Court  Theatre.  Full  of  trumps, 
honours  and  odd  tricks.  A  perfect  entertainment  in  three  pieces. 
You  pay  your  money  and  you  take  your  choice.  Tou  can  come  in  at 
8*15  and  flee  The  New  Sub,  by  Bxtvotjb  Hicks  (Brayyo,  'IcksI  and 
may  your  success  be  HiokstraOTdinary !)  or  at  9*15  for  W.  o.  Oilbebt'b 
Jtosencrantz  and  OuUdenstem,  or  at  10  for  A  Pantomime  Rehearsal, 
which*  as  I  remarked  long^  ago  on  seeing  it  for  the  first  time,  might 
last  for  oyer  if  only  Judiciously  refreshed,  say  once  in  eyery  three 
months,  and  on  this  plan  it  might  continue  until  it  should  be  played 
in  1992  by  the  great -great -grandchildren  of  the  members  of  the 
present  company. 

There  is  one  (marming  line  in  the  biU— a  bill  which,  on  account  of 
its  colour^  must  be  **  taken  as  red  " — not  to  be  missed  bjr  yisitors. 
It  comes  immediately  after  the  cast  of  The  New  Sub :  it  is  this, — 
**  The  Uniforms  by  Messrs.  Nathan,  Coventry  Street,"  It  has  a 
line  all  to  itself,  which  is,  most  appropriately,  *  *  a  thin  red  line."  Now 

the  officers  in  the  programme  are  giyen  as  belonging  to  the  " 

shire  Regiment"  t.e,,  filankshire  Regiment,  but  as  they  are  aU 
wearing  the  Nathan  uniform,  why  not  describe  them  as  officers  ot 


Two  Trumps. 
Brandon  Thomas  plays  the  King.  Gertrude  Queen-snd-Kingston. 

the  Nathanshire  RegunentP  Perhaps  such  a  title  might  be  more 
sugj^estiye  of  Shenirs  Officers  than  of  those  belonging  to  Her 
M^esty's  Army;  yet,  as  these  valiant  Dramatis  Person^e  are 
ayowedly  wearing  Nathah's  uniform  (which  may  they  neyer. 
neyer  disgrace !)  why  shoold  they  not  bear  the  proud  title  of 
"The First  lU^al  Coyentry  Street  Coetomiers"?  Let  those  most 
ooncemed  see  to  it :  our  adyioe  is  gratis,  and,  at  that  price,  yaluable. 
9*15.    Ros0¥wrantz  and  Ouildenstem,    Excellent  piece  of  genuine 


fun.  If  Mr.  W.  8.  Gilbbbt  oould  be  induced  to  add  to  it,  I  am  sure  it 
would  stand  an  extension  of  ten  minutes  to  allow  Hamlet  to  return 
and  haye  a  grand  oombat  with  the  King,  and  then  for  all  the 
characters  to  be  poisoned  by  mistake,  and  so  to  end  happily. 

To  eyeryone  who  does  not  look  upon  Shakspsaeb^s  work  as  '*  Holy 
Writ,"  the  guiestion  must  haye  occurred^  why  did  the  Diyine  Wil- 
LiAics  put  his  excellent  roles  and  regulations  for  play-actors  into  the 
mouth  of  a  noble  amateur  addressing  distinguished  members  ol**the 
Profession  "  ?  Imagine  some  i^^al  or  noble  personage  telling  Henby 
iBynro  how  to  play  Cardinal  Wolsey.cir  instructing  Sir  Fredebick 
Leiohton  in  painting,  ortelling  J.  L.  Toole  how  to  *^get  his  laughs  "I 
Probably  actor  and  artist  would  Hsten  in  courtier-like  silence  to  the 
illustrious  lecturer,  just  as  Shaxspbabs  makes  his  players  behaye 
when  Hamlet  is  fayouring  them  with  his  yiews  on  the  histrionic 


An  Awfiil  Moment  of  Suipeme.  Miles.  May,  Chriitine,  Ellaline,  and  Decima 
implore  Lord  Arthur  Groatnes  not  to  throw  up  the  part.  He  cannot 
refuse  them ;  il  m'om  paa. 

art.  In  Mr.  Gilbert's  skit  the  leading  Player  makes  a  neat  retort, 
and  completely  shuts  up  Hamlet,  —  who^  being  mad,  deseryes  to  be 
'*  shut  up," — much  to  the  delight  of  King  and  Court.  But,  the 
question  remains,  why  did  Shakspbare  eyer  put  this  speech  to  the 
players  in  Hamlefs  mouth  P  My  theory  is,  that  he  did  not  want 
BUBBAOE  to  play  the  part,  but  couldn't  help  himself,  and  so,  out 
of  pure  reyenge.  he  introduoed  this  speech  in  which  he  makes 
BuBBAOB  himseli  condemn  all  his  own  faults.  Later  on  the  Queen 
describes  Hamlet  as  **  fat  and  seant  of  breath,"  which  certainly  was 
not  the  author's  ideal  Prince  of  Denmark ;  and  this  is  eyidently  inter- 
polated as  **a  nasty  one"  for  Bubbaob.  At  the  Court  Theatre  the 
skit  is  capitally  played  all  round,  though  I  oonfess  I  should  haye 
preferred  seeing  Hamlet  made  up  as  a  sort  of  fat  and  flabby  Chad- 
6anif  puffing  and  wheezing,— an  expression,  by  the  way,  that  suggests 
another  excellent  performer  in  this  part,  namely.  Mr.  Hebmanit 
WHBEznr',  who  might  be  induced  to  appear  after  a  lot  of  *'  puffin'." 
Finally.  A  Pantomime  Rehearsal  is  still  about  the  yery  funniest 
thing  to  DO  seen  in  any  London  Theatre  at  the  present  time.  The 
ladies  are,  all  of  them,  as  tiie  old  gentleman  in  Pink  Dominoes  used 
to  say,  "  Pretty  dears  I "  They  dance  oharminffly,  especially  Miss 
ELLAinm  TEBBI88  and  Miss  Decixa  Moobe,  wnose  two  duets  and 
character-dances  are  things  of  joy  for  eyer.  The  representatiye  of 
Jack  Deedes,  Barrister-at-Law  and  Gifted  Author,  is  Littlb  and 
good,  and  the  seryioes  of  Mr.  Dbatcott  as  the  Lime-light  Comedian 
axe  inyaluable.  Weedoit  OBoesiOTH  and  Bbavboh  Thoxas  are 
better  thui  eyer :  their  duet  is  immense,  but  their  oombat  is  too 
short.  Why  not  introduce  a  Corsiean  Brothers  duel  P  The  music, 
by  Mr.  Edwabd  Jokes,  is  thoroughly  appropriate  and  yery  oatohing. 
By  the  way,  one  of  the  songs  most  enoored  goes  with  the  exquiBitely 
sensible  and  touohinff  refrain  of  "  Diddle  doddle  diddle  chip  diop 
oho  choorial  li  lay,''  which  was  enormously  popular  about  thirty 
years  ago  when  it  was  sung  at  EyAirs's  by  Bam  Cowell,  and  by 
Chablbs  Youiro  as  Dido  on  the  stage  of  the  St.  James's  Theatre. 
Odd  this  I  The  air  has  been  a  bit  altered,  but  I  thought  that  oomic 
songs  once  out  of  date  were  dead  and  done  for.  The  success  of  this 
is  proof  to  the  oontrary.  Will  **  Ta-ra-ra-boom"  achieye  a  second 
sucoeas  in  1922  P  Perhaps.  A  capital  entertainment,  whieh  has 
caught  on  at  the  Court,  says 
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Mr.  BUI.  And  thonrh 
he  seems  coeksnre  tne 
Gen'l  Election  he'll 
win, 

Mayhe  if  he's  ofi<  to  me 
always,  he  may  not 
gret  in  !  [ExeutU, 

Grand  Old  Votee  {with- 
in). Looknastyl  Now 
have  I  done  wisely  this 
time — on  reflection  P 

One  must  be  so  oaiefol — 
•*  in  view  of  the  Gene- 
ral Election! " 


DRAWING-ROOM    INANITIES. 

Skf.  **No,  bow't  pit  therk.  Mil  SPLOsnmit— tqat 'a  my  Uolt  SidkI" 
fft  {imshing  to  pUas^).   **Well — a — really— I  pon*t  f*EE  any  Dikfeiiikcb  ! 


"NOT  AT  HOME  I" 

(A  Ihwlogue  on  a  Doordep,) 

BCKSIL—The  O.  0. 3f.'«  front  door.  Two  ex- 
pectant callers^  £ioht-Hox7B8  Bill  and 
Miss  SabahSuffbaos,  in  tore  disappoint- 
ment  and  some  disgusty  interlocute : — 

Mr.  Bill  {sardonically).  You  too  P  Ah !  he 
ain't  no  respecter  of  possons,  he  ain*t ! 
3n$$  Sarah  {tartly).  Well,  this  tries  the 
temper  of  eyen  a  Suffrage  she-saint. 
I  did  think,  —  but  there,  you  cannot  trust 
Men— CTen  Grand  Old  Ones! 
Mr.  Bill.  Trustt    Them  as  do  trust  Party 
Leaders  are  generally  sold  ones. 
It  don't  a  mite  matter  whtch  side. 

Miss  Sarah,  Well,  as  far  as  I  see. 

The  other  side  shows  the  most  signs,  Bell,  ot 

f ayouring  Me ! 
I  'm  sure  Mister  Balfotjb  was  awfully  oiyil 
and  nice. 
Mr.  Bill.  Tou  won't  trust  Prince  Abthub 

too  far,  ifyou  'U  take  my  adyice. 
Miss  Sarah.  Well,  no.— but  I  should  like 
to  pay  out— the  other.    Ah.  drat  him ! 
I  'd  oomb  his  scant  wool,  the  old  fox,  could  I 
only  get  at  him. 


/  'd  pamphlet  the  wily  old  word-ipinneri 

Mr*  B%IL  Ah  1  I '  ve  no  doubt ; 

But  wot  can  we  do  when  hiA  floukey  assures 
us  he  ^s  oat  F 
Miss  Sarah,  We  're  out,  anyhow. 
Mr.  Bill.  Ah  I   you  see   you  ain't  nerer 
got  tit. 
But  me,  his  old  pardner  and  pall    It's  a 

shame,  and  a  sin ! 
He  'b  throwed  lots  of  oold  water  of  late.    I 

am  blowed  if  I  likes 
His  wobbleyfied  yiews   about  Payment  of 

Members,  and  Strikes. 
And  then  that  Hood  bigness  I  Long  rigmarole 

— cheered!by  the  Tories  I 
I  fear  it 's  all  Ikybod  now  with  our  G.  0.  M.'s 
glories. 
Miss  Suffrage.  I  neyer  quite  liked  him— at 
heart   Mrs.  Fawcbtt.  she  warned  me. 
Mr.  Bill.  Well,  now,  I  d^loTC  him  I   You 
see,  he  so  buttered  and  yarned  me ; 
And  now— he  won't  see  met    0  Willtum, 
I  cam't  understand  it. 
Miss  Suffrage,  I 'ye  asked  him  politely  this 
time.  P'raps  next  time  I  'If  demand  it. 
Unsex  me  P    Aha  I    1  am  willing  to  wager 

Stonehenge 
To  a  pebble,  when  oanyassing  's  wanted,  I  '11 
haye  my  reyenge  I 


RECOLLECTIONS  OF 
(COCKNEY)"  ARABIAN  ** 
DAYS  AND  NICHT8. 

[Mr.  MoNTAOV  Williams, 
Q.C.,  if  about  to  publiih,  in 
the  pages  of  Household  Words^ 
a  aeriet  of  descriptiTe  articles, 
j^mbodying  his  more  than  Wel- 
lerishly  '*  extensire  and  pecu- 
liar'* knowled^  of  London, 
and  entitled  "  Sound  London, 
Down  East,  Up  West"] 
When  the  breeze  of  ro- 
mance in  my  youth 

blew  free, 
'  A  Welcome  Guest "  I  was 

wont  to  see. 
It  was  a  right  good  time 

with  me,  [time. 

A  joyful,  book-deyouring 

Far  aoout  London  I  was 

borne, 
Fr^m  night  to  night,  from 

mom  to  mom  \ 
From  Street  to  Park,  from 

Tower  to  Dock. 
I  was  conyeyed   **  Twice 

Round  the  Clock." 
Tme  Sala-ite  was  I  fmd 

sworn,  [prime 

For  it  was  in  the  golden 

Of  graphic  GsoBes  Av- 

GU8TT78: 

And  now  I  find  me  reyel- 

ling  through 
A  magazine  of  saffron  hue. 
Called  "  SakCs  Journal;' 

and  I  swim 
Once    more  in    London's 

rushing  tide. 
Piloted  as  of  old  by  him 
Though  "  London  Up  to  Date."  With  pride, 
I  own  I  hare  a  g^oodly  time. 
For  still  it  iM^ems  the  golden  prime 
Oi  graphic  G£0BOB  Avoumus. 

But  many  another  since  my  youth; 

The  streets  of  Babylon  hath  trod. 

With  a  statistic  measuring-rod. 

Or  philanthropic  gauffc.    In  sooth 

There  was  Geobob  fines,  there  is  Charles 

Booth. 
We  now  search  out  the  Social  Tmth ; 
A  goodly  plan,  in  the  old  time  ^ 
Foreshadowed  in  the  golden  prime 
Of  worthy  Hebbt  Mathew. 

Now  London  Labour,  London  Poor, 

Occupy  pen  and  pencil  more 

Than  Pictures  in  the  Passing  Show 

Of  the  Immense  Metropolis. 

And  few  haye  knowledge  such  as  his, 

(The  great  Q.C.,  the  worthy  Beak !) 

Of  modem  Babylon,  high  and  low ; 

And  so  shall  I  with  interest  seek 

These  psges,  full  of  interest, 

**  Bound  London^   Down    Ba$t,    and   Up 
West," 
True  picture  of  the  present  time, 
Drawn  for  us  by  the  pencil  prime 
Of  good  Mqntaqu 
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AN   OVER--EXTENDED    FRANCHISE. 

{The  Badieai  Chrocer  hasjugt  hun  elected  County  CouneiUar,) 

My  Lady  {to  her  pet  protigie),  "Pray  whox  did  toub  Husband  vote  for?" 
Martha  Stubhs.  •*!  don't  know,  my  Lady." 
My  Lady.  ''But  surely  your  Husband  told  you?" 
Martha  Stiihbs,  "  He  doesn't  know  bimbelf,  my  Lady.    He  'b  such  a  poor 
Ignorant  Creature  ! " 


BURNING  WORDS. 

{From  a  Working  Man,) 

[**How  many  of  you  men  would  contribute  to  a  Working 
Men*t  Fund  the  ihilling  yon  put  on  Onn/,  who.  by  the  way,  I 
am  toiTT  to  lee  wai  not  poiaoned  to  death.**— JCr.  John  Bums 
in  the  Fark,] 

Look  *eie,  John,  you  stow  it;  toq  *re  nnti  on  the  Bpoatin' ; 

I  don't  mind  a  man  as  can  'olkr  a  bit ; 
And  if  shillingB  are  goin*,  I  'd  back  you  for  Bh<nitin\ 

Thoogh  yonr  ^ame  'b  an  Aunt  Sally,  ail  mi  ss  nnd  no  'it. 
But  the  bloBtenn'  chap  as  keep^}  noggin*  tbe  boys  on 

To  fiffht  and  get  beat  all  for  nothmg^  'a  an  aas. 
And  I  'in  certain  o'  this,  that  tbe  wiiat  kind  o'  poison 

Is  the  Btoff  as  yon  fellerB  'ave  lots  of— that 's  gas  I 

What  'b  Orme  done  to  yon  ?    'J?  can't  'elp  a  core  bettin'. 

To  get  at  'im  for  that  is  a  trifle  too  warm. 
AndjpoiBonin'  racers  ain't  my  kind  o'  yettin'. 

I  likcB  a  good  'orse.  so  'ere 's  'ealth  to  old  Orme. 
Take  a  bolns  Yonrseli,  it  miffht  stop  you  from  roarin' ; 

There 's  notnin'  like  tmn:  these  games  on  yourself ! 
And  I  'U  throw  Bsnnt  TiLLEm  and  one  or  two  more  in, 

Just  to  lay  the  whole  lot  o'  you  up  on  the  shelf. 

Ben  Tilleit  talks  big  of  a  mind  that's  a  sewer ; 

Well,  'e  knows  what  it  is,  for  I  '11  lay  'e  's  bin  there. 
And  you  'd  make  a  'orse  into  oat'smeat  on  skewer. 

My  eye^  but  just  ain't  you  a  nice-spoken  pair  I 
/ain't  gom'  to  foUer  you  two  like  a  shadder. 

Your 'eads  is  a  darned  sight  too  swelled  up  with  brag. 
If  you  don't  want  to  bust  and  go  pop  like  a  bladder, 

Why  you  'd  best  take  my  tip— put  'em  both  in  a  bag. 

8o  ta-ta.  Jomr.    I  ain't  the  least  wish  to  offend  you, 
But  plain  words  to  fellers  like  you  is  the  best. 

If  they  'd  give  me  mv  way,  why  I  'd  jolly  soon  end  you, 
Beard,  blather  ana  all;  you're  no  more  than  a  prat. 

I  can  %ht  and  take  knockB,  and  I'll  stand  by  my  folk, 

I  'U  'elp  them  as  'dps  me  with  whateyer  I  earns ; 
But  I 'ye  this  for  your  pipe,  if  you're  wantin'  a  smoke. 
Sir,— 
I  ain't  one  for  poiBon,  nor  yet  for  John  Burns  ! 


"  Murder  dt  Jest." — ^Is  it  not  an  extraordinary  plea 
on  behalf  of  a  person  under  sentence  of  death  for  muraer, 
that,  like  Ib8BN*8  heroine,  **  she  had  neyer  been  able  to 
take  life  in  earnest?"  Surely  it  should  be  added  that 
"  when  she  took  somebody  else's  life  she  did  take  it  yery 
much  in  earnest" 


POPULAR  SONGS  RE-SUNG. 

WBrmro  of  the  brilliant  Boanerges  of  the 
Liberal  Party,  the  Titnes  says:— *'^Sir  WiL- 
LiAX  is  the  strangest  stimulant  known  to  the 
Gladstonian  wire-pullers,  and  his  appearance 
is  always  an  indication  that  the  yitid  ener- 
gies of  the  patient  are  low.  It  iB  well  under- 
stood that  ms  proper  place  is  by  his  own 
fireside,  and  that  his  true  function  is  to 
eydye  mgrams  and  couBtruct  original  sys. 
terns  of  finance  in  that  calm  retreat. .  • .  But 
wheneyer  they  feel  particularly  downcast 
tad  unhappy,  they  break  in  unon  his  fecund 
meditations,  and  get  him  to  nre  off  a  rays- 
terin^  speech." 

This  affectionate  and  admiring  tribute 
from  the  Thunderer  to  its  old  fayourite  con- 
tributor "HiSTORicuB,"  is  worthy  of  cele- 
brating in  deathless  yerse*  How  well  a 
dithyramb  on  the  subject  would  go  to  a 
certain  popukr  tune  I    As  thus : — 

No.  Vni.-GET  YOUR  HARCOURTI 

Air— "flW  your  Hair  Out/" 

'TwouLD  serye  them  right  if  neyer  I  came 

From  my  own  fireaide  again  I 
The  way  ihe  **  Thunderer^'  cuts  me  up 

Is  yixenish— as  yain. 
I  was  bom  an  Opportunist, 

In  a  general  sort  of  way, 
But  it 's  really  yery  imp^nent 

For  the  Time$  to  grin  and  say  :— 


Chorus, 
•*Get   your  Harcourt!     Get  your  Har- 

COURT  I " 

Oh  I  wheneyer  I  'm  on  spout. 

You  can  hear  the  Tories  shout, 
**  Get  your  Harcourt  !  Get  your  HarcoxtrtI 
To  cheer  you  when  your  spirits  are  down ! " 

I  started  in  the  Buffo  Hne. 

When  things  seem  getting  slack, 
I  'm  to  the  front,  with  lots  of  go. 

My  critics  may  cry  **  Quack ! " 
But  quacking 's  not  confined  to  me, 

I  do  extremely  well. 
And  the  more  '*  I  giye  them  physic,"  why 

The  more  they  squirm  and  yell— 

Chorus* 
**Get  your  Harcourt!     Get  your  Har- 
court!" 
But  they  know  my  sparkling  spout- 
Will  help  to  turn  them  out. 
**Get  your  Harcourt!     Get  your  Har- 
court ! " 
But  I'll  meet  them  when  their  sun  goes  down. 

To  play  the  great  *'  HmORicus  "  part, 

I  years  ago  appeared. 
The  ThundereriB  stage  then  knew  my  art, 

But  now  thai  pitch  is  queered ! 
They  swear  that  I  apostatiBed 

To  follow  W.  G., 
And  patter  about  **  Pamellite  juice," 

And  holloa  after  me— 


Chorus, 
"Get  your   Harcourt!     Get  your   Har- 
court!" 
But,  with  quip,  and  jibe,  and  flout, 
I  completely  put  them  out.  [court  ! " 

"  Get  your  Marooxtrt  I     Get  your  Har- 
But  I  beat  them,  and  their  sun  goes  down ! 

They  try  all  sorts  of  "  counters"  to 

My  slogging  strokes— in  yain. 
The  **  Thunderer"  slates  me  eyery  day. 

But  still  I  slog  again. 
Old  W.  G.  in  'Ninety-Three 

May  form  a  Cabinet ; 
Then  nis  first  thought  will  be  of  Me, 

And  all  will  cry  (you  bet  !)— 

Chorus, 
*  *  Get  your  HARCOimT !    Get  your  Harcourt  ! 

Whoeyer  may  stand  out, 

Malwood's  Squire  must  join,  no  doubt. 
Get  your  Harcourt  I    Get  your  Harcourt  I " 
And  J'U  mock  them  when  their  sun  goesdown ! 


To  the  Grand  Old  Tory. 
{By  the  wye  qfa  Diteentiny  (hunirian  Workman.) 

0  William,  you  haye  managed  to  offend 
The  Workmen,  and  the  Women,  and  the 
Welsh. 
Beware,  or  you  'U  disooyer  era  the  end 
That  the  three  W.'b  , the  , great  ofwr^Mn 
squelehjitized  by  VjOVJ^LC 
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ENCOURAGING,   VERY! 

Cockney  Art^  Teacher  (netofy  arrived  ami  nervoue^afler  a  Umg  eilenee),  "  Ir  TOU  sbould  8SS  A 
OHAKGS  o'  Drobik*  ANTTHnro  GoRBXOTLT— DO  SO  1 1 "  [OoUapee  qf  expectant  StudenL 


ESSENCE  OP  PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

Souee  of  Commons.  Monday,  May  2.—*' Would  that  midniglit  or 

doBure  would  come  I ''  mnnnared  Ainoe  Abthvb  jmt  now,  looking 

wearily  up  at  clock. 
It  is  only  eleren;  still  another  hoar;  hard  eyen  for  trained  neryes. 

For  more  than  six  hours  heen  disoossing  Scotch  Equiyalent  Chant. 

Clabk'8  musical  voice  has  floated  through  the  House  by  the  half 

hour. 
**  A  bagpipa  with  bronchitis  nothing  to  it."  says  FABQiTHASSOir, 

curling  nimself  up  with 
delignt  as  he  hears  sounds 
that  remind  him  of  his 
mountain  home.  HrirrzR 
has  relentlessly  pursued 
the  unhappy  Lobd- Advo- 
cate, ana  Caldwxll  has 
thoroughly  enjoyed  him- 
self. His  life,  it  wiU  be 
remembered,  was  tem- 
porarily blighted  by  action 
of  BoBSSTSoir  when  he 
was  Lord-Advocate.  Got 
up,  fdlowing  Galdwxll 
in  debate,  and  dismissed 
a  sulject  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour's  speech  without 
reference  to  oration  hour- 
and-half  long  with  which 
Caldwxll  had  delighted 
House.  Don't  remember 
what  the  subject  was,  but 
never  for^  Caldwell's 
seething  indignation,  his 
righteous  angerjus  wither  • 
in|[  wrath.  Kobebtsoe^ 
'*  Curling  himself  up  with  delight.**  smiled  in  affected  disre- 


gard ;  but  very  soon  after  he  found  it 
convenient  towithdrawfrom  the  focus 
of  Caldwell's  eye.  and  take  refuge 
on  the  Scotch  BenoL  As  for  Cald- 
well, he  withdrew  his  support  from 
Ministers,  t(nre  up  his  ticket  of  mem- 
bership as  a  Unionist,  and  returned 
to  the  Gladstonian  fold.  A  tragic 
stonr  which  Scott  mifht  have 
worked  up  into  three  volumes  had 
he  been  alive.  He  is  not,  but  Cald- 
well is.  and  so  are  we— at  least  par- 
tially alter  this  six  hours'  talk  round 
rates  in  Scotland,  whether  at  ten 
shillings  per  head  or  twelve  shillings. 
At  hafi  past  eleven  human  nature 
coiild  stand  it  no  longer;  progress  re- 
ported although  there  still  remained 
half-an-hour  available  time. 

Sueineet  <ibit«.— Scotch  Members 
avenged  Culloden. 

Tueeday.—**  Rather  a  mean  thinfp 
for  Mabjoexbaexs  to  bolt  in  this 
way,  don't  you  think  ?"  said  Caxp- 
BSLL-BAHEEBiCAir,  walking  out  of 
House  when  Sikglaib  showed  signs 
of  following  Caldwell.  "  Says  he 
has  some  County  Council  meeting  in 
Scotland.  Went  off  by  train  last 
night;  promised  to  be  back  on  Thurs- 
day. We'll  see.  When  he  made 
that  arrangement  he  thought  Scotch 
Bill  wouldoe  through  to-night;  but 
it  won't.  Will  certainly  go  over  to 
Thursday.  So  Master  Mabjoei- 
BAKKS  will  find  himself  caught  when 
he  comes  back.  Meanwhile  he 's  es- 
caped to-day  and  some  hours  of  last 
night,  which  is  something.  As  for 
me,  I  've  stuck  to  my  post,  and  will 
very  probably  die  at  it.  Oo  in  and 
listen  to  Sieclaib,  dear  boy,  follow- 
ing Caldweix,  succeeded  by  Essls- 
MOET.  with  Clabk  in  reserve.  I  think 
you  '11  eigoy  yourself.  '* 
So  I  did;    thoroughly  pleasant 

afternoon  from  two  o'clock  to  seven.     Lobd  -  Advocate  visiblj 

growing  leaner  in  body,  greyer  in  face.    Cajcfbell-Baitkeiucae^s 

usuallv  genial  temperament  souring,  as  will  be  observed  from 

remar&s  quoted  above.    J.  B.  Balfoub  looking  in  from  Edinburgh 

professes  thoroughly  to  ei\joy  the  business.    But  then  he 's  fresh  to 

it.     Pretty  lai^  attendance  of  Members,  but  reserve  themselves 

solely  for  Division.     When  bell  rings  three 

hundred  odd  come  trooping  in  to  follow  tLe 

Whips  into   either  lobby;   then  troop  forth 

agidn.    Long  Jomr  O'Coeeob  beams  genialif 

down  on  scene. 
'•  Gladvou  're  having  this  for  a  change,"  ho 

says.  "  lou  grumble  when  we  Irish  take  tho 

floor.  Now  the  Scotch  will  oblige.  Hope  you 'U 

like  Caledonian   and  Caldwell  better  than 

Home  Rule  and  Erin  0  O'Briee." 
"  Yes,  1  do,"  I  boldly  answered.    Only  dia^ 

traught  between  conflicting  charms  of  Calm- 

well  and  Sikclaie.    There  is  a  cold  massivily 

about  SmcLAiE,  a  pointedness  of  proflle.  when 

he  declares  *'the  Nose  have  it."    But  there  is 

a  loftiness  about  Caldwell's  tone,  a  subdue  d 

flre  in  his  manner  when  he  is  discussing  thL^ 

difference  between  a  rate  of  ten  shillings  and 

one  of  twelve,  a  withering  indignation  for  all 

that  is  false  or  truculent  (in  short,  anythiii^^ 

connected  with  the  office  of  Lord- Advo- 
cate) that  strangely  moves  the  listener. 

The  very  mystery  ol  his  ordinary  bearing 

weaves  a  spell  of  enchantment  arouna 

him.     For  days  and  weeks  he  will  sit 

silent,  watchful,  with  his  eye  on  the 

paralysed  Scotch   Law  Officers.     Then, 

suddenly,  as  in  this  debate  on  the  Equi- 
valent Grant,  he  comes  to  the  front,  and 

poors  forth  an  apparently  inexhaustible 

flood  of  anumentative  oratory,  delivered 

with  exhilarating  animation.    "(Hveme 

Peebles   for   pleasure,"   said  the  l<^yal 


•*ThtNo«ehmTtit.*» 
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Lowlander  home  from  a  fortnight's  jaunt  in  Paris.  "  Give  me 
Galdwbll  for  persuasiye  argument,"  says  Pluitket,  himself  a  bom 
orator  who  has  missed  scaroely  five  minutes  of  this  two  days'  debate. 

Curious  how  influenoe  of  the  hour  permeates   and  dominates 
everything,  even  to  the  distant  Lake  iHy'yassa.    Question  asked 
when  House  met  as  to  how  things  were  goinff  on  there  under  Com- 
missioner Johnston.    No  one  at  all  surprised  when,  in  replv,  Low- 
THKB  referred  to  the  *'  two  powerful  Chiefs,  Jumbe  and  McPonda.." 
Should  like  to  hear  the  views  of  the  last  gen- 
tleman on  the  Scotch  Equivalent  Grant,  its 
appUoation  to  secondary  education  in  Scotland, 
and  the  probable  ultimate  destination  of  the 
£25,000  ulotted  to  parochial  boards. 

Business  done,— Hon  of  the  Scotch  Equi- 
valent Gbrant. 

Wednesday.— 'iiaj  Day  passed  off  quietly 
enough :  but  you  can't  have  air  oharffed  vnth 
electricity,  and  your  back-cellars  filled  with 
dynamite,  without  danger  of  exj^losion.  Burst 
to-day  in  unlooked-for  place,  in  unexpected 
circumstances.  Haldanb  brought  in  Bill 
TOovidingthat  ratepayers  shoulcf  share  with 
Duke  oTWESTMiNaTEK  and  other  great  land- 
owners benefit  of  unearned  increment.  Pros- 
pect alluring,  but  debate  not  exhilarating. 
House  nearly  empty ;  Asquech  delivering  able 
but  not  exciting  Bi)eech  in  favour  of  Bill.  Just 
sort  of  time  and  circumstances  when,  in  ano- 
ther place,  Judge  might  be  expected  to  faU 
asleep  on  Bench.  Citizen  Robxbi  Galmioad 
BoNTiNE  CuNiNOHAMX  Gbaham.  sitting  on 
Bench  behind  Asquith.  listening  like  the  rest 
of  us  to  hia  well-ordered  argument.  The 
Citizen  a  little  tired  with  Sunday's  peregrina- 
tion. Been  walking  about  all  dav  with  stout 
stick  in  hand,  and  blood-red  hanakerohief  in 
pocket,  ready  for  any  emergency.  At  favour- 
able moment  blood-red  handkerchief  would 
flash  forth,  tied  on  to  stick  with  timelv  twine, 
and  there 's  your  flag  I  Republic  proclaimed ; 
Citizen  Grahak  fint  President,  under  title 
Galnioad  I.,  and  before  Secretary-of-State 
Matthews  quite  knew  where  he  was,  he  would 
be  viewing  the  scene  from  an  elevated  position 
pendant  in  Trafalgar  Square.  . 

Chance  had  not  come ;  Gbahax  still  plain 
Citizen,  in  House  of  Commons  listening  to 
commonplace  proposals  about  unearned  incre- 
ment This  evidently  wouldn*t  do.  Suddenly  jumped  up ;  shook 
fist  at  back  of  AsQTTrm's  unoffending  head,  and^  a  pronas  de  boites, 
**  wanted  to  know  about  the  swindling  companies  ana  their  share- 
holders?" 
AsQTTiTH  really  hadn't  been  saying  anvthin^  about  them ;  turning 
round  beheld  Citizen  Graham  glaring 
upon  him,  throwing  about  his  arms  as  u 
he  were  semaphore  signalling  to  the  rear- 
guard of  Republican  Army. 

''Order!  Order!"  cried  Spiakeb, 
stemlv. 

**  Oh,  you  can  suspend  me  if  you  like," 
said  Citizen  Gkaham,  airily,  as  if  it  were 
no  hanging  matter.  Members  angrilv 
joined  in  cry  of  "  Order  I  Order ! " 
Speaker  promptly  ** named"  the  Citizen 
— ^not  with  his  full  list  of  names,  for  time 
was  pressing. 

'*Kame  away!"  roared  the  Citizen, 
whom  nothing  could,  disconcert.  Home 
Secretary  having  no  fear  of  the  lamp- 
post before  his  eyes,  formally  moved. that 
the  Citizen  be  suspendea.  Graham 
^  snapped  his  fingers  at  Home  Sbcretart. 
y^>>  *'  Suspend  away ! "  he  shouted. 

Members  looked  on  aghast  Rowlands 
standing  at  the  Bar,  conscious  of  his  hair 
slowly  upUftinff.  Belonged  to  the  ad- 
vanced guard  himself;  but  this  going 
little  teo  far.  Lubbock,  sitting  near 
Citizen,  strate^oally  attempted  to  change 
the  conversation.  ^*Did  you  ever,"  he 
said,  blandly,  **  notice  how  the  queen  bee, 

when  she  is " 

**  Oh,  you  bee "  said  the  Citizen,  roughly  shaking  off  the 

gentle  Bee-master. 
Sam  Smith  shudderingly  covered  his  face  with  his  hands.    *'  I  'm 


so  afraid,"  he  whispered,  '*of  the  old  A-dam  coming  out."  And  it 
did,  Citizen  Graham  himself  immediately  after  going  out,  stopping 
at  the  Bar  to  shuffle  through  a  few  steps  of  the  Carmagnole,  and 
trumpet  defiance  on  his  blood-red  handkerchief. 

After  this,  a  mere  flash  of  lightning  through  the  low  clouds  of  a 
dull  afternoon,  Asqutth  went  on  with  his  speech,  debate  proceeded 
as  if  nothing  had  happened,  and  Halbane's  Bill  thrown  out  by  223 
Votes  against  148.    Busirtess  done. — Citizen  Grah4M  suspendea. 


f  Mm^p .  <h 


"  Hair  slowly  uplKtiog.^ 


Eiiect  of  a  great  big  D  in  the  House. 

JFVuiay.— House  met  to-di^  as  it  did  yesterday  and  day  before  to 
discuss  Sills  and  Motions.  But  all  the  talk  really  turns  upon  date 
of  Dissolution,  and  what  is  likely  to  happen  after  a  General  Election. 
Squire  of  Malwood  serenely  confident  in  the  future. 

**Yes,"  I  said  to  him  to-night,  '*it  must  be  a  great  comfort  to 
you  to  refiect  that  when  you  come  into  office  you  will  not  have  to 
beat  about  for  a  programme.  You  've  got  your  Newcastle  platform, 
and  I  suiypose  a  Liberal  Ministry  will  stand  upon  that." 

**  You  remind  me,  dear  Tobt,"  said  the  Squire,  with  a  far-away 
lod^  **  of  a  story  Coleridoe  brought  home  from  his  memorable  visit 
to  the  United  States.  On  his  way  down  to  Chicago  he  went  out  on 
the  platform  of  the  oar  to  breathe  the  air  and  look  at  the  scenery. 
*Come  off  that,'  said  the  Conductor,  following  him,  'you  cazrt 
stand  on  the  platform.'  *  My  good  man,'  said  John  DuEE—you 
know  his  silver  voice  and  his  bland  manner — '  what  is  a  platform 
for,  if  not  to  stand  on  P '  *  Platforms,'  said  the  Conductor,  senten- 
tiously^  *are  not  made  to  stand  on,  they  are  made  to  get  in  on.' " 

Business  done. — Miscellaneous. 


On  the  Bow  among  the  Bomancers. 


Trust  me,  scribes  who  fight  and 

jeer,  [us  bent. 

From  yon  blue  heavens  above 

Dickens    and  Thackeray  and 

Scott  [gent. 

Smile  at  the  grumbling  Yankee 


Howe'er   it   be,   it  seems  to 

me 
A  Novel  needs  but  to  be  good; 
Romancer 's  more  than  Realist, 
And  True  Love's,  course  than 

too  much  "Blood"! 


Too  Conscientious. — '*  As  a  protest  against  rambling  in  connec- 
tion with  Orm«"  Mr.  W.  Johnston,  M.P.,  refused  to  attend  a  meeting 
at  the  Duke  of  WESTMiNffTEE's  '*  for  the  prevention  of  the  demondi 
sation  of  the  uncivilised  heathen  raoes.'^    Does  Mr.  W.  J.  indude 
the  Derby  among  the  ** heathen  races"  in  connection  with  Orme  t 

UuTTB  Appropriate.— ^'Acorse,"  says  Robert.  '* it's  the  rite 
thing  as  that  the  Orse  Show  at  Hislington  should  be  honnerd  with 
the  proMinoo  ol  the  Lord  Mars." 


O::/*  NOTICE. — Bisected  Commoaioations  or  Contributions,  whether  M8.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietvies  of  any  detcriptlon,  witt 
in  no  case  be  retnmed.  not  even  when  aeeomnakied  bv  a  StAmiMd  and  AAArmMmtA  SnvAiim*   i!n««t>  t»  wrv«itM«v    Vn  ♦via  «>.ia 
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MORE 

{JFithMr. 


THAN   SATISFIED! 


Punch's  apologies  to  the  Daily  Telegraph's 
**  Academic  JBrUhusiast") 

"  SHE-Pantaloons  ?  seedy  ?    Now.  do  we  look  like  it  ?  " 

The  speaker  was  a  tall,  robust  maiden  with  fair  hair ;  on  her  knee 
was  an  edition  (without  notes)  of  the  Anabasis  o/  Xevwphtm^  and  by 
her  side  was  Liddell  and  Sooths  Lexicon^  in  which  she  had  just  been 
tracking  an  exceptionally  diffioolt— but,  let  me  hasten  to  add,  a 
perfectly  re^ar— Greek  Terb  to  its  lair.  There  were  a  considerable 
number  of  roseate  specimens  of  English  womanhood  in  the  librarr  of 
Qimham  College,  where,  with  some  natural  diffidence,  I  bad 
ventured  to  put  the  rather  delicate  question  to  which  I  receiyed  the 
above  reply. 

For  I  had  been  much  troubled  in  mj  soul  about  Sir  Jamks 
CBiCHTOir  BB0winE*8  recent  deliverances  with  regard  to  the  injurious 
physical  effect  of  tiie  Higher  Education  upon  women,  ana,  as  a 
devoted— if  hitherto  unappreciated—admirer  of  the  Fair  Sex,  I  felt 
1  had  a  theoreticid  interest  in  the  question,  and  was  bound  to  verify 
Dr.  Bbowitb's  views.  The  most  obvious  way  of  satisfying  my 
anxiety  was  to  go  to  Gimham  myself  and 
ask  the  ladv  students  what  they  thought 
about  it,  and  so  I  did. 

'*I  quite  agree,"  1  said,  mildly,  as  I 
unwound  my  comforter,  '*  that  your  course 
of  studies  seems  to  suit  you  remarkably 
welL  Quite  a  bevy  of  female  admirable 
CSICHT !  *' 

The  effect  was  immediate ;  an  unmistak- 
able rush  of  lexicons— or  were  they  Tod- 
hunters  P— hurtled  around  mv  devoted  head 
from  the  fair  hands  of  disturbed  and  ruffled 
girlhood. 

**Prav  don't  mention  that  person 
aisrain ! ''  said  my  fair-haired  interhxmtor, 
and  I  thought  I  wouldn't. 

"Well,  but,"  I  began,  with  heroic 
daring,  as  I  laid  aside  my  respirator,  **  as 
to  weak  chests  now  ?  "  ^ 

I  was  interrupted  by  a  paroxysm  of 
coughing,  which  I  tried  to  explain,  as  mv 
young  triends  thumped  my  back  with 
unnecessary  zeal,  was,  owing  to  my  having 
imprudently  ventured  out  without  my 
cheet-nrotector.  As  soon  as  I  was  able, 
I  feebly  hazarded  the  suggestion  that,  for 

Sowing  girls,  the  habit  of  stooping  over 
eir  booKs  seemed  calculated  to  induce 
wea^ess  in  the  lungs— but  their  roars  of 
merriment  at  the  idea  instantij  convinced 
me  that  any  uneasiness  on  this  score  was 
entirely  superfluous. 
"You   certainly   all    look    remarkably 


'*  I  reodred  the  football  in  the  pit  of  my  itomach.' 


well,"  I  observed,  genially,  **  iNurtioularly  sunburnt  and  brow ^" 

Here  there  was  a  roar  of  quite  another  kind.  I  endeavoured  to 
protest,  as  I  got  behind  an  arm-chair  and  dodged  a  Differential 
Calculus  and  a  large  glass  inkstand,  that  I  hadn't  meant  to  allude  to 
the  obnoxious  Physician  at  all,  but  had  merely  intended^to  convey 
my  hearty  admir 

•*  I  know  what  you  're  going  to  say ! "  interrupted  the  fair-haired 
girl,  vivaciously.    **  And  you  had  better  not." 

As  she  spoke,  she  raised  me  from  my  seat  by  the  coat-collar  with 
no  apparent  effort,  and  deposited  me  on  the  top  of  a  tall  bookcase, 
from  which  I  found  myself  compelled  to  prosecute  my  inauiries. 

"Nature  has  been  yerj  bountiful  to  you— very  mucm  so,  I  am 
sure,"  I  murmured,  blinking  amiably  down  upon  them  through  the 

r  stacks  I  wear  to  correct  a  slight  tendency  to  strabismus.  *^  Still, 
't  you— er— find  that  your  eyes " 

1  got  no  further ;  I  thought  some  of  them  would  have  died ! 

'*  How  about  the  effect  of  learning  on  your  looks^  now  ?  "  I  next 
inquired.  **  Is  it  true  that  classical  and  mathematical  pursuits  are 
apt  to  exercise  a  disfiguring  effect  F  Not  that,  with  such  blooming 
faces  as  I  see  around  me— er— if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so-      " 

But  they  wouldn't ;  on  the  contrary,  I  was  given  to  understand, 
somewhat  |»lainly,  that  compliments  were  perhaps  ill-advised  in 
that  gathering. 

'*  Are  you— hem— fond  of  athletics  ?  "  was  the  question  I  put  next 
from  my  lofty  perch.    **  Do  you  go  in  for  aames  at  all^  now  P  " 

*'  Of  course  we  do  I "  said  the  fair-hairea  girl,  affording  a  |nraetical 
demonstration  of  the  fact  by  taking  me  down  and  proceeding  with 
her  lively  companions  to  engage  in  the  old  classical  game  of  pUa  or 
tf^oipicrruc^,  the  recreation  in  which  Ulysses  long  ago  found  Nausioaa 
engaged  with  her  maidens.  On  this  occasion,  however,  /  repre- 
sented the  pilii^  or  ball,  and  although,  in  justice  to  their  accuracy  of 
6yiD  and  hand,  I  am  bound  to  admit  that  I  was  seldom  allowM  to 


touch  the  ground  as  I  sped  swiftiy  from  one  to  the  other,  still  I 
felt  considerable  relief  when,  on  my  urgent  protestations  that  I  was 
fully  convinced  of  their  j^ficiency  in  this  amusement,  they  were 
prevailed  upon  to  brin^  this  pastime  to  a  close. 

'*  We  are  breaking  tne  rule  of  silence  in  this  room,"  said  the  fair- 
haired  one.  **  And  you  do  ask  such  a  lot  of  questions  I  But,  as  you 
seem  curious  about  our  athletic  pursuits,  come  and  I  will  try  to 
show  you." 

I  crawled  after  my  guide  without  a  word,  inwardly  reflectin((  that 
I  was  soiry  I  had  spoken,  and  heartily  cursing  (though  without 
mronouncing  it  aloud)  the  very  name  of  that  eminent  Physician, 
Dr.  CfiiCHTOir  Browne.  She  took  me  first  of  all  to  a  field  where  a 
hew  of  maidens  were  engaged  in  a  game  of  hockey. 

**^We  are  keen  on  hockey,"  said  my  guide,  and,  as  she  ppoke,  a 
girl,  flushed  and  radiant,  caught  me  across  the  most  sensitive  part 
of  the  shin  with  a  hockey-stick.  No  need  to  ask  her  if  she  felt  well. 
I  limped  away,  and,  in  another  part  of  the  field,  saw  a  comely  and 
robust  maiden  practising  drop-kicks,  utterly  regardless  of  the  fact 
that  I  was  loolung  on.  I  received  the  football  in  the  pit  of  my 
stomach,  and  the  name  of  Csichtok  BBOwinc  died  on  my  lips. 
My  guide  smiled  as  she  saw  that  I  had  taken  in  the  scene  that  was 
being  enacted  under  my  verv  nose. 

**i)o  you  play  cricket?"  she  asked,  with  somethinjg^ 
like  pity  in  her  eyes.  I  did  no^— but  I  was  by  this 
time  m  such  condi^  fear  of  this  young  Amazon  that 
I  was  really  afraid  to  admit  my  total  ignorance  of 
the  sport.  She  made  me  wicket-keep  for  her,  toith^ 
outjMdM,  for  an  entire  hour,  at  the  end  of  which  I 
readily  assented  to  an  invitation  for  further  explora- 
tion. 

We  went  through  endless  passages  to  an  endless 
gymnasium,  and  every  now  and  then  I  came  across 
an  Indian  club  or  a  dumb-bell,  wielded  by  energetic 
female  athletes.  I  should  have  liked  to  ask  tnem 
whether  they  felt  wdl,  but  I  realised— onlv  just  in 
time  —  that    the   question  would    have    been  an 

impertinence. 
,,£---.  "Are  you  getting  satisfied?"  said  my 

j/A^        unwearied  guide,   with   another  of  her 
^,,--7^>^  >^—  smiles,  *'or,  do  you  still  think  we  are  a 
^=^''^^^-~^       puny  misshapen  race  ?  " 
-"W  ••  Qmte  satisfied  I "  I  repHed,  f  aintiy,  as 

I  endeavoured  to  undoee  a  rapidly  dis- 
colouring eye,  '*  in  fact,  I  begin  to  discredit 

that  alarmist  ciy " 

Before  I  could  complete  the  sentence,  I 
found  myself  executing  an  involuntary 
parabola  over  some  adjacent  parallel  bars. 
My  young  friend's  brows  had  contracted 
into  a  frown,  although  she  waited  politely 
for  me  to  pick  myseu  up. 

**  I  thouffht  we  aneed  not  to  mention 
that  name  P '  she  said,  coldly. 
I  felt  that  any  attempt  to  explain  my 


•T-I  should  like  to 

lay  on  my 

I  do  hope 

so  often  told 

found  myself  bungling 


innocence  would  be  received  with  quiet  scorn, 
ask  you  just  one  thing  more,"  I  said,  desperately,  as  I 
back,  '*  I  am  really  entirely  converted— quite  ashsjned. 
you  won't  think  me — er— inquisitive — ^but  I  have  been  a 

—it  has  been  so  constantiy  asserted "    I  ' 

horribly  in  my  desire  not  to  offend. 

'*  I^y  go  cm"  she  said^  '*  we  try  to  be  simple  and  sincere,  and  we 
are  alwavs  ready  to  satisfy  an  intelligent  inquirer." 

"  Well,"  I  said,  desperately,  '*  people  do  say  that  you  all  wear— er 
—blue  stockings.  But  J  am  sure,"  I  added  quickly,  '*  that  it  is  not 
true"  . . . 

It  was  too  late.  When  the  friend  who  had  smuggled  me  into  the 
building  came  to  my  rescue,  he  asked  me,  rather  noisilv,  '*  if  I  was 
feelinff  well  ?  "  I  replied  that  I  was  not,  and  that  I  did  not  think  I 
ever  snould  again.    And  I  never  have. 

TRUE   MODESTY. 
[A  West-end  hoder  adrertiset  suits  of  Pyjamas  in  bis  window  as  **  the 
bOest  styles  in  slumber-wear."] 

All  hail,  0  hosier ;  deem  me  not  absurd 

That  I  should  thank  thee  for  so  apt  a  word, 

'Tis  thus  that  Modesty  our  language  trims ; 

Where  men  say  "legs"  she  softly  whispers  "  limbs." 

And,  while  they  fume  and  rage  in  angry  pother, 

Stills  the  big  D—  and  substitutes  a  *n>other." 

Speaks  not  of  **  trousers  "—that  were  sin  and  shame ; 

'^Continuations  "  is  the  gentler  name. 

Turns  "  shirts  "  to  *'  shins,"  and.  blushing  like  the  roeo, 

Converts  the  lowly  stocking  into  ^*  hose." 

Thus  thou,  my  hosier,  jnrafferest  mo  a  pair    ^  \3  Y^ 

Of  these,  the  latest  stylo  df  alumber-wcar.        o 
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AWEARY!  AWEARY!" 


^ni^VO  J-lv^J^rtJL/rtS 


Miss  Certavntige  (wTio  has  been  studying  Schopmhatur,  and  has  come  to  the  conelusum  that  there  is  nothing  hut  sorrow  in  life^  sadly). 

Ma  JOB,    I'X  8UBX  I  SHALL  DIK  TOUKO  !"  JSthel.    "  Oh  VO,   AUNT  DXAR,    I  'X  CMRTAiy  YOU  WOM'T  !" 


"Ah, 


THE  GENEEAL'S  LITTLE  FUND. 

(See  "  Times,''  May  11.) 
Oh  where,  oh  where  is  my  little  wee  fund  ? 

Oh  where,  oh  where  can  it  be  ?  Pong ; 

With  the  penoe  cut  short  and  the  pounds  out 

Oh  where,  oh  where  can  it  be  P 


I  've  travelled  about  with  my  little  wee  fund- 
It  used  to  pay  for  me : 

But  now  it 's  jrone  I  'm  lorn  and  lone ; 
Oh  where,  oh  where  can  it  be  F 


I  want  to  stump  through  Switzerland ; 

On  the  24th  proximo. 
To  Germany,  Sweden,  Norway,  and 

To  Denmark  I  want  to  go ; 
I  've  held  out  my  hat  to  every  flat, 

And  begged  over  land  and  sea, 
Humanity  dunned,  but  I  have  no  fund^ 

Oh  where,  oh  where  can  it  be  P 

If  ever  you  see  a  stray  bawbee 

Whenever,  wherever  you  roam. 
Oh,  tell  him  the  woe  that  troubles  me  so, 

And  say  that  it  keeps  me  at  home. 
I  may  mention  that  what  you  do,  like  a  shot 

Must  be  done  to  be  useful  to  me ; 
At  once  send  a  oheaue  to  save  us  from  wreck, 

Or  the  Army  will  go  to  the  D ! 


MR.  PUNCH 

TO 

THE  ILLUSTRATED  LONDON  NEWS. 

On  the  happy  occasion  of  the  Jubilee  of  (hoi 
excellent  Journal^  May  14,  1892. 

Fbom  Forty-Two  to  Ninety-Two  I 

A  fuU  half-century  of  stor^  I 
And  now.  our  Centuj^f's  end  in  view. 

May's  back  once  more  in  vernal  glory, 
And  with  it  brings  your  Jubilee, 

(Punch  came  to  his  one  year  before  you !) 
*\Many  Returns,"  Ma'am,  mav  you  see. 

And  honoured  be  the  hour  that  bore  you  I 

Good  faith  I  it  scarcely  seems  so  long 
To  us  old  bo^s,  who  can  remember 

The  tale,  the  pioture,  and  the  song 
We  pored  o^ier  by  liie  wintry  emoer ; 


And  how  our  young  and  eager  eyes 
Were  kept  nom  childhood's  easy  slumberB 

By  the  awakening  ecstasies 
Of  cheery  coloured  Christmas  Numbers. 

We  loved  great  Gilbebt,  Glorious  John  ! — 

Sir  John  to-day,  good  knight,  fine  painter  I 
Oar  eyes  dwelt  lingeringly  upon 

His  work,  by  which  all  else  showed  fainter. 
His  dashing  pencil  *'  go  "  could  give 

To  simplest  scene ;  a  wondrous  gift  'tis ! 
How  his  Dold  line  could  make  thin^  live 

In  those  far  Forties  and  old  Fifties  I 

And  humorous  '*  Phtz  "  and  spectral  Read, 

Made  us  alternate  smile  ana  shiver. 
Ah  I  ghosts,  Ma'am,  then  were  ghosts  indeed, 

Bom  of  the  brain  and  not  the  liver. 
You  shared  our  Lemon  and  our  Leech  ; 

Our  Bbooes  for  you  ran  bright  and  sunny. 
May  you  live  long^  to  limn  and  teach. 

fie  graphic,  gemal,  sage,  and  funny! 

We  like  you  well,  we  owe  you  much. 

True  record,  blent  with  critic  strictures, 
And  culture  of  the  artist  touch 

Through  half  a  century  of  pictures. 
We  wish  you  many  gay  returns        [plumper 

Of    this     May   day  I     You're    brighter. 
Than  then ;  and  Punch,  who  enw  spurns. 

Drinks  your  Good  Health,  Ma'am,  in  a 
bumper  I 


"ObiceI  Sweet  ObmeI  "—Orm«  is  still 
off  solid  f ONod,  and  is  kept  alive  entirely  by 
Porter.  It  is  the  opinion  of  the  best  informed 
that  **  Porter  with  a  head  on  "  will  pull  him 
through.  Smoking  is  not  permitted  in  the 
stable,  but  there  is  evidence  of  thf~"  ^  " — 
several  **  strong  backers"  about. 


nea  m  uie 
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MEMS.  OF  THEATRES,  &c.,  COMMISSION, 

.  Mb.  Johk  Habs,  LeMee  of  the  Gamok  Theatre,  in  his  eridenoe 
before  the  Theatres  and  Munc  Halls  Committee,  desoribed  himself, 
according  to  the  Time$  Report,  as  haying  "been  for  abont  thirty 
Tears  an  actor,  and  for  fifteen  ^ears  a  manager."  This  giyee  him 
xorty-fiye  years  of  professional  life,  and  saying,  for  example,  that  he 
commenced  his  career  as  an  actor  at  twen^,  then  his  own  compata- 
tion  brings  him  up  to  sixty-fiye  If  thisbe  so,  thenMr.  Johk  Habx, 
with  his  elastic  step,  his  twinkling  eye,  his  clear  enondation,  and  his 
energetic  style,  is  the  yonxureet  sexagenarian  to  be  met  with  on  or  off 
the  stage :  and  it  is  prpbable  that  when  he  reaches  the  Gladstonian 
age  he  will  be  more  sprightly  than  eyen  the  Qnnd  One  himself. 

In  answer  to  a  onestion  jyat  by  Yiscoont  EBBnrGTOK,  Mr.  Edwabd 
Tkbbt  gaye  it  as  nis  opinion  that  '*  if  officers  "—he  was  speaking  of 
the  army  not  the  police — *'  were  pronder  of  their  nniforms,  and  did 
not  take  the  earliest  opportunity  oil  diy esting  themselyes  of  wem.  the 
uniform  would  be  more  respected."  He  ought  to  haye  put  it, 
*' would  be  uniformly  more  respected."  But  now  about  the  man 
inside  the  uniform  P  But  why  should  a  soldier  wear  his  uniform 
when  off  duty  any  more  than  a  ]^ceman  when  off  duty,  or  any  more 
than  a  hamster  should  wear  his  wig,  bands,  and  gown,  when  not 
practising  in  the  Courts?  There  is  one  person  who  should  always 
wear  a  distinctiye  uniform,  and  that  is  a  Clergyman,  who  is  neyer  off 
duty.   Perhaps  this  is  already  proyided  for  by  the  Act  of  Uniformity. 

Mr.  JoHir  BoLLiKGSHEAi),  mBT  expressing  his  opinion  that  Mr. 
iBynre  had  been  *' seeing  yisions," — which  of  course  is  quite  an 
Iryingite  characteristic,— proposed  to  put  eyerytUng  right  erery- 
where,  and  be  the  Uniyernl  Legislator  and  Official  Aepresentatiye 
of  Eyerybody.  Salary  not  so  mueh  an  object  as  a  comfortable  home, 
a  recognised  official  position,  and  **  No  Fees."  (The  Commission 
still  sitting  maj  perhaps  dissdlye  itself,  and  appoint  the  last  witness 
as  Sole  Theatrical  and  Music  Hall  Commissioner,  with  no  power  to 
add  to  his  number.)  

ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIART  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

Hou$0  of  Commoru^  Monday,  May  9.— House  dealt  with  just  now 
after  manner  of  Horticultural  Exhibition  at  EarFs  Court.  Laid  out 
as  three  acres,  through  which  JsssB  CoLLnros  might  be  expected  to 
lead  the  cow.  But,  as  Squibb  op  Milwood  (a  great  autuority  on 
stock  niatters)  says,  the  esteemed  quad- 
ruped is  dead,  abandoned  by  its  nrotBctor 
at  time  of  disruption  of  Libersl  Party. 
Exists  now  only  in  the  form  of  carcass,  to 
be  found  rather  in  butchers'  shops  than 
on  quiet  pastures.  Pity,  this.  Dimoult  to 
imagine  any  better  arrangement  for  what 
theatrical  people  call  ** properties"  than 
the  cow— probably  with  a  blue  ribbon  round 
its  neck— led  through  three  acres  of  green 
meadow  by  Jbsse  Collinos,  in  clean  smock- 
frock,  with  a  crook  in  his  hand. 

Dr.  Clabk  says  they  don't  driye  cattle 
with  crooks.  But  that's  a  detail.  Clabk 
sure  to  contradict  in  any  case. 

Things  yery  quiet  to-night ;  quite  pas- 
toral. Only  one  outburst ;  that  arose  wnen 
FosTBB  accused  CKkUBVBULJV  of  saying 
the  thing  that  is  not.  Chambbbl4IK  hotly 
rose,  and  appealed  to  Chairman  to  say 
whether  the  Doctor-Baronet  was  in  order. 
CouBTNBT  said,  since  he  was  asked,  he 
must  say  he  thought  not.  So  Fosteb 
changed  the  prescription.  Chaplin  much 
gratified  at  this  speedy  dose  of  rupture 
that  threatened  progress  with  Bill.  Pre- 
sided oyer  discussion  with  urbanity  that 
was  irresistible. 
**  Reminds  me,"  said  Wilfbid  Lawsoit, 
looking  across  at  Right  Hon.  Gentleman  seated  on  Treasury  Bench, 
with  deeply-bayed  shirt-front,  and  head  closely  bent  oyer  copy  of 
Bill,  "  of  a  motherly  hen  slathering  its  brood  under  its  wings,  and 
taring  to  make  things  comfortable  all  round.  Sometimes,  when  one 
of  the  brood  grows  a  trifle  importunate,  the  motherly  expression  on 
the  expansiye  face  sharpens,  and  the  chicken  is  pecked  at.  But,  on 
the  whole,  little  to  disturb  the  serenity  of  the  coop." 

Neyer  before  thought  of  Chapldt  as  an  old  nen.  But,  really, 
with  the  pUce  permeated  with  agricultural  and  farm-yard  associa- 
tions, Lawsok's  idea  not  so  far  out  of  it  as  it  might  appear  to  the 
domestic  circle  at  Blankney  Hall. 

At  half -past  eleyen  those  Scotchmen  came  up  again.  Upset  the 
henroost,  deyoured  what  was  left  of  the  cow,  dug  up  the  yeidurous 
three  acres,  and  till  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  hamed  the  Commis- 


The  Doctor-Baronet. 


sionrrs  tinder  the  !^eoti:K  rniyersity  Act.  Suiinut  doM.—ln  Com- 
uulUo  on  Iha  Siiudi  iioliim^fi  Bill. 

TWsday.—Don't  know  what  we  shall  do  when  Wieeor  leayea  us, 
as  he  threatens  to  do  after  DistolutioiL  Not  much  here  just  now, 
but  sometimes  his  face  seen  in  House  or  Lobbies,  piercing  surround- 
ing gloom  like  what  Swm  MacNbill  distantly  alludes  to  as  **  the 
OTD  of  day."  Only  Wieonr  could  haye  thought  of  the  Httle 
divertuument  that  for  a  few 
moments  raised  dei>ressed 
spirits  of  House  this  after- 
noon. Resumed  at  morning 
Sitting  (so  called  because  it 
takes  place  in  the  afternoon) 
discussion  of  Small  Holdings 
Bill.  Sbalb-Hatkb,— whose 
reputation  as  a  humorist  still 
lingers  a  tradition  in  the 
pla]ring  fields  at  Eton^  but 
whose  subsequent  pohtical 
career  has  suodued  nis  yi- 
yadty.— moyed  Amendment. 
Something  about  oompensa-  '^ 
tion  for  cow -sheds.  Cobb  %;. 
airily  addressed  the  Com- 
mittee; and  CHAFLnr  whis- 
pered a  few  oonfidential  re- 
marks across  Table. 

Curious  how  this  *'  eminent 
authority,"  as  the  Mabkisb 
calls  quite  another  personage, 
has  lost  his  yoioe  since  Bill 
got  into  Committee.  Seems 
so  awestruck  by  enormity  of 

his  responsibili^,  not  inclined  ,,^  ^    .    ^,    .„ 

to  raise  hUyoiceaboyewhis-  ''(MbtX    Order!" 

per.  Effort  to  catch  purport  of  his  remarks  completed  depresnon 
under  which  Committee  sinking.  Went  out  to  yote  as  if  they  were 
oonduoting  C^pldt  to  a  too  early  funeraL  Then  it  was  uiat  an 
idea  dawned  on  the  mind  of  the  wanton  Wioonr. 

'*  /'ll  show  'em  sport,  Tobt,  dear  boy,"  he  said  to  me  in  paasing. 
**  /  'U  giye  liieir  spirits  a  leg  up !  " 

Forgotten  about  thia  in  pasatog'  through  Bivisiou  Lobby ;  coming 
back  startled  by  an^ry  roar.  Coiietney  on  hi*  fe<?t  solemnly  ahouring 
** Order,  Order!"  like  minute-gun  nt  sea*  Nothing  come  ^>f  Una; 
excitement  increased ;  Cotjutjcet  crying  *'  Ordtr,  Oraer  I  "  in  st.emeT 
yoice.  Looked  about  for  expkniLUon,  and  lo  1  th^jre  was  tb&  vaggisb 
Wioenr  with  his  hat  cocked  well  on  one  side  of  his  head,  waddling 
down  the  fioor  of  the  Hoiue  past  the  Chair.  You  may  do  almoat 
anything  in  the  House  of  Commons  but  walk  abvut  wiXh  your  hat 
on,  ^dnere  wasWiooiK^  ni>t  only  doing  it,  but  persiUmj?  in  the 
offence,  smiling  back  innoc<'ntly  on  the  increasing  cirole  of  MemlK.*rfl 
roaring  at  him,  and  CouitT^ri^T,  with  increasing  Btridency,  tibouting 
**  Order  I "  behind  his  baok.  lljiving  got  nearly  to  the  BoTf  Uie  wily 
Wioonr,  affecting  t4>  wonder 
what  all  the  row  was  aK^ut^  turned 
round  and  found  himsiolf  pierced 
through  and  through  with  tho 
flutning  eye  of  outnured  Cb  Eiircncin* 
Pretty  to  see  how,  sll  of  a  sudden, 
it  seemed  to  fiash  upon  him  that 
he  was  the  cidprit,  and  that  it  was 
his  hat  at  which  Members,  like  bo 
many  William  Tblls,  were  per- 
sistently firing.  The  Buns^^t  face 
flushed  deeper  still;  with  quick 
moyement  the  wayward  Wi«^«m 
remoyed  his  offending  bat,  and, 
bowinr  apolo^tically  to  the  Chair, 
went  forth  with  quickened  pace. 

Excellently  done;  iwk  m  th^ 
whole  House,  including  Chairman. 
But  Wiooin's  beneyoU-nt  inten- 
tion secured,  and,  if  only  tempo- 
rarily, smrits  of  House  Jubilantly 
rose.  Buiineu  dome,—\vL  Com- 
mittee on  Small  Holdiiifra^ 

W^ediiesifay.  — Municipal  Cor- 
porations Act,  1882  (Amend- 
ment) Bill  first  Order  of  Day. 
Doesn't  seem  to  promise  anythinjc 
ezdting;  Debate,  ho  weaver,  not 
gone  far  before  discovery  made 
that    it    hides   a   de^p    dtmin^n* 

Wouldn't  think,  looking  at  You-  .,  ^  F«rw«od..r  f  •» 

WOOD  as  he  sits  at  remote  end  of  ^°  Forwooto  I 

Treasury  Bench,  that  he  had  anything  to  do  with  Heouba,  or  Heouba 
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with  him*  Only  soipioiimB  thing  aboat  him  is,  his  extreme  desire 
to  keep  ont  of  sight.  When  Spsakvr  took  Chair  he  was  standing 
at  Bar  sorreying  House,  and  wondering  when  it  would  be  made. 
As  soon  as  MATTiKSOir  rose  to  moye  Second  Heading  of  BiU, 
FoRWOOD.  so  to  speak,  went  backward,  and  planted  himself  well  in 
shadow  or  Bpeaxjsr's  Chair. 

Turns  out  in  course  of  interesting  Debate  that,  though  the  speech 
on  moving  Second  Beading  is  the  yoice  of  MAirnreoK,  the  Bill  is  the 
BUI  of  FoRWOOD,  whose  interest  in  the  political  affairs  of  liyerpod 
is  said  to  be  eztensiye  and  peculiar,  ^iytllb  jmts  it  in  another 
way.  **  Wheneyer."  he  said,  ^*  any  political  mampulation  is  afoot  in 
Liyerpool,  be  sure  toe  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty  wul  not  bef  ar  away.'' 
At  first,  FoBWOOD  affected  indifference  to  proceedings.  **His 
Bill!  s'dp  him,  neyer  seen  it  before.  'L'pooL'  Whi^s  that?" 
But  as  Debate  went  forward,  and  gentlemen  opposite  insisted  on 
dragginff  him  in,  he  finally  yielded,  and  taking  on  coat,  '*  went  for  " 
other  side.  Bey.  Sax  Smith  interposed  with  charming  story  about 
a  gentleman  whom  Liyerpool  Tones  had  appointed  Chairman  of 
Watch  Committee,  *'  he  being  solicitor  to  the  two  largest  imblicans 
in  liyerpooL"  That  didn*t  at  first  sight  seem  much  to  point,  sup- 
posing eyen  the  united  cubit  measurement  of  the  worthy  tradesmen 
exceeded  twelye  feet  But  Eeyerend  Sam  went  on  to  explain  what 
he  meant  was  that,  '*  between  them,  they  owned  about  120  nublio- 
houses."  Curious  moyement  in  Strangers'  Gallery  as  of  inyoltmtary 
wnacking  of  many  lips.  Foxwood  said  this  (which  he  daintily 
alluded  to  as  ''an  allegation")  had  been  denied.  Sam,  couching 
the  retort  in  clerical  language,  said  in  effect,  **  You're  another !  " 
whereupon  Ministerialists  roared,  "Oh!  oh  I"  and  Forwood^  now 
thoroognly  roused,  proceeded  to  show  that  Samttsl  and  his  Liberal 
allies  were  the  real  Gerrymanders,  and  that  he,  Forwood,  was  the 
spotless  adyooate  of  the  true  interests  of  the  Working-Man. 

House  b^an  to  look  askance  on  S.  S.  Neyer  suspected  him  of 
being  a  man  of  that  kind.  Glad  when  nainful  discussion  came  to 
end.  Bill  read  Second  Time ;  but  iubUa- 
tion  of  promoters  suddenly  chilled  bj  Tim 
Hralt,  of  whom  no  one  was  thinking  at 
the  moment,  stepping  in  and  adroitly  put- 
ting spoke  in  wheel  of  Bill,  by  moyin^  to 
refer  it  to  Select  Committee ;  which,  being 
translated,  means  it  will  get  no  Forwooder 
this  Session. 

StmneM  done.^TiM  HsALT  puts  FoR- 
wood's  dock  back. 

JWtfay,— Edward  Watkht  home  from 
honeymooning  trip.  Pleased  to  find  his 
Bill  giyinjBr  tne  Manchester,  Sheffield,  and 
Lincolnshire  Railway  direct  access  to  Lon- 
^  don  passed  all  its  stages  in  the  Commons. 
••  It 's  a  new  way  to  London,  good  Toby," 
he  said,  when  I  congratulated  him  on  the 
double  eyent.  **6ome  gentlemen  who 
paint  in  St.  John's  Wood  objected  on  what 
I  belieye  are  called  cesthetical  grounds. 
But  there  are  seyeral  big  towns  between 
here  and  Sheffield  wanted  the  short  cut, 
and  I  determined  they  should  haye  it. 
Things  looked  bad  last  Session,  and  per- 
haps some  fellows  would  haye  giyen  up. 
I  haye  a  litUe  way  of  neyer  giying  up,  and 
it's  astonishing  now  far  it^ll  carry  you. 
We  're  not  through  the  Lords  yet^— though, 
as  you  say,  we  are  through  their  cricket- 
ground.  But  you'll  see,  before  twelye 
months  are  oyer,  I  '11  bring  a  train  straight 


**  Thif  Way  to  London ! 


from  Sheffield  into  our  own  station  in  London,  and  if  you  only  liye  a 
little  longer,  jou  shall  come  witii  me  on  the  first  trip  from  Charing 
Cross  to  Pans  under  the  Channel  TunneL    Eyerythmg,  Tort,  cher 
ami,  comes  to  the  man  who  won't  wait." 
BtuinuM  dbiM.—Small  Holdings  Bill  practically  through  Committee, 


TEAMWATS. 

{Fhnn  the  Newspapers  of  the  Fuhire.) 

April  3,  1894.— The  County  Council  atyesterday's  meeting  dis- 
cussed the  proposed  new  Tramway  from  Westminster  Bridge  to  the 
Bound  Pono,  through  tiie  Abbey,  St.  James's  Park  and  Rotten  Bow. 
Deputations  from  all  the  artistic  and  archseologioal  Societies  presented 
petitions  against  it,  but  the  Council  refused  to  read  them.  Deputa- 
tions from  the  Institute  of  Architects  and  the  Society  for  the 
Protection  ol  Andent  Buildings  alio  attended  to  giye  their  yiews  on 
the  partial  demoliticn  ol  the  Abbey,  but  they  quarrelled  so  much 
amongst  themselyes  that  it  was  necessary  to  eject  them,  in  order  to 
preyent  a  free  fi^ht  in  the  Council  Chamber.  Three  Labour  Candidates 
were  then  receiyed,  the  Council  standing  respectfully,  and  stated 
that  at  least  twenty -seyen  persons  redoing  in  Southwark  would 


"WHEN  PAIN  AND  ANGUISH  WBING  THE  BBOW." 

The  MinisUr,  "WsLL,  Jakbt,  how  did  you  liki  yoitr  kkw 
Doctor,  Dr.  Elizabsth  Squills?" 

Janet,  **  Wesl,  Sir,  only  prxtty  well.  Yb  brb,  Sib,  Dr.  Eliza- 
beth isn't  so  Leddylikb  as  80X1  of  our  aik  Men  Doctobs  !  '* 


benefit  by  the  direct  route  to  Kensington  Gardens.    It  was  at  onoe 
resolyed  that  the  Tramway  should  be  made. 

Maff  2,  1901. — Yesterday  an  immense  Demonstration  of  Workinp- 
Men  was  held  in  Hyde  Park  to  protest  against  the  extension  of  the 
Tramways.  Mr.  John  Scalds  presided,  and  obseryed  in  his  speech, 
**  What  18  the  good  of  taking  the  Working-Man  from  his  own  door  to 
a  park,  if  there  is  no  park  at  the  other  end,  only  asphalte  and  tram- 
lines and  some  stumps  of  trees  out  down  ?  What  is  the  good  of 
taldng  him  to  Westminster  Abbey,  if  Poets'  Comer  has  been  made 
into  a  tramcar-shedP  Besides,  now  the  Working-Man  is  so  much 
richer,  and  pays  no  rates  or  taxes,  he  does  not  want  trams.  They 
are  only  fit  for  the  miserable  Middle  Class,  and  who  cares  about 
them?''  This  was  greeted  with  loud  shouts  of.  **  Down  with  the 
Council! "  and  the  yast  assemblage  inarched  with  threatening  cries 
and  gestures  towitfds  the  recently  completed  County  Council  Offices. 
Our  readers  are  aware  that  this  sumptuous  building,  which  cost  oyer 
two  millions,  occupies  the  site  where  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  formerly 
stood.  It  was  found,  howeyer,  that  the  Council  had  suddenly  ad- 
journed, and  that  all  the  officials  had  fied.  The  workmen  accordingly 
entered,  and,  haying  yoted  Mr.  Scalds  to  the  chair,  unanimously 
resolyed  that  all  the  Tramwa]rs  should  be  remoyed  and  the  Parks  re- 
planted and  returf ed.  It  was  decided  that  nothing  could  be  done  to 
replaoe  the  Cathedral  or  the  Abbey,  but  it  was  resolyed  that  the 
foUowing  inscription  should  be  placed  on  the  ruins  at  Westminster : — 
'*  To  the  lasting  disgrace  of  the  English  Nation,  this  Building, 
together  with  the  other  beautiful  and  interesting  parts  of  London, 
was  ruined,  for  the  sake  of  some  impossible  and  imbecile  schemes,  by 
an  assemblage  of  the  most  Despicable  Dolts  that  oyer  Uyed." 


Mixed.— Under  the  heading  '*  A  Tragic  Affair,"  it  was  recently 
stated  in  a  paragraph,  how  *'  a  Lady  hsd  been  shot  by  a  dischar^ 
Seryant."  it  would  haye  been  better  if  the  Senrant,  on  being 
discharged,  had  gone  off  and  ii^'ured  nobody. 
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IN    DIFFICULTIES. 

Effie  {who  catCt  make  her  sum  eome  rig?U\  **  Os,  I  do  wish  I  wis  ▲  Rabbit  so  ! " 
Uatid,  "What  fob,  Daklino?"       £Ju.  "Papa  says  thxy  Multiply  so  quickly  T 


THE  OTHER  "WESTMINSTER  STABLE." 

Noble  Owner  {watchinff  the  Favourite  ottt 

for  exercise).  Ah  I   don't  look  so  bad, 

Abthuk,  after  his  spin ! 
They  are  asking  all  round  u  he  '11  run,  if  he  '11 

win. 
They  would  like  much  to  know,  I've  no 

manner  of  doubt 
Why,  there  isn't  a  Bookie,  a  Tipster,  or  Tout, 
Not  to  mention  an  Owner,  or  Trainer,  or  Vet, 
But  desires  the  straight  tip— which  I  wish 

they  may  get ! 
If  they  knew  he'd  been  "nobbled,"  they'd 

greatlY  rejoice ; 
Then  they  'd  back  ouier  cracks— Dato/ii^Vm 

for  choice — 


With  a  confident  mind.    *' Nobbled  I"    Ah! 

were  they  able 
To  get  at  his  groom,  or  sneak  into  his  stable. 
How  gladly  some  of  them  would  give  him  a 

dose  I 
That's  right,  Asthub;  watch  him,  my  lad, 

and— keep  dose ! 
Trainer,  Ay,  ay,  Sir  I    They  will  not  get 

much  out  of  iTM,  Sir  I 
A  still  tongue  to  Tipsters  and  Touts  is  a  teaser. 
They  're  awfully  curious  about  Mother  horse ; 
Dtsaolution,  you  know.    Try  to  pump  me. 
'     Noble  Oumer,  Of  course  I 

Very  natural,  you  know,  /should  be,  in  their 
I  case. 

If  they  knew  that  this  nag  couldn't  win  the 

big  race, 


Or  was  not  meant  to  run,  then  their  course 

would  be  clear. 

[Espiee  Stranger  approaching, 
Hillo!    Not  too  near,  Arthttb!     (Atide.) 

Whom  have  we  here  f 
Polite  Stranaer(ineinuatingly),  Begpardon, 

my  Lord[  I    A  bit  out  of  my  track. 
Missed  my  way.    But  —ahem !— is  that  really 

the  "crack"? 
Why,  he  looks  cherry  ripe— at  a  distance.  I '  ve 

heard 
All  sorts  of  reports— gossips  ar6  so  absurd! 
But — would  you  mind  telling  me— has  the 

Great  Horse 
Been  really— got  at  ?    JSntre  nous,  mind  !— 
Noble  Owner  {drill/).  Of  course  ! 

Dissolution's  shy  backers  would  much  like  to 

know. 
But— fe//  them  who  sent  you  to  ask — it '»  noao  ! 
[Exit^  leaving  Polite  Stranger  plant/ Id, 


A  LAY  SERMON. 

{Suggested  by  certain  recent  manifestations  of  the 
Noncoi^ormist  conscience, ) 

Thou  shalt  not  steal  I    That 's  a  command 

Which  grips  us  with  an  iron  hand : 

And  "  he  who  prigs  what  isn't  his'n, 

When  he  is  cotohed  shall  go  to  prison  I " 

So  runs  the  Cockney  doggerel,  clear 

If  ungrammatical,  austere, 

With  not  a  saving  clause  to  qualify 

Its  rigid  Spartan  rule,  or  mollify 

Thefr  s  Nemesis.    Thou  shalt  not  steal ! 

At  least,— ahem  I— well,  all  must  feel 

That  propertv  in  thoughts  and  phrases. 

The  verbal  filagree  that  raises 

Flat  fustian  into  '*  oratory," 

And  makes  the  pulpit  place  of  glory, 

Such  propertv  is  not  so  easy 

To  settle,  and  a  conscience  qu^isy 

O'er  picking  pockets,  oft  remains 

Quite  unperturbed  while— picking  brains  ! 

A  Sermon  is  not  minted  com : 

It  you  may  borrow,  buy,  purloin. 

In  part  or  wholly,  andVet  preach  it 

As  your  own  work.    Who  'II  dare  impeach  it, 

This  innocent  transaction  P    Not 

Your  **  brethren,"  save,  perchance,  some  hot 

And  ultra-honest  (which  means  *  *  rancorous  "  ] 

Parsonic  rival.    "  How  cantankerous ! " 

The  reverend  Assemblv  shouts. 

It  mocks  at  scruples,  names  at  doubts. 

Hints  at  the  stem  objector's  animus. 

In  the  prig's  paises  is  unanimous. 

Oh,  Happy  Cleric  Land,  where  unity 

Breeds  such  unquestioning  oommumty 

Of  property- in  Sermons  I    True  it 

Strikes  some  as  queer ;  but  they  all  do  it,' 

If  one  may  trust  advertisement. 

And  an  Assembly's  calm  content 

At  what  to  the  Liay  mind  seems  robberv. 

Steal  ?    Nay !    But  do  not  raise  a  bobbery. 

If  hard-up  Dreachers  glean  their  shelves 

And  take  the  credit  to  themselves. 

How  wise,  how  good,  how  kind,  how  just! 

And  how  the  poor  Lay  mind  must  trust 

Those  who  so  skilfully  reveal 

The  meaning  of  ''  Thou  shalt  not  Steal  I " 


"Rbghbts  Ain>  Gbeaves."  —  But  for  a 
recent  trial,  who  of  the  outside  public  would 
even  have  guessed  that  the  unromantio  and 
quite  Bozziam  name  of  **  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tn.- 
Knrs"  meant  the  clever  musician,  Mr.  Ivak 
Cabyll  and  the  charming  and  accomplished 
actress  and  soprano,  Miss  Ge&aldins 
UlvarP  The  Tilkinsbs  are  to  be  congra- 
tulated on  their  winning  the  recent  action 
of  Tilkins  v.  Oreaves  with  the  award 
of  one  thousand  pounds  damage,  which  is 
the  price  the  transmitter  of  scandal  to  the 
New  York  World  has  had  to  pay  for  his 
industry. 
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OUR   COOKERY-BOOKERY. 

Most  Cookery-Books  are  bosh.  I  have  read  them  all— from  the 
'A^Miiycipof  of  Frakcatkllibm  (1904  B.C.)  to  the  Auer  Akberi; 
or  MiUum  i2eet]pM  of  Rung  Juvq  Jelltbao,  oompiled  in  Sanskrit, 
Pali,  Singhali,  Urdu^  Hindustani,  Bengrali,  and  the  Marowsky 
langna^,  for  the  ** Kitchens  measureless  to  man"  (see  CoALBiseE], 
of  the  Golden  Dome  of  Kubla  Khan ;  from  Mrs.  Glasse  to  Dr. 
KiTCHSKSR ;  from  Ude  to  Alex- 
▲KSBB  Dumas;  from  CABibcs  to 
Mrs.  MATi¥TfA¥  (who  ia  said  to 
have  adopted  the  pseudonym  of 
'  *  RuNDSLL ''  for  her  culinary  mis- 
tress-piece): and  from  Miss  Actok  y 
(who  was  also  the  distinguished  y 
authoress  of  Atuien  Fryers^  Piet 
and  Prpudioe^  Sems  and  SaU- 
pellarB,  &o.)  to  SoTXE.  The  ooly 
modem  culinary  manual  which 
{with  on0  exoepUon)  is  worth  any- 
thing is  by  Mrs.  Db  Salis,  whose 
name  has  a  happy  affinity  to  tiiat 
of  The  Oidv  TYustworthy  Autho- 
rity aa  a  CXxdcery-Bookerist,  and 
whose  immortal  contributions  to 
mageiristio  lore   are    ipapearing 

weekly    in    Sal {Here  the 

M,8,  tt  firmly  $oared  out  by 
ih»  Sdttorial  blue  pencil;  but, 
famtiy  UgibU,  ia,  ''^  circulation, 
2^599,8621.")  Fromthis*' Golden 
Treasury  "  oi  gormandising  I  have 
been  permitted  to  oull  a  few  re- 
cipes. Here  are  two  or  three  for 
scholastio  bed-room  suppers.  The 
first  will  be  inyaluable  in  Semi- 
naries for  Toung  Ladies:— 

8auci$ion9  en  PetiU  Toilette.— 
Purohase  your  sausages  on  the 
sly,  and  keep  them  carefully  in 

four  gloYe-box«  or  your  hand- 
erohief  case  till  wanted.  Prick 
them  all  orer  with  a  hair-pin 
before  cooking.  Sprinkle  them 
lightly  with  riolet  powder,  uid 
f^  in  cold  cream  (bmr's  grease 
will  do  88  well)  on  the  back  of 
your  handglass  over  the  bed-room 
candle.  If  the  fflass  gets  l»dcen« 
say  it  was  the  nousemaid,  or  the 
oat  did  it.  Turn  with  the  curling- 
tonn.  When  done  to  a  rich 
golden  brown,  put  your  sausages 


on  a  neatly  folded  copy  of  S-—— 
{Editorial  blue  pencil  again),  and 


seryehot  Thxn  bread  and  butter, 
plum-cake  or  shortbread  may  accompany  thii  appetising  dish,  and  a 
partially  ripe  apple  munched  between  each  sausage  will  certainly 
giye  it  a  zest ;  but  it  would  perhaps  be  as  well  not  to  eat  too  many 
chocolate  creams  afterwards. 

SouffiS  de  Fromoffe  de  HoUande,—l!\aM  is  a  yery  fayourite  dish  for 
the  dormitory  in  Youn^  Gentlemen's  schools.  Procure,  on  credit,  a 
fine  Dutch  cheese,  keep  it  carefully  in  your  play-box  or  in  your  desk ; 
but  don't  let  your  white  mice  get  at  it  Before  cooking  in  uie  dormi- 
tory, you  and  your  youn^  friends  can  haye  a  nice  game  of  ball  with 
the  merry  Dutchman,  only  refrain  from  trying  his  r^tiye  hardness 
or  softness  by  hammering  the  head  of  Muoo,  toe  stunidest  boy  in  the 
schooL  with  it  Now  cut  up  your  cheese  into  small  dice  and  care- 
fully toast  them  on  a  triangular  piece  of  slate,  which  you  will  cause 
''Gtp  Minor  "to  hold  oyer  a  spint-lamp.  When,  as  the  slate  grows 
hotter,  **Gtp  Minor'*  will  probably  howL  box  his  ears  smartly, 
and  the  cheese  will  thus  become  a  "  eoufflS,^^  or  rather  '*  eouffietr 
Senre  a  la  nutin  ehaude,  but  I  must  indignantly  protest  aninst  the 
practice  of  some  youths  of  eating  peppermint  drops  with  this  **plat,^^ 
A  bath  bun  is  much  better.  Beyerage,  gingerbeer  or  a  little  ginger 
wine. 

Toumedoi  a  la  SuAy. —li  is  a  yery  astonishing  thing  that  I  neyer 
could  persuade  school-boys  that  thii  is  a  most  succulent,  scholastic 
supiper-dish,  exceptionally  brisk  and  pungent  in  its  fiayour.  Perhaps 
their  ayersion  to  it  is  based  on  the  fact  that  the  toumedoa  is  usually 
seryed  yery  hot  indeed  towards  the  conclusion  of  the  repast  by  the 
Bey.  PrindpaL  It  is  accompanied  by  a  brown  sauce  made  of  a 
louauet  de  bouleau  full  of  buds  and  marinaded  in  mild  pickle. 

Curried  J^oUd.— Pkooeed  to  Ostend  and  procure  a  rabbit; 
honestly  if  possible,  but  procure  it  Pinch  its  scut  or  bite  its  ears, 
and  when  it  exdaims,  **  Miauw  I"  it  is  not  a  genuine  rabbit,  but  a 


ffrimalkin  in  disguise.  Some  cats  are  yery  deceitful  at  heart. 
Bring  your  rabbit  home,  and  then  send  to  the  nearest  liyery  stables 
and  Dcnrow  a  curry-comb,  then  proceed  to  curry  your  rabbit.  If 
Bunny  resists,  hit  nim  oyer  the  head  with  the  comb.  He  will  pos- 
sibly run  away  to  rejoin  his  brethren  at  Ostend,  or  in  New  South 
Wales :  but  at  all  eyents  you  will  haye  the  curry-comb.  One  can 
be  good  and  happy  without  returning  the  things  you  borrow.  See 
my  *'  Essay  on  Books,  Cartes-de-yisite,  and  Uinbrellas,"  in  the  next 

number  of  Sala'e  J {JSdito^ 

rial  blue-pencil  again,) 

Potage  a  la  Jambe  de  Boie 
(Wooden-leg  Soup).— Procure  a 
fine  fresh  wooden-leg,  one  from 
Chelsea  is  the  best.  Wash  it 
carefully  in  six  waters,  blanch  it 
and  trim  neatly.  Iaj  it  at  the 
bottom  of  a  large  pot,  into  which 
place  eig[ht  pounds  of  the  under- 
cut of  prime  beef,  half  a  Bayonne 
ham,  two  young  chickens,  and  a 
sweetbread.  To  these  add  leeks, 
cheryil,  carrots,  turnips,  fifty 
heads  of  asparagus,  a  few  trui- 
fies,  a  large  cow-cabbage,  a  pint 
of  French  beans,  a  peck  of  yery 
young  peas,  a  tomato  cut  in 
slices,  some  potatoes,  and  a  couple 
of  bananas.  Pour  in  three  gallons 
of  water,  and  boil  furiously  till 
your  soup  is  reduced  to  about  a 
pint  and  a-half .  As  it  boils,  add, 
drop  by  drop,  a  bottle  of  Jules 
Mttxx's  Extra  Dry,  and  agill  of 
Scotch  whiskey;  then  take  out 
your  wooden  leg,  which  wii>e  care- 
lully  and  serye  separately  with  a 
neat  frill,  which  can  be  easily 
cut  from  the  coyer  of  8awe 
Jo—  {Editorial  blue  pencil 
again)^  round  the  top.  The  soup 
itself  IS  best  seryed  in  a  silyer 
tureen,  or  in  a  Dresden  china 
punch-bowL  Theaboyeobyiously 
IS  intended  neither  for  school- 
boys nor  school-girls,  nor  is  it 
meant  for  the  tables  of  the  wealthy 
and  luxurious.  It  is  emphatic- 
ally a  Peer  Man's  Dish,  other- 
wise it  would  neyer  haye  forrnd 
a  place  in  the  cookery  column  of 
that  essentially  popular  periodi- 
cal, 8al4^8  Journal,  Hurrah  I 
the  Editor  has  gone  out  to  **  chop," 
and  there  was  no  blue  pencil  to 
mar  the  last  touching  allusions. 
N.B. — Circulation,  eight  millions, 
nine  hundred  and  thirty-three  thousand,  two  hundrea  and  sixty- 
one  and  a-half.  Guaranteed  by  fiye  firms  of  Magna  Chartered 
Accountants.  Old  Abtful. 


THE  NEW  LEARNING. 


Me.  Stuaet  Rendsl,  haying  stated  at  Llanfair-Caerecinion  that 
"a  day  with  Mr.  Gladstone  was  a  whole  liberal  education,"  the 
London  School  Board  has  at  last  decided  to  alter  the  present  system 
oom^etely.  After  many  days'  deliberation,  it  has  been  arranged 
to  hire  tne  Albert  Palace  and  Mr.  Gladstone  for  a  week.  It  is 
estimated  that  during  six  days,  all  the  children  now  in  the  London 
schools  can,  in  detachments,  be  squeezed  into  the  building  and  sjoend 
a  daj  there  with  the  Bight  Honourable  Gentleman.  Beats  will  be 
proyided  on  the  platform  for  the  Members  of  the  Board,  as  this 
instructLon  would  be  a  great  benefit  to  many  of  them.  At  the  end 
of  the  six  days  the  present  work  of  the  Board  will  be  finished,  and 
it  will  adjourn  for  ten  years,  when  another  week  in  the  society 
of  the  Grand  Old  Educator  will  again  suffice  for  the  needs  of  the 
rising  generation.  The  numerous  Board  Schools  will  therefore 
become  useless,  but  it  is  not  proposed  to  demolish  them,  as  experience 
has  shown  that  they  are  sure  to  fall  down  of  their  own  accord  before 
long.  The  sumptuous  offices  of  the  Board  will  be  oonyerted  into  a 
Home  for  Destitute  Schoolmasters. 

We  haye  reason  to  belieye  that  Mr.  Gladstoite,  after  fulfilling  his 
engagement  at  the  Albcnrt  Palace,  will  make  a  tour  in  the  proyinoes, 
ana  utter  on  will  haye  classes  for  journalists  and  other  literary  men, 
whose  tityU,  in  many  cases,  would  be  yastly  improyedby  two  minutes, 
or  eyen  less,  in  the  tame  room  with  him. 
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THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE. 

ADiBOi. 
{Adapted flrom  Tkonuu  ffood,) 

*'  A  jolly  plaoa,"  Mid  he,  "  in  timet  of  old. 
But  someUiiiig  ail!  it  now :  the  place  ii  oortt.** 
•*  Hart'LMp  W$li;'  by  JFordttvorih. 

I. 

A  BisiDEKCB  for  Tory.  Whig  or  Rad^ 
Where  yet  none  had  abiding  habitation ; 
A  Hoat&— but  darkened  by  the  influenoe  sad 

Of  slow  disintegration. 
0*er  all  there  hung  a  shadow 

and  a  fear. 
A  sense  of  mystery  the  spirit 

dannted. 
And  said  as  plain  as  whisper  in 

the  ear, 
The  place  is  Hannted  I 

There   speech  grew  wild  and 

nuiklj  as  the  weed, 
Gkihax  with  Takner  waged 

competitive  trials. 
And  Yulgar  bores  of  Billings- 

gaosh  breed 
Yoioed  spleen^s  yenomed  yials. 
Bat  gay  or  gloomy,  fluent  or 

infirm, 
Kone  heeded  their  duU  drawls, 

of  hours'  duration. 
The  House  was  clearly  in  for  a 

lonff  term 
Of  desolate  stagnation. 
The  Bpxaxsr  yawned  upon  his 

Chair,  he  found 
It  tiring  work,  a  placid  brow  to 

xurroWi 
To    sit  out  speeches  arguing 

round  and  round. 
From  County  or  from  Boroujch. 
The  Members,  like  wild  rabbits, 

scudded  through 
The  lobbies,  took  their  seats. 

lounged,    yawned — and 

The  Whips  like  spectres  wan- 
dered \  well  they  knew 
AU  discipline  was  banished. 
The  blatant  bore,— the  faddist, 

and  the  fool. 
Were  listened  to  with  an  indif- 
ferent tameness. 
The  windbag  of  the  new  Hiber- 
nian school 
Railed    on    with    shocking 
sameness. 
The   moping   M.P.   motionless 

andsaff, 
Who,  on  his  bench  sat  silently 

and  stilly, 

Gawped  with  round  eyes  and 

pendulous  lijps,  as  if 

He  had  been  stricken  silly : 

Ko  cheery  sound,  except  when 

faraway 
Came  echoes  of  'cute  Labbt*8 

cynic  laughter. 
Which,  sick  of  Dumbleborough's 
chattering  jav. 
His  listeners  rambled  after. 
But    Echo's    self    tires    of    a    Gka.hah's 

ton^e, 
Bot  blent  with  rudeness  gentlest  nymph  can't 

pardon. 
Why  e'en  the  G.  0.  M.  his  ^y  head  hung, 

And  wished  he  were  at  Hawarden. 
Like  vine  unpruned,  Bkxtok's  exuberant 

speech 
Sprawled  o'er  the  question  with  the  which 


Prince  Asthuil  twined  one  lank  leg  t'other 

round,  [ladies ; 

Drooping  a  long  chin  like  Bubke-Jokes's 

And  Habcoubt,  sickening  of  the  strident 

Wished  Covtbsabe  in  Hades,      [sound, 
For  oyer  all  there  hung  a  cloud  of  fear, 
A  sense  of  imminent  doom  the  spirit  daunted, 
And  said,  as  plain  as  whisper  in  the  ear, 

The  House  is  Haunted  I 

n. 

Oh,  yery  gloomy  is  this  House  of  Woe, 
Where  yawns  are  numerous  while  Big  Ben  is 
knelling. 


In  Eighty-Six's  curious  Party  tangle. 
Who  for  the  Totes  which  helped  him  head 
the  poll 
In  yain  again  may  angle. 
The  Obahavs  and  the  Caxdwblls  may  look 

bold, 
So  may  the  ComrBEABBs,  and  Cobbs  and 

TAinrsBs; 
But  the  next  House  quite  other  men  may 
hold. 
And  (let 's  hope)  other  manners. 
They  'd  like  to  know  when  this  will  close  its 

door 
Upon  each  moribund  and  mournful  Member, 
And  who  will  stand  upon  the 
House's  floor 
After,  say,  next  NoTember. 
That 's  why  the  ILP.'s  sit  in 

silent  doubt, 
Why  spirits  flag,  and  cheeks  are 

pale  and  liyid. 

And  why  theDissoLtmoir  Spook 

stands  out 

So  ominously  yiyid.     [appeal 

Some  key  to  the  result  <a  the 

They  yearn  for  Tainly,  all  their 

nerves  a-ouiver; 
The  presence  of  the  Shadow  they 
allfeel. 
And  sit,  and  brood,  and  shiTer. 
There  is  a  sombre  rumour  in  the 
air,  [atrocious ; 

The  shadow  of  a  Presence  dim. 
No    human   creature    can    be 
festive  there. 
Even  the  most  f erociouB. 
An  Omen  in  the  place  there 

seems  to  be. 
Both  sides  with  spectral  per- 
turbation covering. 
The  straining  eyeballs  are  pre- 
pared to  see 
The  Apparition  hovering. 
With  doubt,  with  fear,  their 

features  are  o'eroast; 
Salisbxtbt  at  Covent  Gtxden 

mifi^t  have  spoken. 
But,  saveior  Rumour's  whiapen 
on  the  blast, 
The  silence  is  unbroken. 
And  overall  there  hangs  adoud 
of  fear,  [daunted. 

The  Spook  of  Dissblation  all  has 
And  savs  as  plain  as  whisper  in 
uie  ear. 
The  House  is  Haunted  I 


SOCIAL   PROBLEMS   NOT  HAPPILY  SOLVED. 

Euiband.    "Oh,  SiE  John,  so  olad  tot7  ravb  called  I— akb  so 

KIND    OF    LADT  DASHWOOD    TO   HAVE  ASKED    V%    TO    HER    PaETT  ! — ^BUT 

we  abe  quite  ik  a  fiz  when  to  come,  because  the  card  sats 
'Early  and  Late.'  " 

Sir  John,  "Oh,  I  thikk  I  oak  tell  totj.  Send  tour  Wife  very 
Early  indeed,  akd  tov  oak  ooice  as  Late  as  yov  like  1 " 

Eutband  {who  does  not  quite  tee  it),  "Thanks  I  thanks  I  very  many 
Thanks  ! " 


he'dmppie: 
PiCTOK  prosed  on,— the  style  in  which 


preach 
In  a  dissenting  ohapeL 


men 


It  is  not  on  the  Session  dull  and  slow. 
These  pale  M.P.'s  are  dweUing. 

Oh,  very,  very  dreary  is  the  gloom, 

But  M.F.'s  heed  not  Healths  elocution ; 

Each  one  is  wondering  what  may  be  his  doom 
After  the  Dissolution  I 

That  House  of  Woe  must  soon  be  dosed  to  all 
Who  linger  now  therein  with  tedium  mortal, 
And  of  tnose  lingerers  a  proportion  small 

Affain  may  pass  its  DorUl. 
There's  many  a  one  who  o*er  its  threshold 
stole 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

••  Upon  what  principle,"  one 

of  my  Baronites  writes.   **do 

people  collecting  a  number  of 

short  stories  for  publication  in 

one  volume,  select  that  iHiich 

shall  give  the  book  its  title?" 

Of  course  I  know,  but  shan't 

say;  am  not  here  to  answer 

conundrums.    After  interval  of 

chilling  silence,   my  Baronite 

continues,  "  Lady  Lnn>8AY  has 

brought  together    ten    stories 

which  A. &  C. BLACKimblish in 

a  comely  volume.    She  calls  it 

A  PhUoeepher^B  Window^  that  being  the  tiUe 

of  the  first  in  the  procession.    I  have  looked 

through  the  PAt/OtopW't  Window^  and  don't 

see  much,  except  perhaps  a  reminiscence  of 

A  Chriitmat  Carol,     There  are  others^f ar 

better,  notably  '  Miss  Dairsie's  Diary.'    This 

is  a  gem  of  simple  narrative,  set  in  charming 

Scottish  scenery,  which  Lady  Lindsay  evi- 

I  dentlv  knows  and  loves.    There  is  much  elae 

;  that  is  good.    *  The  Story  of  a  Railway  Jour- 

|ney,'  and  *Poor  Miss  Brackenthorpe,'  for 

exam]^.    All  are  set  in  a  minor  key.  but  it 

I  is  simple,  natural  music."         B.  db  B.- W. 
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THE   YOUNG   GiRUS   COMPANION. 

(ByMn.  Payley.) 
No.  IV.— The  Choice  op  ▲  Husbaih). 

Akt  woman,  my  dear  young  ^Is,  can  marry  any  man  she  likes, 
provided  that  she  is  careful  about  two  points.  She  must  let  him 
know  that  she  would  accept  a  prqpoeal  from  him,  but  she  must 
never  let  him  know  that  she  has  let  nim  know.  The  enoouragement 
must  be  very  stronj^r  hut  very  delicate*  To  let  him  know  that  you 
would  marry  him  is  to  appeal  to  his  vanity,  and  this  appeal  never 
fails ;  but  to  let  him  Imow  that  you  have  given  him  the  information 
is  to  app^  to  his  pihr,  and  this  appeal  never  succeeds.  Besides,  you 
awake  his  dis^t.  Half  the  art  of  the  woman  of  the  world  consists  in 
doinff  disgusting  things  delicately.  Be  delicate,  be  indirect,  avoid 
simplioity,  and  there  is  hardly  any  limit  to  your  choice  of  a  husband. 
—  -  I  need   say  nothing  about 

detrimental  people.  The  con- 
flict between  a  daughter  and 
her  parents  on  this  point— so 
popular  in  fiction— venr  rarely 
takes  place.  It  is  well  under- 
stood. Tou  may  fall  in  love 
with  the  detrimental  person, 
and  you  may  let  him  fall  in 
love  with  you.  But  at  present 
we  are  talking  about  marriage. 
Never  marry  a  man  with 
the  artistic  temperament.  By 
the  artistic  temperament  one 
means  morbid  tastes,  un- 
certain temper  and  excessive 
vanity.  It  may  be  witty  at 
dinner ;  it  mtis^  oe  snappidi  at 
breakfast.  It  never  has  any 
monesr.  In  its  dress  it  is  dirty 
and  picturesque,  unless  under 
the  pressure  of  an  occasion. 
It  flirts  well,  but  marries  badly. 
I  have  described,  of  course, 
rather  a  pronounced  case  of 
artistic  temperament.  But  it 
is  hardly  safe  to  marry  any 
man  who  appreciates  things 
artistic,  because,  as  a  rule,  he 
only  does  it  in  order  that 
people  maj  appreciate  his 
appreciation ;  and  after  a  time  that  becomes  wearisome. 

Do  not  marry  an  imperial  man.  The  young  girl  of  seventeen 
believes  in  strength ;  by  this  she  means  a  hur^edun  and  a  persistent 
neglect  of  herself.  She  adores  that  kind  of  thing,  and  she  will  marry 
it  if  she  is  not  warned.  It  is  not  good  to  fall  in  love  witii  Bestrained 
Force,  and  afterwards  And  that  you  have  married  Apathy. 

The  man  whom  you  marry  must,  of  course,  have  an  income ;  he 
should  have  a  better  social  jKNution  than  vou  have  any  right  to 
expect.  Tou  know  all  that—it  is  a  commonplace.  But  also  he  must 
be  perfectlv  even.  In  everything  he  should  remind  you  constantly 
of  most  other  men.  Everything  in  him  and  about  nim  should  be 
uniform.  Even  his  sins  should  be  so  monotonous  that  it  is  impossible 
to  call  them  romantic.  Avoid  the  romantic.  Shun  supreme 
moments.  Chocolate  -  creams  are  very  well,  but  as  a  daily  food 
dry  toast  is  better.  Seek  for  the  man  who  has  the  qualities  of 
diy  toast — a  hard  exterior  manner,  and  an  interior  temperament 
that  is  at  once  soft  and  insipid.  The  man  that  I  describe  is 
amenable  to  flattery,  even  as  dry  toast  is  amenable  to  butter. 
Tou  can  guide  him.  And.  as  he  never  varies,  jou  can  calculate 
upon  him.  Mariy  the  ory-toast  man.  He  is  easy  to  obtain. 
There  are  hundreds  of  him  in  Piccadilly.  None  of  them  wants 
to  marry,  and  all  of  them  wilL     He  gives  no  trouble.     He  will 

go  to  the  Club  when  he  wants  to  talk,  and  to  the  theatre  when 
e  wants  to  be  amused.  He  will  come  to  you  when  he  wants 
absolutely  nothing ;  and  in  yon— if  you  are  the  well-bred  English 
ffirl  that  1  am  supposing— he  will  assuredly  find  it  And  so  you  will 
both  be  contented. 

Do  not  think  that  I  asi,  for  one  moment,  depreciating  sentiment 
I  worship  it ;  I  am  a  sentimentalist  myself.  But  everything:  has  its 
place,  and  sentiment  of  this  kind  belongs  to  young  unmarried  life — 
to  the  period  when  you  are  engaged,  or  when  you  ought  to  be 
en([a^ed.  The  young  man  whom  I  luive  described— the  crisp,  perfect, 
insipid,  dry-toast  man— would  only  be  bored  by  a  wife  wno  wanted 
to  be  on  sentimental  terms  with  him.  I  remember  a  case  in  point. 
A  young  nrl,  whom  I  knew  intimately,  married  a  man  who  was,  as 
a  husbandf,  perfect.  They  lived  hapjnly  enoiurh  for  three  or  four 
years ;  she  had  a  couple  of  children,  a  oeautif ul  house,  everything 
that  could  be  desired.    And  then  the  trouble  came.    She  had  been 


reading  trashy  novels.  I  suppose ;  at  any  rate,  she  fell  in  love  with 
her  own  husband.  She  went  in  daily  dread  that  he  would  find  it 
out  I  argued  with  her,  reasoned  wiui  her,  entreated  her  to  give  up 
such  ruinous  folly.  It  was  of  no  use.  She  wrote  him  letters— three 
sheets,  crossed  and  underlined.  I  warned  her  that  sooner  or  later 
he  would  read  one  of  ti^em.  He  did ;  and  he  never  forgave  her. 
That  happy  home  is  all  broken  up  now— simply  because  that  woman 
could  not  remember  that  there  is  a  time  for  sentiment  and  a  time 
for  propriety,  and  that  marriage  is  the  time  for  prsiiriely.  The 
passions  are  all  very  well  ^until  you  are  married ;  but  the  fashions 
will  last  you  all  your  life. 

I  have  no  more  to  say  on  the  chdoe  of  a  husband.  It  is  auite  the 
simplest  thing  that  a  young  girl  has  to  learn,— you  must  find  a  quite 
colourless  person,  and  fiatter  him  a  little;  his  vanity  will  do  the 
rest  And  when  you  are  married  to  him,  you  will  find  him  much 
easier  to  tolerate  than  a  man  who  has  any  strong  charaoteristio.  Do 
not  get  into  the  habit  of  thinking  marriage  important ;  it  is  only 
important  in  so  far  as  it  affects  externals ;  it  need  not  touch  the 
interior  of  your  life. 

I  have  received  several  letters.  Elll  has  had  poetry  sent  to  her 
by  her  flancS^  and  wishes  to  know  if  this  would  justify  her  in  breaking 
the  engagement.  I  think  not  She  can  never  be  quite  certain  that 
it  is  the  man's  own  make ;  and,  besides,  plenty  of  men  are  like  that 
during  the  engagement  period,  but  never  suffer  from  it  afterwards. 
The  ouier  letters  must  be  answered  privately. 


''THE  DEADLY  CIGARETTE.^^ 

Have  you  heard  the  Tankee  threat  to  suppress  the  Cigarette  P 
Ten  dollars  tax  per  thousand— as  the  French  would  say,  par  mtUe — 

Is  the  scheme  proposed,  forsooth,  to  protect  the  Tankee  youth 
From  poisons  just  discovered  in  his  papier  pur  jU  ! 

Such  things  might  well  have  been  in  staring 
emerald  green. 
Or  even  in  the  paler  tint  that 's  christened 

But  it  simply  makes  one  sick  to  imagine 
arsenic 
Is  lurking  in  the  spotless  white  of  papier 
pur  fit! 

Strange  the  smoking  French  survi,ve  I    Surely 
none  should  be  alive  ; 
Fair  France  should  be  one  mighty  morgue 
from  Biarritz  to  Lille, 
If  there's  also  i^osphorus,  bringing  deadly 
loss  for  us. 
In  Hygiene's  new  victim,  luckless  papier 
purJU. 

Tet  some  Frenchmen  live  to  tell  they  are 
feeling  pretty  well ; 
From  dozing  Concierge  at  home  to  inarching  ^y- 


Oarde  mobile^ 
Tou  might  safely  bet  your  boots  that,  with  loud  derisive  hoots, 
They 'd  scout  the  thought  of  poison  in  their  papier  purjU, 

Then  how  foolish  to  conclude  that,  because  they  hurt  the  dude. 

Smoking  all  day  in  the  country,  half  the  night  as  well  en  viUe^ 
After  dinner  Cigarettes,  two  or  three,  mean  paying  debts 

Of  nature,  or  mean  going  mad,  from  papier  pur  iU  ! 


VANS  DE  LUXE. 


Sib,— I  am  ^oiDg  to  start  a  Caravan!  It's  all  the  go  now,  and 
nothing  like  it  for  fresh  air  and  seeing  out-of-the-way  country 
places.  What's  the  good  of  Hamlet  with  all  the  hamlets  left  out, 
eh  ?  We  shall  sleep  in  bunks,  and  have  six  horses  to  pull  us  up  any 
Bunker's  Hill  we  may  come  to.  I  intend  doing  the  thing  in  style, 
like  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  and  Dr.  Go&dov  SiABLttTNo  gipsy- 
ing  for  yours  truly  I  I  've  been  calculating  how  many  people  I  snail 
want  and  I  don't  think  I  can  get  on  comfortably  without  all  the 
following  (they  'U  be  my  following,  d'ye  see  F)  :— 

1.  Head  Driver;  8.  Understudy  for  Driver;  3.  Butler;  4^  Foot- 
man; 5.  Yeterinary  Surgeon;  6.  Carpenter  (if  wheel  oomes  off,  dbo.); 
7.  Handv  working  Orator  (to  explain  to  people  that  we  're  not  a 
PolitieafVaji ;  8.  Klectrician  (in  case  horses  go  lame,  and  we  have  to 
use  electricity) ;  9, 10, 11.  Female  Servants. 

The  Servants  will  have  to  occupy  a  separate  van,  of  course.  They  'II 
be  in  the  van  and  in  the  rear  at  the  same  time  I    i 'U  let  your  readers 
know  how  we  get  on.    At  present  we  haven't  even  got  off. 
Tours  jauntilyy  VrrCJ 

The  HionwAT-MAK  {pro  team). 


{j^  VOnO£ — Jmeoud  CouunonisatiOBS  or  Contribtttioi^,  whsthar  MB.,  Printed  Kattor,  Drawings,  or  Pioturss  of  aay  desonpiioa,  viU 
im  BO  osM  be  retaraed,  not  even  when  aoeompiuiied  by  a  Stamped  aad  Addressed  Savelope,  Oover,  or  Waapper.   Tto  this  rale 
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VENICE   RESERVED. 

(,A  Sketch  /ram  a  Numbered  Stall  at  Olympia, ) 

Ov  the  Stafi^,  the  Soene  represents  "A  Pnblio  Place  before  the 
Arsenal,"  where  a  nomber  of  artisans  are  apparently  busUy  engaged 
in  TTiftlrinff  horse-shoes  on  cold  anvils  in  preparation  lor  the  launch  of 
* '  The  AcfruUica,"  On  extreme  k.  enter  Antonio^  who  exnresses  com- 
mercial embarrassment  by  going  through  a  sort  of  dumb-bell  exercise 
on  a  bridge.  On  extreme  L.  enter  BoManio,  Lorenzo,  and  AntontOf 
who  observe,  witii  mild  surprise,  that  there  are  several  other  persons 
present,  ana  proceed  to  point  out  objects  of.  local  interest  to  one 
another  with  tne  ofiSicious  amiability  of  persons  in  the  foreground  of 
hotel  advertisements.  (Here  a  Small  Soy  in  a  box,  who  has  an  tm- 
preuton  he  is  going  to  see  a  Pantomime,  inquires  audibly  *'  when  the 
Clown  Part  will  beain  f  "  and  has  to  be  answered  and  consoled.) 
Bassanio  nerceives  Antonio  afar  off,  and  advances  towards  him  with 
stately  deuberation,  throwing  out  signals  with  one  arm  at  intervals ; 
Antonio  goes  to  meet  him :  they  shake  each  other  by  both  hands  with 
affectionate  cordiality,  and  then  turn  their 
backs  on  one .  another,  as  though,  on  reflec-  ~ 

tion,  thev  found  l^ey  had  less  to  say  than 
they  haa  imagined.  Presently  Bassanio 
recollects  why  ne  wanted  to  see  Antonio  so 
particularly,  and,  by  describing  a  cirde  in 
the  air,  ana  pointing  from  the  electric  lights 
above  to  the  balcony  stalls  in  front,  and 
tapping  his  belt,  puts  Antonio  at  once  in 
possession  dl  his  chronic  impecuniosity,  his 
passion  for  Portia^  and  his  need  for  a  small 
temporary  loan.  Antonio  curls  up  his  fists, 
raises  them  to  the  level  of  his  ears,  and 
then  pretends  to  take  his  heart  out  of  his 
doublet  and  throw  it  at  Bassanio^  who 
fields  it  with  graceful  dexterity,  instantly 
comprehending  with  Italian  intuition  that 
his  friend  is,  like  himself,  rather  pressed  for 
ready  money,  but  is  ra^pared  to  back  a 
bill  for  any  amount.  Shyloek  passes  that 
way,  and  is  introduced  by  Antonio  as  a 
gentleman  in  the  city  who  is  in  the  habit 
of  wiftlring  advances  on  personal  security 
without  inquiry.  Shyloek  extracts  ima- 
ginary ink  irom  his  chest,  and  writes  with 
one  hand  on  the  i>alm  of  the  other,  and 
cringingly  produces  a  paper-knife— where- 
upon the  transaction  is  complete,  and  the 
parties,  becoming  aware  that  a  Grand  Tri- 
umphal Procession  is  waiting  to  come  in, 
and  that  they  are  likely  to  be  in  the  way, 
tactfully  suggest  to  one  another  the  pro- 
priety of  retiring.  After  the  Procession, 
yialentina,  "the  lovely  daughter  of  the 
poud  Visconti"  embarks  on  a  barge  with 
ner  maidens  to  meet  her  betrothed. 

(In  the  Stalls^  a  Lady  with  a  Catalogue, 
who  hasn't  been  here  before,  mistakes  this 


proceeding  for  **  The  Launch  of  the  Adria- 
tiea,**  btU  M  set  right  by  a  Jriend  who  has, 
and  is  consequently  able  to  inform  her  that 
Yalentina  ts  Portia  on  her  way  to  plead 
against  Shyloek.)' 

A  mimic  battle  takes  place  on  a  bridge 
— 1.0.,  rival  factions  shake  their  fists 
with  prudent  defiance  over  one  another's  shoulders.  (An  Old 
Lady  in  the  Balcony,  who  has  been .  watching  this  desperate 
encounter,  finds  thai  she  has  mused  a  verv  important  Scene  between 
Shyloek  and  Jessica  at  the  other  end  of  the  staae,  and  remorsefully 
resolves  to  be  more  observant  in  future,  as  the  Scene  changes  to 
"  Portia's  Palatial  Some.'*)  Portia  enters  (the  Lady  in  the  Stalls, 
who  has  been  here  before,  tells  her  companion  that  Portia's  dress  was 
"  lovely  when  it  was  clean'*),  and  j^reets  her  guests  by  extending 
both  arms  and  inviting  them  to  inspect  the  palms  of  her  hands, 
thereby  intimating  that  the  abundance  of  canopied  recesses,  and  the 
absence  of  any  furniture  to  sit  down  upon,  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
the  apartment  has  been  recently  cleared  for  a  parlour  game.  The 
company  express  a  well-bred  gratification  by  bowing.  Enter  the 
Prince  of  Morocco  (who  is  of  course  identified  by  various  Spectators 
in  the  Stalls  without  Cataloaues  as  "Othello/'  or  ''the  Duke  of 
Thingumbob— you  know  the  cnap  I  mean  "),  followed  by  his  retinue ; 
he  kisses  Portia's  hand,  as  she  explains  to  him,  the  Prince  of 
Arragon,  and  Bassanio.  the  rules  of  the  game  in  three  sim^e  ges- 
tures. They  reply,  by  nourishes,  that  they  have  frequently  played 
it  at  home,  and  promise  faithfully  not  to  cheat  The  three  caskets 
are  brought  in  and  placed  on  a  table ;  the  Prince  of  Morocco  is  the 
first  player,  and  walks  towards  them  very  slowly,  stopping  at  every 


<<  Signals  to  Portia  that  it  is  not  such  an  amna ing 
game  as  he  thought." 


ten  paces  and  signalling  to  Portia  that  he  is  all  right  so  far,  and 
that  she  is  not  to  be  at  all  uneasy  on  his  account.  On  coming  in 
sight  of  the  caskets,  he  pauses  and  turns  to  the  audience,  as  if  it 
had  only  just  occurred  to  nim  that  the  odds  were  two  to  one  against 
him,  and  he  must  be  careful.  Presently  he  jerks  his  right  arm 
above  his  head  and  strikes  his  forehead,  to  indicate  a  happy  thought, 
rushes  at  the  ffolden  casket,  opens  it,  and  slams  the  lid  disgustealy. 
After  which  ne  signals  to  Portia  that  it  is  not  such  an  amusing 
game  as  he  thought,  and  he  doesn't  mean  to  play  any  more,  beckons 
to  his  retinue  and  goes  off,  throwing  his  doak  over  his  shoulder  with 
a  gesture  of  manly  and  not  unnatural  annoyance.  The  Prince  of 
Arragon  tries  the  silver  casket  next,  with  similar  unsuccess.  Then 
Bassanio— "mih.  an  elaborate  pretence  of  uncertainty,  considering  he 
can  hardly  have  helped  witnessing  the  proceedings— advances  to  the 
caskets,  in  front  of  which  he  penorms  a  little  mental  calculation, 
finally  arriving  at  the  condusion  that,  as  the  portrait  is  not  in  the 

g»ld  and  silver  boxes,  it  may  not  improbably  be  in  the  leaden  one. 
e  actually  does  find  it  there,  and  exhibits  it  to  Portia  with  extreme 
astonishment,  as  if  it  was  quite  the  last  thing  he  expected.^  Then 
he  advances  to  meet  her,  comparing  her 
frequently  with  the  picture,  and  expressing 
his  approval  of  it  as  a  likeness,  and  his 
determination  to  be  taken  by  the  same 
artist.  Mutual  satisfaction,  interrupted 
by  the  arrival  of  a  gondola  witJi  a  letter 
from  AfUonio,  To  read  it  and  impart  its 
contents  and  the  entire  history  of  the  bond 
to  Portia,  by  a  semicircular  sweep  of  the 
arm  and  sounding  his  chest,  takes  Bassanio 
exactly  two  seconds  and  a  half,  after 
which  he  departs  in  the  gondola,  and  the 
scene  changes  to  the  Piasszetta,  where  a 
variety  of  exciting  events— including  the 
Trial,  a  Musical  Ballet,  and  a  Call  to  Arms 
— ^take  place,  culminatiiig  in  the  embarka- 
tion of  Tenetian  soldiers  to  recapture 
Ghioggia,  in  three  highly  ornamental  but 
sliffhtly  unseaworthy  Barges,  as  the  Curtain 
fails  on  Act  I. 

Interval  of  Fifteen  Minutes,  spent  by 
some  of  tJie  lady  spectators  in  speculation 
whether  the  dark  and  light  patches  on  the 
blue  curtains  are  due  to  design  or  the 
action  of  damp.  After  which  the  Fortress 
of  Chioggia  is  disclosed,  with  a  bivouac  of 
the  I  Genoese  garrison.  A  bevy  of  well- 
meaning  maidens  enter  with  fruit  and 
vegetables  for  the  military,  but,  on  the 
discovery  that  their  wares  are  properties, 
and  too  firmly  glued  to  the  baskets  to  be 
detached,  they  retire  in  confusion.  A  smaU 
sail  is  seen  oehind  the  battlements ;  the 
soldiers  poke  at  it  with  halberds  until  it 
retreats,  whereupon,  soldier  -  like,  they 
dance.  The  sail  returns  with  a  still  smaller 
one;  red  fire  is  burnt  under  the  walls, 
wldch  so  demoralises  the  Genoese  soldiery 
that  theyall  tumble  down  with  precaution, 
and  the  Venetians  burst  in  and  stand  over 
them  in  attitudes  as  the  soene  changes  to 
an  Ldand  near  Yenioe  and  a  Grand 
Aquatic    Procession.       {^ere     intelligent 


Spectators  in  the  Stalls  tdentify  the  first 
four  pairs  of  gondolas,— which  are  draped 
respectively  in  icicles,  pale  green,  rose-colour^  and  sqffron,  —  as 
typifying  the  Seasons;  another  pair  come  m  draped  in  violet, 
which  they  find  some  difficult^/  m  satisfactorily  accounting  for. 
When  two  more  appear  hung  with  white  and  fold  with  a  harp  and 
palette  at  the  prows,  they  grow  doubtful,  and  the  entrance  of  the  two 
last  couples,  which  carry  shrines  and  images,  reduces  them  to  hopeless 
mystification.  The  Small  Boy  wishes  to  know  whether  anybody  will 
be  upset  in  the  water,  and  being  told  that  this  is  not  a  feature  m  the 
entertainment,  conceives  a  poor  opinion  of  the  capacity  of  Mediaeval 
Venice  for  light  hearted  revelry.) 

Terrace  near  Portia's  Palace,  Por^,  Bassanio  and  the  Doge 
discovered  enjoying  a  pasteboard  banquet. 

(A  Lady  in  the  Stalls  ''wonders  whether  it  is  correct  to  represent 
Portia  as  knowing  a  Doge  so  intimately  as  all  that,"  and  doubts 
whether  it  is  in  Shakspeare.) 

The  supper-table  is  removed,  and  the  proceedings  terminate  by  a 
Grand  Al  Fresco  Carnival.  Ladies  of  the  ballet  dance  bewitch- 
ingly.  while  soldiers  play  at  Bo-Peep  behind  enormous  red  hoops. 
Finally  the  entire  strength  of  the  ballet  link  arms  in  one  immense 
line,  and  simultaneously  execute  a  wonderful  chromatic  kick,  upon 
which  the  blue  draperies  descend  amidst  prolonged  and  thoroughly 
well-deserved  applause  from  a  delighted  audience. 


vflL.  on. 
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THE  (POLITICAL)  LADY-CEICKETERS. 

{A  Colloquy  near  the  Nets,) 

[At  the  meeting  of  the  Women's  Liberal  Federation  the  following  "  opera- 
tire  mandatory  resolution"  was  carried: — *'That  in  pursuance  of  the 
resolution  passed  in  May  1890,  the  Council  now  instructs  the  Executive 
Committee  that  they  shall  promote  the  enfranchisement  of  women,  including 
the  local  and  parliamentary  Totee  for  all  women,  who  possess  any  of  the 
legal  qualifications  enabling  them  to  rote,  among  the  other  liberal  reforms 

now  Mfore  the  Country,  —^'^-''  --*  — '-- —    '■"  -  ^—'^   ^-—   -'-   '^^ 

approaching  Election."] 


whilst  not  making   it  a  test  question  at   the 


^, 


BCEFB  — "^<  the 
NeU'*  on  tho  St. 
Steph$n*»  Cricket 
Ground,  '*  The 
Champion*^  has 
been  praetieing  in 
the  interval^  prior 
to  playing  in  tho 
GreatMatehpfthe 
Season^  **  Unioniste 
T.  Home-Hulere.** 
Varioue  admiring 
Volunteere  of  both 
$exe$  have  been 
'*  $couting**for  him, 

Firet  Admiring 
Bystander.  By  Joye, 
that  was  a  uaahing 
hit  I  What  powder  he 
vats  into  it,  eh  P  At 
Attagetool 

Second  A.  B,  Oh, 
the  Grand  Old  'Un  's 
in  great  form  this 
season.  like  'tother 
W.  G.,  who's  just 
back  from  the  An- 
tipodes and.  at  forty- 
four,  can  knook  up 
his  sixty  -  three  in 
sixty  -  fiye  minutes. 
There  he  goes  again, 
olean  oyer  all  the 
"soouts"! 

First  A.  B.  Oh  I  he 
giyes  'em  plenty  to 
do,  '•  in  the  country." 
Keeps  'em  on  the 
shift,  eh  ? 

Second  A.  B.  Bless 
ou,  yes.  Why  a  hit 
ike  that,  run  out^ 
would  be  worth  seyen 
to  his  side  —  in  a 
match  I 

First  A.  B.  (know- 
ingiy)*  Ah,  but  I  no- 
tice that  m  a  match 
these  tremendous 
swipes  don't  always 
come  off,  don'tcher- 
know.  I 'ye  seen  some 
tremendous  sloffgers 
at  the  nets  nuixe  a 
wonderful  poor  show 
when  between  wickets 
with  a  watchful 
**  field  "round 'em. 

Second  A.  B.  (with 
eandour),  Ah«  quite 
so,  of  course.  Eyery- 
one  must  haye  noticed 
that.  With  a  .demon 
bowler  in  front  of  ^er 
sending  'em  down  like 
hundred-tonners,  and 

a  blarmed  cat  of  a  wicket-kee^r  on  the  ffrab  just  at  your  back, 
not  to  mention  a  pouncer  at  point,  it  puzzles  the  best  of  them  to 
get  'em  away,  though  **  in  a  position  of  greater  freedom  and  less 
responsibility,"  practising  at  the  nets,  to  wit,  with  only  the  ground- 
bowler  and  a  few  scouts  fielding,  thejr  may  punish  'em  j^roperly. 

First  A,  B,  Ah,  well,  one  must  allow  tnat  the  Champion  plays  the 
game  right  away  all  the  time. 

Second  A  B,  Tes.    Age  cannot  wither  him,  nor  custom  stale  Mb  I  Champion  himself  I 


infinite  yariety.  Wonderful,  all  the  same,  what  peryersely  bad  hits 
he  will  ^rsist  in  making,  at  times.  Does  things  now  and  again 
you  'd  think  a  school-girl  with  a  bat  would  be  ashamed  of. 

First  A.  B.  Ah,  by  the  way,  what  do  you  think  of  these  here 
new-fangled  Lady-Cricketers  ? 

Second  A.  B.  {significantly).  Ask  the  Old  'Un  what  he  thinks 
of  'em. 

First  A.  B.  Ah  I  can't  abide  'em,  can  he  P    And  ^et  he  likes  the 
Ladies  to  look  on  and  anplaud,  and  eyen  to  field  for  him  at  times. 

Second  A,  B»  Tes ;  the  Ladies  haye  been  good  friends  of  his,  and 
now  he'd  bar  them  from  the  legitimate  game.    1  fancy  it's  put 

their  backs  up  a  bit, 
ehP 

FifstA.B.Yoalet\ 
And  it  do  seem  ray- 
ther  ongrateful  like, 
don'titnowP  Though 
as  fur  as  that  goes  I 
don't  belieye  Cricket's 
a  game  for  the  petti- 


GRACE-LESS ! 

Nursery  Governess.  "  Now,  Ethxl,  sat  tottb  Gbacx,  lixs  a  good  littlx  Girl  I " 
EOuL  "Shan't  I"      -^^  ^ 

Nursery  Oovemess,  '*  Oh,  Ethxl  I    Don't  tou  know  it  's  vxrt  Kaxtohtt  not  to  bx 
Thankful,  and  xob  such  a  niob  Pudding  too  ? " 

Ethel  "I  would  bb  thakxful,  but  "— {much  distressed)^**  I  can't  Finish  it  I" 


Second  A.B.  Korme 
neither.  But  Uesa 
yer  the7  gets  their 
toot  in  in  eyerything 
now;  tenms,  and  golf, 
and  rowing  and  oetrer. 
And  if  you  let  'em  in 
at  all,  for  your  own 
pleasure,  I  don't  quite 
see  how  tou  're  goin^g 
to  draw  the  line  arbi- 
trary like  just  where 
it  suits  yoti,  as  the 
Grand  Old  Slogger 
seems  to  fancy. 

First  A.  B.  No; 
and,  if  you  ask  me. 
I  say  they  won't  stand 
it,  eyen  from  him. 
"No,"  says  they, 
"fair's  fair,"  they 
says.  **  All yery weU 
to  treat  us  like  yo- 
lunteer  scouts  at  a 
country  game,  or  at 
the  nets,  returning 
the  balls  whilst  you 
slog  and  show  off.  But 
when  we  want  to  put 
on  the  ff loyes  and  pads, 
and  take  a  hand  at  the 
bat  in  a  businesslike 
way,  you  boffgle,  and 
hint  that  it  s  degra- 
ding, unsexing,  and 
aUlhat  stuff." 

Second  A.  B.  Ah. 
that  won't  wash.  It 
it  unsexes  'em  to  bat, 
it  unsexes  'em  to 
scout.  And  if  the  old 
cricketing  pinff  didn't 
want  the  Ladies  be- 
tween wickets,  why, 
they  shouldn't  haye 
let  'em  into  the  field, 
/  say.  Strikes  me 
Lady  Oarlislb  'U 
show  'em  a  thing  or 
two.  That^operatiye 
mandatory  resolu- 
tion" of  hers  means 
mischief  —  c^/ttfT  the 
next  biff  match  any- 
how. *^  Ladies  wait, 
and  wait  a  bit  more, 
wait  in  truth  till  the 
day  after  to-morrow."     Yes:  but  they  won't  wait  for  ever. 

First  A.  B.  Not  they.  Why,  look  yonder  I  There 's  one  of  'em 
in  full  fig.  Lady-Crioketer  from  cap  to  shoes— short  skirt,  knickers, 
belt,  blouse,  gloyes,  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  D'ye  think  that  sort 
means  yolunteer  soouting  only  P  Not  a  bitof  it.  %  Mean  pUying  the 
game.  Sir,  and  haying  regular  teams  of  their  own. 
Second  A.  B.  Look  at  her  I  She  '«,,# jfl?&^^^-  ^®  Grand  .Old 
It  I  y  y 
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Lady  Orickd&r,  "  A  Tbam  or  oim  own  f    I  should  thhtk  fo  t    Iv  wx  'rs  good  bnouoh  to  Scout  vob  tou,  why  shouldn't 

TAXS  A  TURN  AT  THX  BAT  ? " 


FuniA.B.  Giying  him  a  bit  of  her  mind,  you  bet.    What'sthat 
■ha  '•  sajiiiff  f 
SseondA*  B.  Why,  that  she  admires  his  style  immensely,  and 


doesn't  want  to  spoil  his  game ;  bat  that,  qfUr  the  next  great  All 
England  Match,  it  not  sooner,  thev  mean  to  have  a  team  of  their  own, 
and  go  in  for  the  game  all  round  I    Fini  A,  B.  Ah,  whatdid  I  say  ? 
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CONFESSIONS   OF   A   DUFFER. 

No.  X.— THE  DUFFER  ON  THE  TUEF. 

'*A  HOBSB  for  a  protection  is  a  deoeitfnl  thing/'  as  the  Scotch 
translator  of  Emo  David  has  it,  and  I  entirely  agree  with  him.  I 
rather  wish  to  be  protected  from  a  horse,  than  expect  any  succour 
from  a  creature  so  lanre,  muscular  and  irrational.  Far  from  being 
"  courageous,"  as  his  mends  say,  the  horse  (I  am  not  speaking  of 
the  war-horse)  is  afraid  of  almost  eyerything.  that  is  why  I  am  acraid 
of  him.  He  is  a  most  nervous  animal,  and  I  am  a  nervous  rider. 
He  is  afraid  of  a  bicycle  or  a  wheel-barrow,  which  do  not  alarm  the 
most  timid  bipeds,  and  when  he  is  afraid  he  shies,  and  when  he  shies 
I  no  longer  remain,  ^rational  he  is.  or  he  would  not  let  people  ride 
him,  however,  I  never  met  a  horse  that  would  let  me  do  so.  It  is 
with  Hie  horse  as  an  instrument  of  ^rambling  that  I  am  concerned. 
In  that  sense  I  have  **  backed"  him.  in  no  other  sense  to  any 
satisfactory  result.  With  all  his  four  legs  he  stumbles  more  than 
one  does  with  only 


an  extraordinary  proof  ol 
his  want  of  hannony  with 
his  environment. 

I  was  beg[uiled  on  to  the 
Turf  by  wmning  a  small 
family  sweepstakes— £3  in 
fact.  A  sporting  cousin  told 
me  that  I  had  better  *'put  it 
on  Catdiflototrj"  who  was 
the  favourite  for  The  Cil^ 
and  Suburban.  He  put  it 
on  Cauiiflower  for  me,  and 
we  won,  so  that  a  career  ot 
easy  opulence  seemed  open. 
Then  I  took  to  backing 
horses,  a  brief  madness.  I 
read  all  the  sporting  papers, 
and  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  prophets  are  naught. 
If  you  look  at  their  vaticma- 
tions,  you  will  find  that  they 
all  select  their  winners  out 
of  the  first  four  favourites. 
Anybody  could  do  that.  Now 
the  first  four  favourites  do 
not  by  any  means  alwi^s 
win,  and,  when  thev  do, 
how  short  are  the  odoiEi  jou 
^t— hardly  worth  mention- 
inj? !  Horses  occasionally 
win  with  odds  of  forty  to 
one  against  them.  t?te8e  are 
the  animals  of  wnich  I  was 
in  search,  not  the  hackneyed 
favourites  of  the  Press  and 
the  Public.  This,  I  think 
you  will  find,  is  usually  the 
attitude  of  the  Duffer,  who. 
in  my  time,  was  known,  I 
cannot  say  why,  as  the 
'*  Jugffins.^'  I  liked  to  bring 
a  little  romance  into  my 
speculations.  Often  I  have 
backed  a  horse  for  his  name, 
for  something  curious,  or  lite- 
rary, or  classical  about  his 
name.    Xanthus,  or  Podar 


**  Yet  here  I  was  finally  unsuccessful." 


fu8t  or  PhdeUm^  or  LampuM  has  often  carried  my  investment  to  an 
inconspicuous  position  in  the  ruck.  Another  plan  of  mine,  which  I 
believe  every  Duffer  adopts,  was  backing  mv  dreams— those  horses  of 
air.  About  the  time  of  the  Derby  one  always  reads  about  lucky 
X>ersons  who  backed  a  dream.  But  one  does  not  read  about  the 
unlucky  persons  who  take  the  same  precautien.  Several  millions  of 
people  in  this  countiy  read,  talk,  and  think  about  nothing  but  race- 
horses. When  the  Socialists  have  their  way,  may  I  advise  them  to 
keep  up  Government  or  communal  racing  studs  and  stables  P  What 
the  Detting  is  to  be  done  in,  if  there  is  no  money  (which  is  con- 
templated as  I  understand),  is  not  obvious.  But  the  p^ple  will 
insist  on  having  races,  and  what  is  a  race  without  a  bet  P  However, 
these  considerations  wander  from  the  subject  in  hand.  With  a 
fourth  of  the  population  thinking  about  horses,  a  large  proportion 
must  dream  about  horses.  Out  of  these  dreams,  perhaps  one  in  one, 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  comes  true,  uid  about  that  dream  we 
read  in  the  papers.  We  don't  read  about  the  other  dreams,  such  as 
mine  were,  for  I  have  dreamed  of  winning  numbeors,  winning 
colours,  winning  horses,  but  my  dreams  came  all  through  the  Ivory 
Gate,  and  my  money  foUowed  them. 


I  don't  pretend  to  be  a  judge  of  a  horse ;  except  for  their  colour 
they  all  seem  pretty  much  alike  to  me.  Nor  did ihaunt race-courses 
much,  people  tnere  are  often  very  unrefined,  and  the  Ring  is  extremely 
noisy  and  confusing.  Once  I  heard  a  man  offering'  to  lay  considerable 
odds  against  the  Field,  and  I  offered  in  a  shy  and  hesitating  manner, 
to  accept  them.  He  asked  me  what  horse  I  backed  P  I  said  none  in 
particular,  the  Field  at  large,  all  of  them,  for  really  the  odds  seemed 
very!rcanarkable.  But  he  did  not  accede  to  my  wishes,  and  continued  to 
shout  in  rather  a  discourteous  manner.  Once,  too,  when  I  had  won 
some  money,  I  lost  it  all  on  the  way  back,  at  a  simple  sort  of  game  of 
cards,  not  nearly  so  complex  and  £fficult  as  whist.  One  need  only 
to  say  which  of  three  cards,  in  the  dealer's  hand,  was  the  card  one 
had  chosen.  Tet  here  I  was  finally  unsuccessful,  though  fortunate 
at  first,  and  I  am  led  to  suppose  that  some  kind  of  sleight  of  hand 
had  been  employed ;  or,  periULps,  that  tiie  card  of  my  choice  had  in 
some  manner  been  smuggled  away.  Howevc^  once  on  a  racecourse 
I  saw  a  horse  which  I  fancied  on  nis  merits.  He  looked  very  tall  and 
strong,  and  was-of  a  pretty  colour,  also  he  had  a  nice  tail.    He  was 

hardly  mentioned  in  the  bet- 
ting, and  I  got  **on"  at 
seventy  to  one,  very  reason- 
able odds.  I  backed  him 
then,  and  he  won,  with  great 
apparent  ease,  for  his  jockey 
actually  seemed  to  be  hold- 
ing bim  in,  rather  than 
spurring  him  in  the  regret- 
table way  which  you  some- 
times see.  But  when  I  went 
to  look  for  the  person  with 
whom  I  had  made  my  bet, 
I  was  unable  to  find  him 
anywhere,  and  I  have  never 
met  him  since.  He  had 
about  him  ten  pounds,  the 
amount  of  my  bet,  which  he 
had  insisted  on  receiving  as 
a  deposit,  *'  not  necessari^ 
for  pubhcation,"  he  sai^ 
**  but  as  a  guarantee  of  good 
faith."  Race  -  courses  are 
crowded,  confusing  placet, 
and  I  doubt  not,  that  so 
scrupulous  a  man  was  alao 
looking  for  me.  But  we 
have  never  met.  If  this 
meets  his  eye,  probably  he 
will  send  a  cheque  for  £700 
to  the  office  of  mr.  Punch, 
I  have  often  regretted  the 
circumstance,  as  it  was  my 
most  fortunate  coup  on  the 
Turf,  and  above  all,refieoted 
credit  on  my  judgment  of  a 
horse. 

Conversing  afterwards 
with  a  friend  on  this  event, 
I  expressed  surprise  that  my 
horse  had  not  been  a  fa- 
vourite, considering  his 
agreeable  exterior. 

"Why,  you  Juggins,"  he 
answered,  **  ItumUfoo  was 
a  moral — everylxw  knew 
that ;  but  everybody  knew 
he  wasn't  meant;    ne 


being  kept  for  the  Polehampton  Stakes.  He  only  won  because  he 
got  the  Setter  of  little  Bothsbbt,  his  iockey,  who  couldn't  hold 
him.  Why,  the  crowd  nearly  murdered  nim,  and  his  master  saoked 
him  on  the  spot— the  littie  idiot ! " 

I  do  not  quite  understand  this  explanation.  Poor  Humtifoo  loos 
"moral,"  like  the  "moral  mare"  mentioned  by  Aristotle  in  the 
Ethic*.  He  did  his  best  to  win,  and  he  did  win ;  what  else  can  you 
ask  for  in  a  horse  P 

There  is.  apparently,  more  in  horse-racing  than  meets  the  eye.  I 
am  not  addicted  to  remembering  much  about  the  "  previous  per- 
formances "  of  horses,  as  some  men  are,  who  will  tell  you  that  Cynic 
was  third  in  the  Kelso  Hunt  Cup  for  last  year,  and  that  you  ought 
to  keep  an  eye  on  him  for  the  Ayrshire  Handicap.  But  I  have 
remfU'ked  that  horses  are  not  like  men;  they  do  not  always  run 
almost  equally  well,  though  the  conditions  of  the  race  seem  similar. 
No  doubt  this  is  owing  to  the  nervousness  of  the  animal,  who  may 
be  discouraged  by  the  noise,  the  smeU  of  bad  tobacco,  and  so  forth. 

I  have  given  up  Racing.  That  was  after  last  year's  Ascot  meeting. 
I  was  staying  at  a  country  house,  some  days  before,  and  somehow^ 
lost  my  bettang-book*    It  is  really  aztnusdinazy  how  things  do  get 
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lost  Perhaps  I  left  it  in  a  railway  carriage.  Af terwarda  I  tried  to 
pat  my  bets,  as  far  as  I  ooold  remember  them,  down  on  a  larff e  sheet 
of  paper,  and  I  think  I  spt  it  very  nearly  right  But  I  left  the 
paper  lyinf  about  in  the  library  in  a  very  interesting  first  edition  of 
iPhtinus^  I  beUeye,  and  either  the  housemaid  burned  it,  or  my  host 
threw  it  into  the  waste-paper  basket.  At  all  events,  it  was  lost,  and 
I  have  no  head  for  figures,  and  things  got  mixed  somehow.  The 
book-maker's  recollection  of  the  droumstanoes  was  not  the  same  as 
mine.  But  I  began  quite  a  fresh  book,  on  imaginative  principles,  on 
the  course.  I  had  not  a  good  Ascot.  And  as  Racine  gives  me  a 
headache,  and  I  seldom  meet  any  people  on  the  Turf  who  are  at  all 
interested  in  the  same  things  as  myself,  I  have  given  it  up  for  good. 
They  say  I  am  a  good  deal  regretted  by  the  King.  It  is  always 
pleasant  to  remember  having  made  a  favourable  impression. 


THE   OPERA-GOER'S   DIARY. 

J,  May  16.— Sound  the  trumpets,  Beat  the  drtimal    All 
Hail  to  Sir  D&ubiolakus  Opsbaticub,  the  most  successful  Kaight 


A  brilliant  audience  in  a  brilliant  bouse  Bg^bted  by 
additional  electric 


of  the  Season 
thousands  of 

lights,  acclaimed  with  rapture  the 
awakening  of  Opera.  PhiUmon 
et  Bauds  began  it,  a  work  by 
OouKon  (which  is  not  intended  for 
swearing)  of  great  sweetness  and 
light ;  and  this  was  followed  by 
PiXTBO  Mascaoni's  Oavollerta 
Itugticana,  '*&u8tic  Chivalry," 
which  mignt  be  epigrammaticallv 
described  as  a  *^  (Sod-hoppera.^' 
PhilStnon  et  Baucis  is  channing. 
M.  MoNTABiOL  was  a  capital 
Philhmm,  and  Mile.  &eBiD 
ABFOLDSXir  as  Baucis^  a  sort  of 
classical  Little  Bo-peep,  received 
a  hearty  welcome  on  her  return  to 
the  Covent  Garden  House  and 
Home.  M.  PiAirgoir  was  the 
thoroughly  French  Jupm^  and 
M.  ClflTXLiCABT  an  amiable 
Vulcan:  both  most  accompUshed 
Divines.  Altogether,  a  perfect 
quartette.  The  sraoeful  inter^ 
meao  only  escaped  an  encore  be- 
cause the  knowing  ones  amoxig 
the  gods  and  groundlings  felt 
that  too  much  enthusiasm  at  first 
might  do  serious  damage  to  the 
subiBequent  reception  of  the  great 
intermezzo  of  the  evening.  All  on 
^t  vive  for  great  intermezzo. 
Antidpations  of  event  heard  in 
the  lobbies.  Anxiety  depicted  on 
some  countenances,  but  most 
features  looking  happv  and  hope- 
fuL  The  members  of  what  was 
once  known  as  **the  Or^[anising 
Committee  "  nod  encouragingly  to 
one  another  as  they  pass  to  and 
fro ;  the  officials  and  habituSs  ex 


> 


The  Good  and  Great  Archbuhop  Druholanus  Covcntgardcnus  giving 

his  Chorus  Flock  penniBsion  to  use  Pabni  on  Easter  Sunday. 

Quite  **  the  palmy  days  "  of  the  Opera. 


oblige  greetings  without  any  expression  of  opinion.  Sir  Dbubio- 
LAirus  does  not  issue  forth  until  the  ri^ht  moment,  when  he  can  shut 
up  his  opera-glass  with  a  click,  and  give  the  word  to  Field-Marshal 
llAKcm  foxi  to  lead  his  men  to  the  attack.  For  the  present, '  *  Wait " 
is  the  mot  tPordre,  *'and  this,"  quoth  a  jig-maker,  **is  the  only 
weight  in  the  entire  entertainment/' 

Up  goes  the  Curtain,  and  those  who  remember  the  CavaUeria  as  it 
was  put  on  **  in  another  place,"  to  use  parliamentary  language,  see 
at  the  first  glance  that  this  representation  is  goin^  to  be  quue  another 
pair  of  shoes.  The  stage  management  is  admirable :  not  a  second 
without  movement,  and  every  movement  with  a  motive— musical  or 
dramatic,  or  both.  Madame  CALvi's  Santuzza  is  operatically  and 
histrionically— but  specially  the  latter— a  triumph ;  and  *'  this  is  the 
verdict  of  us  all."  Gittiia  Kavogli  makes  a  great  part  of  Lola ;  the 
many-talented  littie  Mile.  BAUBRHxnrrEB's  Lucia  is  not  quite  up  to 
her  own  Maria  in  Faust,  As  for  the  men.  the  singing  and  the  acting 
of  Signer  De  Lucia  as  Turiddu  (ye  gods  I  what  a  name  I),  and  <n 
Mens.  Dttfbiche  as  Alfio  cannot  be  surpassed. 

But— stop— the  tremendous  row  (a  quaorel  quite  represenUtive 
of  Whiteohapel  in  Italy,  and  suggesting  to  some  of  us  what  Signor 
Coster  Chxvalder  might  do  if  tms  Opera  were  Londonised)  between 
Turiddu-ds'lAieia  and  Sant%uza^CMvi  is  over,  the  latter  has  de- 
nounoed  her  former  lover,  there  is  thunder  in  the  air— tine  atmosphere 
ii  heavy  with  fate— and  the  stage  is  clear.    Then  comes  the  mter- 


mezzo,  foreboding  ill,  presaging  tragedy,— magnificent  I  And  as 
MAKcnnsLLi  bows  from  his  seat,  acknowledges  the  thunder  of 
applause — ^this  was  the  thunder  in  the  atmospnere— and  pulls  his 
forces  together  again  to  repeat  and  emphasize  the  triumph— I)bt7BI0- 
LAinrs  shuts  up  his  lorgnette,  beams  on  the  world  around,  and 
murmurs  to  himself,  **  Waterloo  is  won!"  Decides  thereupon  to 
give  the  same  performance  on  Thursday,  and  does  so,  with  repetition 
of  triumph. 

Now  one  word  as  to  a  picturesque  detail.  The  action  takes  place 
on  Easter  Sunday,  not  on  Palm  Sunday ;  but  Archbishop  Dburio- 
LAKI78  has  issued  a  pastoral  melody  dispensing  his  flock  from  the 
usual  custom,  and  allowing  them  to  ha^e  the  palms  distributed  on 
Easter  Sunday,  for  the  sake  of  the  show.  ^^JPalmam  qui  meruit 
ferat^* — and  well  does  each  one  of  die  Chorus  deserve  his  or  her  palm. 
And  do  not  those  in  front  who  are  nervous  as  to  splittmg  their  glove- 
seams,  also  bare  their  palms  to  applaud  this  Opera  ?  Wny  certainly. 
Trul^,  Sir  D&ubiolaivus  Abchzspiscopus  Disfensatob,  well  hast 
tbou  iuauguxflttd  the  palmy  days  of  tbis  O^.m  Seastm. 

JFVida^.—Ftitist  e/^lected  Wosuae  iillittrfltion  in  Fa  wit  mud  Frid^iy. 
A  trifle,  but  fts  DutTKioLAT^'Us  suye,  "  Th(5  world  b  iBrovemtd  by  triHt^s." 
Wise  ?(ftw  this,  with  praaticjil  modern  instaneo,    Vajt  Dyci  Iwk- 

lEg-  like  a  Eecjbrandt,  a  Faust- 
rat's  FtiU4i,nnd  Mi^^s  Emma  Eambs 
a  chorining  Mor^ueriU.  Mans. 
PtAN<;'oif*a  Mepkutophehts  u  la 
Franqi^e,  Hods.  Ceste  ^ood  as 
Valentine.  A  prtyfk}^  of  Valr^ntine 
and  his  BoldJeTs,  why  do  the  army 
and  tiieir  friends  who  come  to 
welcome  them,  invariably  turn 
their  back*  on  the  triumphal  pro- 
ceseidn,  taking-  no  sort  of  interest 
in  it  whatever  ?  AkOi  why  is  that 
honnet  persistently  and  purpo^e- 
le«aly  waved  during  the  whole  of 
the  great  Soldiers  Chorus?  Is 
this  the  r+ason  wh^  nowadays  the 
eyer-popular  Soldiers^  Chorn;^  is 
seldom  encored?  As  thk  mono- 
tonous aotion  on  the  part  of  the 
Bannerman  (not  CAiiPBELL  of 
that  ilk,  but  the  ensig:n*l)earing 
supernumerary)  Bugifefita  "fla*- 
giGB  interest/'  hadn^t  it  better  he 
aboHshed  aJtogretherP 

Saturday.— GT^&i  exeitement  in 
outer  HdJI,  Everybody  hwA/Ang 
about  What  has  happened?  Has 
dynamite  been  found  r  Has  some 
eminent  vocalist  "gone  np  to  see/* 
and  ean^t  come  down  a^ain  in 
time  ?  Sir  DEritloHFua  is  pre- 
sent, explaininfi-  matters  to  the 
critics,  and  repeating  explanation 
in  various  tongues  to  eufrer  fort iffn 
inquifers.  The  sentmtls  eye  the 
moving  scene  with  determination 
and  bayonets  flxed.  At  a  word 
from  Sir  Dbumoi^itus,  they  will 
give  an  extra  charge,  and  rout  the 
crowd.  *  *  What  is  it  all  about  P  " 
asks  little  Petsrkin.  SirDRUBio- 
LA.KXT8  can  tell  him  Madame  YALDt  is  indisposed,  and  so  L'Amico 
Fritz  cannot  be  performed.  This  a  satis  VaUUfoHis.  So  Gluck's 
Orfeo  is  substituted  in  a  happy-g'lucky  sort  of  way. 
Ravooli  are  excellent,  and  Box  ana  Stall  axe  satisfied. 


The  two 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 
**  Mbs.  HjKN5iJU£tt,"  my  Baronite  writes,  *'  dedicates  to  her  brother. 
Lord  HoT70HTOir,  her  first  essay  in  fiction,  on  the  ground  that  he 
will  be  the  most  kindly  critic.  Bid  me  Good-hye  (Beittlet)  does 
not  stand  in  need  of  the  adventitious  aid  of  fraternal  kindliness  to 
recommend  it  to  the  reader.  The  storv  of  woman's  sacrifice  to  a 
sense  of  duty  has  been  told  before ;  but  Mrs.  Henviksb  endows  her 
version  with  a  charm  of  simplicity  under  which,  here  and  there, 
glows  the  fire  of  passion.  Moreover,  she  writes  excellent  English, 
which  ladies  who  make  books  do  sometimes.  It  is  a  pity  the  story  is 
so  sad.  Colonel  St.  Aubyn  might  just  as  well  have  married  Mary 
Giffard,  and  lived  ever  after  in  that  charming  Brereton  Royal  which 
Mrs.  EimmuLKK  doubtless  sketches  from  life.  If  she  had  insisted  on 
his  being  a  oripple  for  life,  her  dictum  could  not  have  been  disputed. 
But  there  ought  to  have  been  a  union  between  William  and  Mary.*^ 


Why  are  the  Obstructives  like  last  Sei 
they  an  troublesome  to  Pkkl.    i  g  it i 


fei^^'m^ii 


-rpecause 


n  r    I  r»--8fi  ^nr^ii 
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VOLO    EPiSCOPARI. 

Festive  Middy.  **l  sat,  Guv'kos  f    I  think  tou  must  rathsb  likx  bbiko  Bishop  hebs  1" 
Jlis  Lordship,  *'  Well,  mt  Bot,  I  hopi  I  do  I    Bur  wht  do  toit  ask  T  " 

Festive  Middy.  *'0h,  I've  just  bssn  takiho  a  Walk  through  the  City,  and— I  5iir/— there  ih  ah  unoommonly  good- 
looking  lot  o'  Girls  about,  and  no  mistake  I " 


TO  LOED  SALISBURY. 

(By  a  Perturbed  Tory.) 

[^^  We  truat  that  the  present  Administration  will 
not  commit  the  hlonder  of  attempting  to  '  gain 
faTour  with  this  or  that  section  of  the  con- 
stituencies, bj-  indulnng  in  loose  talk  on  econo- 
mical questions.* " — The  Standard.] 

To  thnmp  the  Dram  Eoclesiastio 

Was  very  likely  mere  parade ; 
Bat  oh,  why  make  yoarself  seem  plastio 

To  the  fanatics  of  Fair  Trade  P 
Of  coarse  a  warning 's  no  '*  incitement " ; 

Ton  only  said,  in  tones  of  thunder. 
The  valiant  Ulstormen  to  fight  meant, 

And  on  year  soal  voa  didn't  wonder. 
Enooaragement  in  that  t    Go  to  I 

Did  shouting  Saundersov  so  take  it  P 
(Still  it  did  raise  a  huUahaloo, 

It '«  settling  now,  dos*t  re-awake  it ! ) 
No ;  civil  war  is  far— and  f adge  I 
•  Bat  whv  the  dickens  make  siiggestions 
That  England  is  inclined  to  badge 

An  incn  on  Economic  Qaestions  P 
Let  Howard  Vincent,  if  he  likes, 

Talk  **  Fair  Trade  "  fastian ;  no  one  listens. 
Bat  you  f — best  keep  to  slating  Strikes. 

Yoa  bet  the  eye  ot  Harcouri  glistens, 
And  Gladstone  reading  with  a  grin, 

Says,  **  Now  1  have  him  on  the  hip  I  " 
This  inll  not  do,  if  we  *re  to  win. 

Of  coarse,  dear  Lord,  'twas  bat  a  slip, 
Bat  then  ]roa  do  make  sach  a  lot ; 

Explaimng  them  awav  gets  wearying. 
Ton  seem  as  thoogh— of  coarse,  'tis  rot ! — 

Oar  Free  Trade  system  yoa  were  qaerying. 


That  cock  won't  fight ;  Protection 's  dead. 

Don't  trot  its  ghost  oat.    Jast  ask  Gos- 
chen! 
That  Silver  Conference,  too  I    His  head 

Mast  have  gone  woolly,  I  've  a  notion. 
Fire  as  with  militant  saggestions ; 

Toar  loyal  followers  thej  embolden. 
Bat  apon  Economic  Q,aestions 

Remember  Silence  is  so  golden  I 


Reported  Disappearakce  of  the  Broad 
Gauge.— It  has  been  **  converted,"  and  in  this 
sense  oar  old  friend.  The  Broad  Gkiage,  with 
its  easy-going  wavs,  is  defanct  for  ever.  Is 
the  conversion  for  the  better  P  From  "  broad" 
to  ** narrow"  is  not,  ordinarily  speaking, 
beneficial  to  the  individaal  or  to  societv.  And 
as  applied  to  lines  that  fall  in  sach  pleasant 
places  as  do  those  of  the  Ghreat  Western,  will 
the  change  to  **  narrow  "  resalt  in  the  same 
breadth  of  view  which  the  passengers  have 
hitherto  enjoyed  P  Will  the  ideas  of  the 
management  and  direction  of  the  G.  W.  R. 
change  from  "broad"  to  "narrow"P  We 
see  it  mentioned  that  the  * '  cross  sleepers  "  have 
been  distarbed  and  re-laid  (enoagh  to  make 
them  crosser  than  ever :  the  ceremony  shoald 
have  been  accompanied  by  a  bond  playing 
selections  from  The  SU^er  Awakened^* ), 
and  that  **  an  inner  row  of  chairs  "  is  already 
fixed.  Bat  chairs  are  not  so  comfortable  for 
sleepers  as  the  good  old-fashioned  broad- 
gaage-G.-W.-R.  first-class  seat,  in  which, 
after  yoa  had  lanched,  yoa  ooald  repose 
from  Swindon  to  Exeter.  However,  we  all 
know  the  safety  of  ohooong  the  *' narrow" 


in  preference  to  the  *' broad''  way  in  life, 
and  so,  no  doabt,  the  spiritaally-mindea 
Directors  of  the  G.W.R.  have  acted  with  the 
best  intentions  and  upon  the  most  ananimoas 
resolations.  Yet  ** intentions"  or  "reaola- 
tions  "  are  more  compatible  with  the  **  broad  " 
than  the  **  narrow  "  way. 


Born  1808.     Died  1892. 

Alas  I    The  Bosv '*  B  "  is  dead. 

No  more  we  '11  near  him  buzz  a- wing, 
Nor  pictare  with  a  smilinf  dicad 

The  pangent  terrors  of  nis  sting. 
AsIo'sga&ywasthis'*B" 

To  Sentiment  and  to  Pretei^oe. 
Oh,  Property  I    Ah,  Liberty ! 

Fallen  in  year  sapreme  defence  I 
Gbne  is  the  mend  that  in  a  i>hrase 

The  * '  Common  Sense  "  of  things  coald  settle, 
That  with  a  stroke  coald  slay  a  craze. 

And  folly  lash  with  flail  of  nettie. 
Who  now  will  thander  in  the  Times 

Against  the  Socialistic  Rad's  tone  P 
Who  'U  float  the  cant  and  check  the  crimes 

Of  him,  the  all-sarviving  Gladstone  P 


MiLiTART  ToTTRVAMXNT  at  Islington  suo- 
cessfal  as  ever.  All  the  elorv  of  war,  as 
Mr.  JoRROCKS  observed  in  nis  lectare,  with 
one-half  per  cent,  of  its  danger.  Under 
command  of  Majoi^.Tin^.  ^For  seats,  apply 
per"  " 


nmandof  Major. TuuT.  .Fo 
r  Tally-phon^SitizecTby  \^ 
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I  wonder^  wonder,  at  a  loss 

To  JQftify  saoh  wayward  snarlingr— 
It  makes  her  Tery,  very  croes 

My  poor  opinion  of  her  darling ; 


ON   MY   LADY'S   POODLE. 

I  woNDBB  what  on  earth  it  is 

That  maked  me  think  my  lady's  poodle 
(Her  minion  smng  of  solemn  phiz.) 

The  pink  and  pattern  of  a  noodle : 
Its  eyes  are  deep ;  their  look,  serene ; 

Its  lips  are  sensitiTe  and  smiling ; 
Bnt  oh  I  the  gross  effect.  I  ween, 

Is,  passing  measure,  anil  and  riling. 

It  is  not  that  its  locks  are  oiis^ ; 

Yonr  humble  servant's  hair  is  orisper, 
It  is'not  that  its  accents  lisp ; 

I,  too,  affect  a  stammered  whisper : 
Nor  that  a  gorgeous  bow  it  wears 

And  struts  with    particoloured  bib 
on; 
I  like  these  macaronic  airs ; 

I  'm  yery  fond  of  rainbow  ribbon. 

Nor  can  it  bo— of  this  I  'm  sure— 

Because  she  pampers  all  its  wishes 
And  tempts  her  peeyish  epicure 

With  dainty  meats  in  dainty  dishes. 
To  tell  the  truth,  idiile  Vm  her  g^est, 

My    little    wants     and    whims    she 
studies; 
If  "Beau"  's  a  rival,  I  protest 

No  jealous  tincture  in  my  blood  is. 

The  cause  (should  pride  the  cause  withhold. 
She  bodes  and  I  deserve  a  sorimma«e,) 

The  cause  ib  this— she  calls,  I  'm  tdd. 
The  little  brute  my  "  Living  image  !  " 


LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

Deab  Mb.  PuircH,— My  dear  friend.  Lady 
Harktkt  Ehtottgab,  said  to  me,  the  olher 
day  at  KemptoUf  when  I  told  her  to  have  a 
soverei^  on  Conifer : — **  My  dear  Lady  Gat, 
yoor  tips  are  so  marvellous  that  I  really 
wander  you  don't  write  to  the  papers!" 
Being  struck  with  the  idea,  my  thoughts 
naturally  flew  to  you— not  only  as  the  most 
gallant  Editor  of  my  acquaintance,  but  also 
as  probably  the  only  one  hitherto  unrepre- 
sented with  a  regular  Turf  Correspondent. 

It  is,  therefore,  with  true  feminine  confidence 
that  I  place  my  services  at  vour  disposal, 
and.  my  information  being  of  the  most  unre- 
liable description  (derivM  invariably  from 
the  owners),  I  feel  sure  that  those  of  your 
readers  who  follow  my  tips  will  have  no 
cause  to  regret  their  temeri^,  as,  being  like 
all  women,  nothing  if  not  original,  I  intend 
to  tip,  not  the  prooable  winner^  but  the  jnrob- 
able  iatt  horse  in  important  races  I 

As  I  invariably  attend  all  the  fashionable 
meeting  and  most  of  the  unfashionable 
(inoogmto  of  course  the  latter),  it  can  be  left 
to  m«  to  decide  which  horse  was  last— thus 
reducing  the  matter  to  a  certotWy— dis- 
tinctly an  ol^ect  to  be  gained  in  niAiriTig  a 
betr— whatever  men  may  say  to  the  contrary. 

An  ancestor  of  mine  (the  poet  of  the  name) 
— having  transmitted  to  me  a  spark  of  his 
geniua— I  propose  to  give  my  selections  in 
vwse— select  Terse  in  fact,  and  will  now  in 
concludinff  my  letter,  give  my  tip  for  the 
probable  last  horse  in  the  Derby— (which, 
by  the  way,  happens  in  this  case  to  be  a 
mare — ^I  repeat— I  am  nothing  if  not  original!) 
—and,  before  doing  so,  I  should  like  to  eiqiress 
my  sympathy  with  the  Duke  of  Wssimikster 
and  JOHH  PoBiiB,  who  have  indeed  had  an 
Orme-ful  of  trouble  with  the  unfortunate 
erstwhile  Derby  Favourite,  which  would  un- 
doubtedly have  been  my  selection  had  he  not 
■oratohedl       Yours  devotedly, 

Iadt  Gat. 
••The  Tip." 
The  Baron  boldly  said,  **  Je  vais 

.  Renvoyer  cette  dipeche : 
•  A  MonslBur  Fsr  of  Lcndon  Town. 
Un  livre  sur  Za  J'.ecA^ .' » " 


HYDE  PAEK  COENEE. 

(Mat,  1892.) 
Mt  hansom  here  oompletdly  stuck ; 
No  chance  to  catch  my  tnun,  worse  luck ! 

I  sit  and  wonder : 
Why  should  the  roads  be  u^  in  May  ? 
Who  muddles  matters  in  this  way. 

With  bungling  blunder  ? 

What  use  to  make  a  shapeless  space, 
Where  rambling  roadways  interlace. 

And,  in  the  Season, 
To  close  just  what  was  meant  to  save 
This  block,  because  they  want  to  pave  ? 

What  IB  the  reason  ? 

By  Jove,  it 's  like  some  years  ago. 
The  traffic  stopping  in  a  row 

In  fiocadilly  I 
The  Vestry  does  not  care  a  pin 
For  all  the  muddle  that  we  ^re  in ; 

They  're  much  too  silly. 

Perhaps  they'd  say  theylmeant  it  well. 
I  do  not  know.    All  I  can  tell 

Is  that  I  'm  raving. 
I  'd  send  that  Yestry  down  below, 
Where  all  such  good  intentions  go. 

To  make  more  paving  I 

FAIE  TBADEES. 

Ladt  friend  of  my'wife's  wants  us  to  *'  try 
her  tea"  I  Seems  she 's  started  (with  two 
other  Ladies)  as  Firm  of  Tea  Merchants  in 
City.  What  are  we  coming  to  ?  Or  rather, 
what  are  male  Tea  Merchants  coming  tor 
Mr.  Begistrar  Brouohax,  most  likely.  In 
incautious  moment— as  I  was  out— wile  pro- 
mised to  give  her  anV.order  for  a  couple  of 
pounds  of  her  **  best  Ceylon  Mixture." 

Tried  it  Never  tasted  such  vile  stuff! 
Wife  agrees,  and  asks  me  to  call  at  the  Firm's 
Offices  and  see  if  they  haven't  ffot  anything 
with  more  Ceylon  and  1ms  luxture  in  it. 
Don't  much  like  the  job.  How  can  one  blow 
up  a  woman  whom  one  will  have  to  meet  in 
one's  own  drawing-room,  calling  P 

Have  looked  in.  Must  say  that  Tea-deal- 
eress  is  better  than  her  tea.  Really  quite 
an  attractive  person.  The  three  of  them  gave 


me  afternoon  tea  in  a  littie  sanctum  behind 
the  shop,  and  chatted  mot<  pleasantiy.  My 
wife's  fnend  the  head  of  firm.  Said  the 
Ceylon  Mixture  was  a  mistake  —  really  in- 
tended for  kitchen  use— but  as  they  've  only 
just  started  business,  their  stocks  have  got 
jumbled  together.  She  hoped— quite  peni- 
tentiy— that  I  would  "  overlook  the  error." 
Whatcoiiitflsay?  What  I  e^t^  was  to  order 
a  whole  box  of  their  **  Incomparable  Congou," 
at  four  shillings  a  pound. 

Wife  (when  I  tell  her  of  this)  seems  sur- 
prised. Says  '*she  won't  seiui  me  shopping 
again."  But  can  one  call  this  cosy— this  tea- 
cosy— social  vint  to  three  accomj^iflhed 
women  by  the  vulgar  term  "  shoppiDif^'  P 

Wife  mcantiouBly  mentiona  that  she  is 
"out  oi  Coffee,"  GiTes  me  an  ejccusa  to  call 
on  Firm  aj^'aiii,  and  see  ii  they  soil  CoSee  too. 
Yes,  they  do.  Bead  of  Firm  more  faacinaldng 
than  ever*  Asks  me  "if  I  would  mind,  as  a 
very  great  f ayour,  mentionmg  her  tea  to  all 
my  City  friends  P  She  hmwa  I  have  great 
influence  in  tho  City."  Saf s  this  with  win- 
ning smOe.  Qaery  —  is  not  Miticma  Lane 
rather  an  appropriate  locality  for  Lady  Tea- 
dealers  P 

Later.  Wife  has  forbidden  my  ever  going 
to  Mincing  Lane  againi  Says  the  box  m 
"Incomparable  Congou"  was  mere  "dust" 
So  are  my  hopes ! 


A  DEHTisrs  WAirnra-BOOH. 

CLASPDfo  tight  mv  jaw,  I  staggered, 
Pale  ana  haggard. 

To  this  room. 
Where  were  fellow-martyrs  sitting 
In  befitting, 

Solemn  gloom ; 

Whilst  they  turned,  with  air  dejected, 
Books  collegted 

To  amuse, 
Oraphic$t  or  accumulated 
Iliuetrated 

London  Newe. 

How  they  glared  I    No  f eUow-f  eeling 
O'er  them  stealing. 

Made  them  kind ; 
"  Touch  of  nature  "  that  is  dental 
Makes  no  mental 

^n,  I  find. 

There  I  sat,  the  numbers  growing 
Less,  each  going 

To  his  fate— 
What  a  dismal  occupation  I 


ipat 
ifati 


My  elation 


Was  not  great — 


Heard  the  butler  caH  each  saddened, 
Toothaohe-maddened 

Victim's  name ; 
Watched  them  wincing  as  they  strode  out : 
I  shoula  no  doubt 

Look  the  same. 

Then,  when  me  he  had  to  take  in, 
"Mr.AmwI" 

Made  me  quail ; 
O'er  the  after  vivisection  i  i  1 1 1-^ 

B«ooUeotion      "^X*^^ 
Draws  a  vea  I 
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FEOM  THE  SHADES. 

{At  the  Sign  of  the  "  Ctular 
DSIK    MmEB    PUKCH,— 

Look  at  'ere  I  This  ib  not 
one  of  yonr  penny  paj^en— 
there  was  none  on  'em  in  my 
time— ape  and  tayi,  says  it : 
— **The  trayelling  expenaee 
from  Amerioa  of  Ur.  Jack- 
80H.  who  is  oominff  to  Eng- 
land to  fight  Mr.  SLAYiir  for 
the  Championship  of  the 
World,  are  reckoned  at  no 
less  than  £150." 

Wy,  wot  a'delikit  jdamt, 
wot  a  blooming  hexotic,  this 
**  Mister"  Jacksok  (oh,  the 
pooty  perliteness  of  it ! )  must 
Del  Saloon  passage  and  fost- 
olass  fare,  I  persoom,  for  the 
likes  of  'tm.  Isters  and 
champagne,  no  doubt,  and 
liquoor  brandy,  and  six- 
penny smokes!  A  poor  old 
pug  like  me  wos  glad  of  a 
steak  and  inguns,  and  a  'arf 
onnoe  o'  shag,  with  a  penny 
oiay.  And  as  to  **  trayelling 
hezpenses"— I  wonder  wot 
the  Noble  Oaptings  of  our 
day  would  'aye  said  to  the 
aooounts  laid  afore  your 
'^National  Sporting  aub ! " 
£2000  for  the  Purse,  and 
£150  for  Mister  Jaodsok's 
trayelling  hezpenses!  1 1  Oh. 
I!sayl  Puffsua-lookingupt 
And  yet  I  'm  told  some  o' 
your  oookered-up  fly-flappers 
oamt  'it  a  'ole  in  a  pound 
o'  butter,  or  stand  a  straight 
noee-ender  without  turning 
faint!  Eyidently  funking 
and  faking  pasrs  a  jolly  sight 
better  than  'oneety  and  'ard 


Well,  well,  Mider  Punch, 
I  'm  hout  of  it  now,  thanksbe.  And  I  ain't 
sure  as  I  oonld  shape  myself  'andy  to  the 
Slugger  SuLLiYAK  and  Jkm  Smith  kind  o' 
oaper.  The  ^'resouroes  o'  soienoe  "  is  so  re- 
markable different  from  iHiat  they  wos  in 
my  days,  and  include  so  many  new-fangled 
bumies  as  we  wom't  hup  to.  Theee'ere 
pugilistic  horchids,  so  to  speak,  wants  deliket 
^ancQins:  in  the  Ring,  as  well  as  hout  on  it. 
and  a  fair  'ammering  from  a  'onest  bunch  o' 
fiyes  might  spile  the  pootr  look  of  'em  for 
their  fust-darss  Saloons,  Priyet  Boxes,  and 
Swell  Clubs.    But  you  can  tell  Mister  Jack- 


80K.  Eskyire,  an  oetr^,  an  oetrer,  an  oetrer 


WHAT  OXTE  ABTIST  (TEE  OVE  WHO  PAIHTS  THE  PBETTT 

"KISS-MAMXT"  PICTUSES)  HAS  TO  PTIT  VP  WITH. 

Tommy,  "  It  'a  ▲  littli  Gi&l,  fast  aslsxp,  with  hsk  Doll  ik  hkb  Abms  t " 
Jimmy.  *'Yss;  and  whsn  sex  waxes  up,  won't  shb  bb  Friohtknxd 
AT  that  orxat  bio  Bibd  1  '* 


Think  of^  the  cotton-laden 
trains 
Direct  from  Manchester  to 
Asia  I 
Think  of  the  SheflSeld  Bail- 
way's  gains. 
Not  of  your  lilac  or  aoaoia ! 


''ONE  TOUCH  OF  NATURE.'' 

To  introduce  in  a  monu- 
ment to  a  great  writer  a  pre- 
sentment of  one  of  his  most 
popular  (diaraoters.  as  Mr. 
F.  £ownr  Elwxll  nas  dime 
in  his  bronse  statue  of 
**Charle$  Diekem  and 
'Little  Near*  is  .decidedly 
a  pretty  notion.  *'  The 
child,"  looking  up  into  the 
face  of  the  mat  ereatiye 
genius,  who  Toyed  this  off- 
spring of  his  sympathetio 
fancy  better  than  did  all  her 
other  admirers,  is  a  pathetic 
figure,  and  giyes  to  the 
monument  a  more  human 
and  less  coldly  mortuary  as- 
pect than,  unhappily,  isusual 
insuchwork.  Itisa**tauoh 
of  Nature  "  that  makes  eyen 
the  adjnnot  of  the  mauso- 
leum am  to  the  quick  woiid 
q|  the  liying  and  loying.  The 
yiyid  yaliant  senius,  who  so 
detested  and  aenouneed  the 
simerfluons  horroirs  with 
wnich  we  surround  death 
and  the  tomb,  would  cor- 
dially haye  approyed  it, 
little  as  was  his  loye  for 
monumental  effigies,  or  care 
for  the  fame  that  is  depend- 
ent on  them. 


OVXf, 

iy4 


bin  in  flye  ininutes,'6ither^unle8she  wanted 
it  so),  for— his  TrayelUng  Hexpenses  1 1 1 
Yours  to  kommand. 

The  (hricxsir. 

Singular  Plurality  I 

0  SHAW-Lmmiv,  was  it  but  fatality. 
Or  could  it  be  because  the  subjects  bore 'em, 

That,  when  you  wished  to  argue  on  plurality. 
About  one  Member  came  to  form  a  quorum? 

No  doubt  the  others  meant  this  to  denote 

That  when  you  speak  you  like  **  One  Man. 
One  Vote." 


YvojXDLY   AnyiCB   to  Mbs.   Humphbt 

WaBD,    a    PB0P08   OF    HSR    TbOITBLS  WITH 

HSR  AbyiBSE  Critics. — Orieve  no  more  I 


ST.  JOHN'S  WOOD. 

These  hapless  homes  of  middle  class. 

Can  they  escape  annihilation 
When  come,  in  place  of  trees  and  grass, 

A  filthy  goods-yard  and  a  station  P 

If  such  seclusion  sheltered  Peers, 
Their  wealth  and  infiuence  might  saye  it ; 

No  speculator  eyer  fears 
Artists  or  writers  such  as  oraye  it ; 

Or  if  it  housed  the  Workhto  Mait, 
Would  Lords  or  Commons  dare  eject  him  ? 

Picture  the  clamour  if  you  can  I 
His  yote,  his  demagogues,  protect  him. 

But  you,  who  cnl^  use  your  brains— 
The  people's  yoioe,  the  noble's  money. 

Not  yours— why  saye  you  from  the  trains  ? 
For  quiet,  do  you  say  P   How  funny  I 

Perhaps  you  think,  because  in  May 
The  talk  is  all  of  Art  and  beauty, 

The  Commons  also  think  that  way ; 
Not  so,  they  haye  a  higher  duty. 

If  only  speculators  shout. 

And  millionnaires  take  up  the  story, 
They  thrust  all  Art  and  Nature  out. 

For  Trade  is  England's  greatest  glory. 

Then,  if  a  careless  House  some  daj 
Permit  the  Channel  Tunnel  boring. 

Think  how  this  railway  line  would  pay ; 
If  you  had  shares  you  'd  cease  deploring. 


YsRT   "Frsvgh  before 
BREAKFAsrr."— It  was  re- 

r  ted  in  the  Timee  that  a 
RouLEZ  fought  four  duels 
between  nine  and  ten  on  Wednesday  morn- 
ing, seyerely  wounded  his  four  adyersaries, 
and  then,  after  this  morning's  pleasure, 
went  about  his  business,  that  is  his  ordinary 
business,  as  if  nothing  particular  had  hap- 
pened. To  this  accomplished  swordsman  the 
series  of  combats  had  been  merely  like  taking 
a  little  gentle  exercise  **potir  /aire  Itouler 
le  sangr  The  combatants,  as  it  turns  out, 
appear  to  haye  been  like  FaUtaff*9  *'  men  in 
buckram." 


The  Limb  akd  the  Law.— "To  whom 
does  an  aa^iNitated  limb  belong  P "  queries 
the  Standard  (a  propoe  of  the  ease  of  the 
boy  HoxTSLET,  mose  father  demanded  that 
the  arm  out  off  in  the  Infirmary  should  be 
giyan  up  to  him).  The  answer  is  clear.  An 
amputated  limb  belongs  to  no  body! 


In  Defence  of  tlie  Qreat  Faradoxist. 

He  may  not  be  '*  earnest,"  he  may  not  be 

•'^smart," 

You  may  say,  if  you  please,  he 's  unable  to 

sing;  [art,"— 

But,  oh,  yon  mud  own  he's  a  "work  of 

A  "beautiful  untrue  thing  I " 


AsPiRATioira.— A  Musio-hall  Mana^  told 
the  Parliamentary  Committee  ntong  on 
Theatres  and  Places  of  Entertainment,  that 
he  did  not  belieye  in  Art  with  a  capital 
A.  Perhaps  he  belieyed  in  Art  with  a 
capital  HP 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIAET  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

Hoiue  of  Commons,  Monday,  May  16.— This  looked  forward  to  in 
advance  as  grand  field-night.  Squibb  of  Malwood  heen  preparing 
onalanght  on  Joxix's  last  Budget.  Should  have  oome  off  days  ago. 
but  Squire  had  other  engagements  in  the  country.  Nothing  to  equal 
Prinoe  Abthu&'s  aooommodating  spirit.  If  the  Souire  not  ready  to 
demolish  Budget,  say,  on  Thursday,  well,  it  shall  be  put  off  till 
Monday,  or  even  later  if  that  day  not  oonvenient.  Jonac  doesn't 
mind;  accustomed  to  have  his  Buogets  torn  up,  and  the  little  pieces 
returned  to  him  postage  unpaid ;  would  feel  lonely  if  Budget  went 
through  an  uninterrupted  course.  Arranged  aocordingly  that  to- 
night the  great  onslaught  shall  be  delivered.  The  Squire  judiciously 
spent  interval  since  Friday  amidst  quiet  glades  of  lialwood. 

"I  always  like,  Toby,"  he 
said,  **  if  I  get  a  chance,  to 
have  Monday  set  apart  for  one 
of  my  more  important  speeches. 
I  make  a  point  of  goinff  to  the 
morning  service  on  the  day 
which,  happilv  still,  lies  'tween 
Saturday  and  Monday,  and  I 
don't  Imow  anything  more 
oonduoive  to  the  preparation 
of  impromptus  than  a  good 
sermon  read  out  for  space  of 
twenty  minutes;  not  more, 
or  your  wit  begins  to  falter 
and  you  repeat  yourself ;  just 
twenty  minutes.  A  moderately 
comfortable  pew,  a  vdoe  not 
too  loud  in  the  pulpit,  a  fairly 
full  oongregation,  and  a  gene- 
ral sense  that  you  're  doing 
the  right  thing  and  setting  an 
example  to  your  neighbours. 
Such  circumstances  preceding 
bj  some  twenty-four  nours  my 
ruing  in  the  Commons,  are  cal- 
culated to  make  Joxix  sit  up." 
Calculation  on  this  occasion 
somewhat  astray.  Rather  hard 
to  sit  up  all  the  way  through 
the  Squire's  speech ;  an  hour 
and  a  half  long ;  bristling 
with  figures ;  mellifluous  with  millions,  throbbing  witn  thousands. 
The  Squire  is  in  peculiar  degree  dependent  for  suoceas  i^n 
mood  of  his  audience.  In  crowded  House,  Members  cheering, 
laughing,  or,  if  you  please,  jeering  and  howling,  the  Squire  improves 
wim  every  five  minutes  of  his  Speech.  To-night  House  not  a  quarter 
full ;  those  present  depressed  with  consciousness  that  no  real  fight 
meant ;  Mr.  G.  sat  it  out  with  some  intervals  of  suspicious  quietude. 
Hutbt  Fowleb  also  faithful  found;  sitting  with  folded  arms 
irtiitiTLi?  for  the  time  when  a  new  Chancellor 
of  Mi(^  Exchequer  shall  find  opening  made 
for  hi  m  on  a  newly-arranged  Tr»uury  Bench. 
Only  Jomc  really  listened ;  nervous,  rest- 
less, luurmurinff  comment,  muttering  oon- 
irndiction,  clutcning  at  himself  with  strange 
^e^atutes  reminiscent  of  hereditary  instinct 
to  rend  his  garments  in  moments 
of  tribulation.  Tliat  was  some- 
thing in  recompense  for  the 
meditations  of  vesterday  mominjg. 
But  as  one  swallow  does  not  make 
a  summer,  neither  does  one  Minis- 
ter^ however  unhappy  under  cri- 
ticism, make  an  aumence.  Jokhc 
followed  with  a  speech  scrupu- 
lously measured  as  to  length  by 
that  of  the  Squire's ;  through  the 
dead  unhappv  night  the  rain  of 
talk  fell  on  the  roof,  and  every- 
one was  ^lad  when  midnight, 
slowly  cominff,  struck. 

Businesa  done, — Budget  Reso- 
lutions agreed  to. 

Tuesdaj/.—BmdJl  Holdings  Bill 
through  Committee.    Last  dause 
added  amid  buzz  of  admiration 
from  a  not  too  full  House. 
«I„rapt«d,ni«tionr'  J^^^  looked    «n   in   rapt 

Jesse  Collings  rose  up  and  called  Chafldt  blessed. 


Waiting! 


"Not  at  alL"  said  CHATLnr,  blushing;  ''as  mr  friend  Toole 
savs  from  the  deck  of  the  Houseboat,  anyone  could  do  it." 

^*  The  fact  is,  Tobt,"  Chapldt  whispered  to  me  a  little  later,  as 
we  sat  on  the  Terrace  sharing  a  bottle  m  ginferbeer  imbibed  through 
a  couple  of  straws,  **I've  really  done  a  ^ver  thing,  only  those 


_  pretty 

much  all  the  same  in  the  end.  The  Act  will  look  very  well  in  the 
Statute  Book,  and  I  hope  will  help  us  at  the  (}enatd  Mection.  But 
as  far  as  practical  use  goes,  I  have  sometimes  laughed  when  I  look 
round  the  Committee  and  see  Members  seriously  discussing  the  thing. 
Just  before  the  Bill  was  printed.  Prince  Abthub  asked  me  when  I 
proposed  the  Act  should  come  into  operation.  *  When  are  you  going 
to  have  the  Qeneral  Election  f '  I  asked,  by  way  of  reply.  Prinoe 
Abthttb  said  he  couldn't  exactly  tell  at  the  moment.  Very  well,' 
I  said :  '  let  us  put  it  this  way.  If  you  're  going  to  dissolve  at  the 
end  of  June,  the  Act  mav  as  well  come  into  operation  as  soon  as  it 
reoeives  Royal  Assent    But  if  you  postpone  Election  over  Autumn. 


better  fix  date  for  Act  coming  into  force  on  the  first  of  January.' 


good  deal  of  meaning  into  the  observation.' 
Buiineu  done. — mall  Holdings  Bill  in  Committee. 


Field  pacing  quarter- deck, 
the  Eastbourne  stand  against 
East- 


TAursdby.  —  Admiral  Jebemiah 
utterinff  lamentations  over  oollapee  o 
the  Salvationists,     Bill  amenning 
bourne  Improvement  Act  up  for  Third 
Reading.      Jbesxiah   had    proposed    to 
introduce  Clause  enabling  inhabitants  of 
town  to  protect  themselves  against  the 
Sabbath  incursbns  of  a  mob  in  red  waist- 
coats and  poke  bonnets,  with  drums,  trum- 
pets also,  and  shawms.    Evidently  no  use  : 
so  the  Admiral  lowered  his  topsails,  pullea 
taut  his  lee    scuppers,   and  sheerod  off. 
'*  We're  living  in  fiabby  times,"  he  com- 
plained to  sympathetic  House. 

He  heaved  one  sigh,  then  he  hove- to,  and 
Bill  read  Third  Time. 

Truth  of  Admiral's  remark  about  living 
in  flabby  times  proved  through  rest  of 
Sitting.  "  Don't,''^  said  Geoboe  Tbevel- 
TAir,  yesterday,  speaking  about  Russell's 
Amendment  on  Plurality  of  Vote  Bill— 
**  don't  drag  this  ghost  of  a  dead  red- 
herring  across  the  path."  Only  the  ima- 
gination of  genius  could  coxgure  up  this 
terrible  vision.  Realised  it  to-night  when 
Irish  Local  Ch>vemment  Bill  took  the  floor, 
and  asked  to  be  read  a  Second  Time. 
Thought  it  was  as  dead  as  a  herring,  red 
or  otherwise :  but  here  's  its  ghost  filling 
House  with  gloom.  Promise  of  several  days' 
cheerful  conversation.  Sextow  promptly  . ,  .  ,  ,  ..„.,. 
tiffued  on  flood  of  everlasting  tatt,  hope-  Admiral  Jercmimh  Field, 
lessly  swamping  place  to  begin  with.  Here 's  a  Bill  no  one  believes 
Government  seriously  intend  to  proceed  with;  still  feel  bound, 
haying  introduced  it,  to  take  Second  Reading.  Must  show  it 's  not 
quite  so  ridiculous  as  it  seemed  when,  three  months  ago,  Prinoe 
Abthttb  introduced  it,  and  House  laughed  it  (^premises.  Sensible 
course  suggested  at  close  of  Sitting  by  Wilfbid  Lawsok. 
"Scandalous  waste  of  time,"  he  said;  **the  sooner  we  finish 
Debate  the  better." 

Sexton  full  of  scorn  for  the  hapless  measure.  Looked  it  all  over 
and  behold  I  there  is  no  good  thing  in  H.  Might  have  said  this  in 
ten  minutes,  or  at  most,  quarter  of  an  hour.  But  temptation  to 
straddle  irresistible ;  discom'sed  for  full  hour  and  half ;  talked  clean 
out  of  Peers'  Gallery  Fife  and  Earl  Spencee,  who  had  innocently 
looked  in.  Maddeit.  not  to  be  outdone,  talked  for  another  hour  and 
half;  out  of  a  possible  seven  hours'  debate  three  appropriated  by 
two  speakers.  Quite  Maddening.  Afterwards.  Bathbons,Johkstoh 
(of  Ballykilbeg),  Webb,  Coohill,  Blake,  and  Ambbosb. 

A  weary  world,  my  masters ! 

Business  done.^aone, 

jFVu2a(/.— Morning  Sitting  for  further  discussion  of  Local  Govern- 
ment Bill.  Only  four  Members  spoke,  each  Member  at  terrible 
length.  At  this  rate  quite  dear,  u  every  Member  is  to  have  his 
say— and  why  shouldn't  he  P— House  must  sit  into  August  before 
even  Second  Reading  stage  of  Bill  is  disposed  of.  Should  have  been 
Evening  Sitting,  but  thinjrs  rapidly  approaching  collapse.  Members 
in  state  of  coma.  Couldn't  get  forty  together ;  and  as  soon  as 
Speakeb  took  chair  Counted  Out.  .       i  mi  ^ini^ 

Business  done.—'Sojie,  Digitized  by  Vn  vJ  w  V  IC 


O:^  HOnCE — ^Bqeeted  Communieations  or  ContribataoBs,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietores  of  any  description,  will 
in  no  ease  be  retomed,  not  even  when  aocompanied  by  a  Stamped  and  Addressed  Envekoe,  Cover,  or  Wrapper.  To  this  rala 
there  will  be  no  ezeeptum. 
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LOST   LUGGAGE. 

(Or  the  ExperunccB  of  a  "  Vclcuub  Viator") 

At  the  Douane,  Ostend.—Jjutt  off  Frineeue  Henriette :  pas- 
sengers hoTering  abont  exoitedly  ^th  bunohes  of  keys,  waiting 
for  their  Inggage  to  be  bronght  ashore.    Why  can't  they  take  things 

guietly— like  mef  I  don't  worry.  Saw  my  portmanteau  and  bag 
ibelled  at  Yiotoria.  finre  to  torn  up  in  due  time.  Some  men 
when  they  trayel  insist  on  taking  hand-bags  into  the  carriage  with 
them— foolish,  when  theymight  haye  them  put  in  the  yan  and  get 
rid  of  all  responsibility.  The  douaniers  are  examining  the  luggage— 
don't  see  mine— as  yet.  It's  all  rights  of  course.  People  who  are 
going  on  to  Brussels  and  Antwerp  at  once  would  naturally  have  their 
luggage  brought  out  first  Don't  see  the  good  of  rushing  about  like 
that  myself.  I  shall  stay  the  niff  ht  here— put  up  at  one  of  the  hotels 
on  the  Digue,  dine,  and  get  through  the 
eyening  pleasantly  at  the  Eursaal— sure  to 
be  something  going  on.  Then  I  can  go 
comfortably  on  by  a  mid-day  train  to- 
morrow. Meanwhile  my  luggage  still 
tarries.  If  I  was  a  neryous  man— luckily 
I'm  not.  Come— that's  the  hag  at  aU 
eyents^  with  eyerything  I  shall  want  for 
the  night  .  •  .  Annoying.  Some  other 
fellow's  bag  ...  No  more  luggage  being 
brought  out.  Getting  anxious— at  least, 
just  a  shade  uneasy.    Perhaps  if  I  asked 

somebody Accost  a  Bdgian  porter ;  he 

wants  mjr  baggage  ticket.  They  neyer  gaye 
me  any  ticket.  It  did  'occur  to  me  (in  the 
train)  that  I  had  always  had  my  luf  gage 
registered  on  going  abroad  before,  out  I 
supposed  they  knew  best,  and  didn't  worry. 
I  came  away  to  get  a  rest  and  ayoid  worry, 
and  I  wonH  worry  . .  .  The  Porter  and  I 
haye  gone  on  board  to  hunt  for  the  things. 
They  aren't  there.  Left  behind  at  Doyer 
pobably.  Wire  for  them  at  once.  No  idea 
now  difficult  it  was  to  describe  luggage 
yiridly  and  yet  economically  till  I  tried. 
Howeyer,  it  will  be  sent  on  by  the  next 
boat,  and  arriye  some  time  in  the  eyening, 
so  it's  of  no  consequence.  Now  for  the 
HoteL  Ask  for  the  bus  for  the  Continental, 
The  Continental  is  not  open  yet.  Very 
well,  the  Hotel  de  la  Plage,  then.  Cioeed ! 
All  the  hotels  facing  the  sea  are,  it  seems. 
Sympathetic  Porter  recommends  one  in  the 
town,  and  promises  to  come  and  tell  me  as 

soon  as  the  luggage  turns  up.  

At  the  JJbSei.— Find,  on  getting  out  of  ^ 
the  omnibus,  that  the  Hotel  is  being 
painted :  entrance  blocked  by  ladders  and 
pails.  Squeeze  past,'  and  am  receiyed  in 
the  hall  by  the  Proprietress  and  a  German 
Waiter.  **  Certainly  they  can  giye  me  a  room 

— ^my  baggage  shall  be  taken  up  immed " 

Here  I  haye  to  explain  that  this  is  impractic- 
able, as  my  baflmge  has  unfortunately  been 


in  seeing  a  humorous  element  in  it,  it  would  be  $omething-'hut  I 
can't  It  is  too  forlorn  to  be  at  all  funny.  And  there  is  still  an 
hour  and  a  half  to  get  through  before  dinner  I 

I  haye  dined— in  a  small  room,  with  a  stoye,  a  canred  buffet,  and 
a  portrait  of  the  Kin^  of  the  Beloiaks  ;  but  my  spirits  are  stiU  low. 
German  Waiter  dubious^  about  me ;  reserying  his  opinion  for  .the 
pesent  He  comes  in  with  a  touch  of  new  deference  in  his  manner. 
**  Please,  a  man  from  de  shdation  for  you."  I  go  out— to  find  the 
sympathetic  Porter.  My  baggage  has  arriyed  P  It  has :  it  is  at  the 
Douane,  waiting  for  me.  I  am  sayed  I  I  tell  the  Waiter,  without 
elation,  but  with  what,  I  trust,  is  a  calm  dignity— the  dignity  of  a 
man  who  has  been  misunderstood,  but  would  scorn  to  resent  it 

At  the  Station.— 1  haye  accompanied  the  Porter  to  the  Terminus, 
such  a  pleasant  helpful  fellow,  so  intelligent!  The  Ostend  streets 
much  les9  duU  at  night  Feel  iNelieyed,  in  charity  with  all  the  world, 
now  that  my  prodigal  portmanteau  is  safely  reclaimed.  Porter  takes 
me  into  a  large  luggage-room.  Don't  see 
my  things  just  at  mvt  **  Tour  baggage 
— «•«/"  sa3rs  the  Porter,  proudly,  and 
points  out  a  litUe  drab  yalise  with  shiny 
black  leather  coyers  and  brass  studs— the 
kind  of  thing  a  man  goes  a  journey  with  in 
a  French  Melodrama  I  He  is  quite  hurt 
when  I  repudiate  it  indignantly ;  he  tries 
to  comrinoe  me  that  it  is  mine— the  fool! 
There  is  no  other  bagga^  of  any  sort,  and 
mine  can't  possibly  amye  now  before  to- 
morrow afternoon,  if  then.  Nothing  for  it 
but  to  go  back,  luggageless,  to  the  Hotel — 
and  face  that  conf oundiDd  Waiter. 

Walk  about  the  streets.  Somehow  I  don't 
feel  quite  m  to  going  back  to  the  Hotel 
just  yet.  The  shops,  which  are  small  and 
rather  dimly  lighted,  depress  me.  There  is 
no  theatre,  nor  eafS  enantant  open  appa- 
rently. If  there  were,  I  hayen't  the  heart 
for  them  to^-night.  Hear  music  from  a 
small  estaminet  in  a  back  street;  female 
yoice,  with  fine  Cockney  accent  is  singing 
"OA,  dem  Golden  Slippers  I"^  Wonder 
where  my  slippers  are  I 

In  my  Bedroom. — ^I  haye  had  to  come 
back  at  last,  and  get  it  oyer  with  the  Waiter. 
If  he  felt  any  surprise,  I  think  it  was  to 
see  me  back  at  aU.  I  haye  had  to  ask  him 
if  he  could  get  me  some  sleeping-things  to 
pass  the  night  in.  And  a  piece  of  soap. 
Humiliating,  but  unayoidaDle.  He  pro- 
mised, but  ne  has  not  brought  them.  Imb- 
ably^this  last  request  has  aooe  for  me,  and 
he  is  now  communicating  with  the 
police  .  .  . 

A  tap  at  mj  door.  "  Please,  de  tings  I " 
says  the  Waiter.  I  haye  wronged  nim. 
He  has  brought  me  such  a  nightffownl 


"Please,  de  tings!" 


Neyer  saw  anything  in  the  least  _. 

before.  It  has  flowers  embroidered  all  down 
the  front  and  round  the  cuffs,  and  on  eyery 
button  something  is  worked  in  tiny  blue 

.  ,        letters,  which,  on  inspection,  turns  out  to  be 

left  behind.  Think  I  see  a  change  in  their  manner  at  this.  A  stranger  '  '*  Good-night"  I  don't  <iuit&  know  why,  but,  in  my  present  state,  I 
iriio  oomes  abroad  with  nothing  but  a  stick  and  an  umbrella  cannot  find  this  strangely  oonsdling,  and  eyen  touching — like  a  benediction. 
expect  to  inspire  confidence,  I  suppose.  I  remark  to  the  Waiter  that  After  all,  he  must  belieye  in  me,  or  he  would  hardly  confide  his 
the  luggage  is  sure  to  follow  me  by  the  next  boat,  but  it  strikes  eyen  purple  and  fine  linen  to  me  like  this.  Go  to.bed  gorgeous,  and  dream 
myself  that  I  do  not  bring  this  out  with  quite  a  sincere  ring.    Not  I  that  my  portmanteau,. bag,  and  self-respect  are  all  restore 


at  all  the  manner  of  a  man  who  possesses  a  real  portmanteau.    1 1  the  afternoon  boat. 


u»B ,  «m\a,  B«M.-j,v9^>vvv  cmv  cua  restorcd  to  me  by 
.  .  There  must  m  something  in  dreams,  for, 


I  wul  not  worry  about  it  like  tlds.    I  will  ^p  back  and  see  the  town. 
I  haye ;  it  is  like  a  good  manj  other  foreign  towns.    I  am  melan- 
choly.   I  canH  dismiss  that  miserable  luggage  from  my  mind.    To 

be  alone  in  a  foreign  land,  without  so  much  as  a  dean  fsook,  is  a   

distressing  position  for  a  sensitiye  person.    If  I  could  only  succeed  |  thanks,"  as  Willux  Bhaksfeabi,  M.P.,  obseryed. 


first  sight,  ra^er  alarming  telegram  from  the  Station-master  at 
Doyer.  '  *  Your  bones  willoe  sent  on  next  boat."  Suspect  the  word 
in  the  original  was  **  boxes,**  But  they  may  call  them  what  they 
like,  so  hmg  as  I  get  them  back  again. 


order  dinner— the  kind  of  dinner,  I  feel,  that  a  man  who  did  not  oddly  enough,  this  is  exactly  what  does  happen. 

intend  to  pay  for  it  would  order.    I  detect  this  impression  in  the  '     Next  mominj^,  at  breakust,  I  am  handed  a  mfsterioos  and,  at 

Waiter's  eye.    If  he  dared,  I  know  he  would  suggest  tea  and  a   "        "  ' 

boiled  egg  as  more  seemly  under  the  circumstances. 

On  the  Digue.— Thought,  it  being  holiday  time,  that  there  would 
be  more  gaiety :  but  Ostend  just  now  perhaps  a  little  lacking  in  Hyeli- 
ness— hotels,  yillas,  and  eyen  the  Kunaal  all  closely  boarded  up  wiUi 
lead-coloured  shutters.  Only  other  person  on  Promenade  a  nsher- 
hay  scrooping  oyer  the  tiles  in  sabots.  1  come  to  a  glazed  shelter, 
and  find  the  seate  choked  with  drifting  sand,  and  protected  with 
barbed  wire.  This  depresses  me.  I  did  not  want  to  sit  down— hut 
the  barbed  wiro  does  seem  needlessly  unkind.  Walk  along  the 
sand-dunes ;  must  pass  the  time  somehow  till  dinner,  and  the  arriyal 
of  my  luggage.  Wonder  whether  it  really  was  labelled  **  Ostend." 
Suppose  the  porter  thought  I  said  **  Bochester  "  ...  in  that  case 


**  Tbs  Campatan  against  the  Jebus,  Gallant  Advance  of  the 
British.**  Dear  old  Mrs.  Rax  wante  to  know  '*  who  is  commanding 
the  British  forces  in  the  campaj|^  against  the  Jebus "  (which  she 
spells  *'  Gibus")  ?  Mr.  Punch  is  glad  to  inform  his  estunable  cor- 
respondent that  the  principal  officers  commanding  in  the  Gibus 
Campaign  are  Generals  Wide-awakb,  Billioock,  jTdiobow,  Pott, 
and  Beltofpeb.  Their  strategical  moyemente  are  worthy  of  the 
First  Nap.  

CoNsmEBATE.— Arrangemante  are  to  be  made  for  all  Standing 
Committees  in  futnre  to  ait  at  certain  hoars.    *'  For  this  lelief ,  much 
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RECIPROCAL. 


SpcHimg  Cftntieman,  '*  Wkll,  Sib,  I  'm  vxbt  plxabid  to  hays  mads  tour  Aoquaditancs,  and  had  ths  opportukitt  of  hkarivo 
A  Churchman's  yixws  on  ths  question  of  Tithxs.    Of  ooursx,  as  a  Country  Landownxr,  I  'm  intbrestsd  in  Church  mattbbs, 
TheParmm,    'Quitb  so—dxliohtbd^  I  'm  surb.    Sr— bt  thb  btb,  could  tou  tbll  mb  what* 8  Won  ro-DArt" 


THE  BURIAL  OF  THE  "  BROAIHiAUCL'' 

Mat  23,  1892. 
['*  Driren  of  Broad-Gaugv  Engines  wandering 
diiboniolately  about  with  their  engine-lampi  in 
their  hands ;  followed  by  their  firemen  with  pick 
and  shorel  over  their  shoulder,  waiting  in  anxious 
expectation  of  the  time  when  that  new-fangled 
machine,  a  narrow-gauge  engine,  should  come 
down  a  day  or  two  after/*— TImims'  Spteial  at 
FIfmmih  on  DmUh  of  Broad  Qmige.] 

Not  a  whistle  was  heard,  not  a  brass  bell-note. 
As  his  corse  o'er  the  sleepers  we  hurried ; 

Not  a  f Off-signal  wailed  from  a  husky  throat 
0*er  the  graTe  where  our  **  Broad-Gauge  " 
we  buried. 

We  buried  him  darUj.  at  dead  of  nigbt. 
The  sod  with  our  pickaxes  turning, 

By  the  danger-signal's  ruddy  light. 
And  our  oil-lamps  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  tears,  though  we  loTed  him  wed  I 
Long  jrean  to  his  firo-box  had  bound  us. 

We  f  anded  we  glimpsed  the  great  shade  of 
Bbunel 
In  sad  sympathy  hovering  round  us. 

Few  and  gruff  were  the  words  we  said, 
But  we  thought,  with  a  natural  sorrow. 

Of  the  Narrow-muge  foe  of  the  Loco,  just 
dead. 
We  should  have  to  attend  on  the  morrow. 

We  thought,  as  we  hollowed  his  big  broad  bed, 
Andjpued  the  brown  earth  o'er  nis  funnel. 
How  his  foe  o'er  the  Great- Western  metals 
would  tread, 
Shrieking  triumph   through  cutting  and 
tunnel. 


Lightly  they  'U  talk  of  him  now  he  is  gone. 
For  the  cheap  *' Narrow  Gauge"  has  out- 
stayed him. 
Yet  Bull  might  naTe  found,  had  he  let  it  go 
on, 
That  Bbunzl's  Big  Idea  would  have  paid 
himi 

But  the  battle  is  ended,  our  task  is  done ; 

After  forty  years'  fight  he 's  retiring.* 
This  hour  sees  thy  triumph,  0  Stephenson  ; 

Old  **  Broad  Gauge "  no  more  will  need 
firing. 

The  **  Dutchman  "  must  now  be  '*  divided  in 
two"!— 
Well,  well,  they  shan't  mangle  or  mess  you  ! 
Accept  the  Last  words  of  friends  faithful,  if 
few:— 
'*  Good-bye,  poor  old  Broad- Gauge,  God 
bless  youT"  t 

Slowlv  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down. 

He  has  filled  a  great  chapter  in  story. 
We  sang  not  a  dirge — ^we  raised  not  a  stone. 

But  we  left  the  "Broad  Gauge"  to  his 
glory ! 

*  The  Boyal  Commission  appointed  to  inquire 
into  the  uniformity  of  railway  gauges,  presented 
their  report  to  Parliament  on  May  30,  1846. 

t  Words  found  written  on  one  of  the  G.-W.  rails. 


TO  A  DEAR  TOUNO  FEMININE  FRIEND,  WHO 


SPELT  ** WAGON"   AS  "WAGGON 


Bad  spelling  P    Oh  dear  no !    So  tender,  she 
Wish^  that  the  cart  should  have  an  extra 
ge€. 


KILLING  NO  MUBDEE. 

{To  the  Editor  of  **Puneh") 

Mt  Dear  Sir, — I  have  just  been  reading 
with  a  great  deal  of  surprise  '*  The  Life  ana 
Letters  of  Charlee  Samuel  Keene,  by  Gborob 
Somes  Latard."  Seeing  the  name  of  one  of 
your  colleagues  as  liie  first  line  of  the 
**  Index,"  I  turned  to  page  74  and  looked 
him  out.  I  found  him  mentioned  in  an 
account  given  by  Mr.  M.  H.  Spiblmann  of 
the  Punch  Dinner,  which  Mr.  George  Somes 
Latard  had  extracted  from  Biack  and 
White,  no  doubt  to  assist  in  making  up  his 
book.  The  following  is  the  quotation: — 
*'  The  Editor,  as  I  have  said,  presides ;  should 
he  be  unavoidably  absent,  another  writer — 
usually,  nowadays,  Mr.  Arthur  A'Beckktt 
—takes  his  place,  the  duty  never  falling  to 
an  artist."  Then,  to  show  how  thoroughly 
Mr.  George  Sokes  Latard  is  up  to  date, 
he  adds  to  the  name  of  Mr.  Arthur 
A'Beckett  (after  the  fashion  of  Mr.  Punch 
in  the  drama  disposinir  of  the  clown  or  the 
beadle),  **  since  dead."  Now  Mr.  Arthur 
A'Bbceett  is  not  dead,  but  very  much  alive. 
Do  you  not  think.  Sir,  it  would  be  better 
were  gentlemen  who  write  about  yourself  and 
your  colleagues,  to  verify  their  facts  before 
thev  attempt  to  give  obituary  notices,  even 
if  they  be  as  brief  as  the  one  in  question  F 
Yours,  truly. 

More  Gat  than  Grave. 


New     and    Appropriate     Name     ros 
Modern  Pugilism.- The  ** Nobble"  Art. 
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STUDIES  IN  THE  NEW 
POETRY. 

Thb  world  is  of  ooune 
aware  by  this  time  tliat  a 
New  Poetry  has  arisen, 
and  has  asserted  itself  by 
the  months  of  many  lond- 
Yoioed  "boomers/'  It 
has  been  Mr,  Punches 
good  fortune  to  seonre 
seyeral  specimens  of  this 
new  product,  not  through 
the  intervention  of  middle 
men,  but  from  the  manu- 
facturers themselTes.  He 
proposes  to  publish  them 
for  the  benefit  and  en- 
lightenment  of  his 
riders.  Butfirstaword 
of  warning.  There  are 
perhaps  some  who  believe 
that  a  peem  should  not 
only  express  high  and 
noble  thoughts,  or  recount 
great  deeos,  but  that  it 
should  do  so  in  yerse 
that  is  musical ,  cadenoed, 
rhsrthmical,  instinct  with 
grace,  andreservedrather 
than  boisterous.  If  any 
such  there  be,  let  them 
know  at  once  that  they 
are  honelessly  old- 
fashioned.  The  New 
Poetry  in  its  highest  ex- 
pression banishes  form, 
regularity  and  rhythm, 
and  treats  rhvme  with 
unexamnled  Darbarity. 
Here  ana  there,  it  is  true, 
rh:[rmes  get  jHiired  off 
quite  happily  in  the  con*- 
yentional  manner,  but 
directly  afterwards  you 
may  oome  upon  a  poor 
weak  little  rhyme  who 
will  cry  in  vain  for  his 
mate  tlm>ugh  half  a  dozen 
interlopinglines.  Indeed, 
cases  haye  been  known  of 
rhymes  that  haye  been 
left  on  a  sort  of  desert 
island  of  a  yerse,  and 
haye  never  been  fetched 
away.  And  sometimes 
when  the  lines  have  got 
chopped  very  short,  the 
rhymes  haye  tumbled 
overboard  altogether. 
That  is  really  what  is 
meant  by  "  impressionism  "  in 
to  its  highest   excellence. 

course,   other  forms  of  the  New   

There  is  the  '*  blusteriiu^  hob-nailed  "  variety 
which  clatters  up  and  down  with  immense 
noise,  elbows  you  here,  and  kicks  you  there, 
andifitfindsa-^      '^^         "  '    "* 


QUITE    UNANSWERABLE. 
Blhel  "  Mammt  dkab  I    Wet  do  tof  powdsk  yoitb  Faox,  and  why  doxs  Thomas 

POWDSK  HIS  HaIX  I     I  don't  DO  XITHBK  1  " 


And  gigglinff  fair,  nor 

counts  his  labour  lost 

Then,  beer.  beer.  beer. 

Spume  -  headed,  bitter, 
golden  like  the  gdd 

Buried  by  cutlassed  pi- 
rates tempest-tossed. 

Bed-capped,  immitigable, 
over-bold 

With  blood  and  rapine, 
spreaders  of  fire  ana 

llie  kitchen  table 
Is  figured  with  the  an- 
cient, circular  stains 
Of  the  pint-pot's  bot- 
tom; beer  is  all  the  go. 
And  every  soul   in  uie 

servanto'  hall  is  able 
To  drink  his  pint  or  hen 

until  thev  grow 
Glorious  with  golden  beer, 

and  count  as  nuns 
The    glowing    oraughts 
that  presage  morning 
pains. 


poetry  carried 
There 


are,  of 
Poetry. 


about  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  immediately 
knocks  it  down  and  tramples  upon  it.  Then 
too  there  is  the  "  coarse,  but  manly "  kind 
which  swears  by  the  great  flrod.  Jingo,  and 
keeps  a  large  stock  of  spreaa  eagles  always 
ready  to  swoop  and  tear  without  the  least 
provocation. 

Qowever,  Mr,  Punch  may  as  well  let  his 
specimens  speak  for  themselves.  Here,  then,  is 
No.  I.-A   aSAVBSEND    aBBOOBIAK. 

By  W.  E.  H-nl-y,    (Con  Brio.) 
Deep  in  a  murky  hole. 
Cavernous,  untranraarent,  fetid,  dank, 
The  demiurgus  of  the  servants'  hall, 
The  scuttle-bearing  buttons,  boon  and  blunk 
And  grimy  loads  his  evening  load  of  coals, 
Filled  with  respect  for  the  cook's  and  butler's 
rank. 


Lo,  the  round  cook  half  fills  the  hot  retreat, 
Her  kitchen,  where  the  odours  of  the  meat. 
The  cabbage  and  sweets  all  merge  as  in  a 

pall. 
The  stale  unsavoury  remnants  of  the  feast. 
Here,  with  abounding  confluences  of  onion, 
Whose  vastitudes  of  perfume  tear  the  soul 
In  wish  of  the  not  unpotatoed  stew. 
They  float  and  fade  and  flutter  like  morning 

dew. 
And  all  the  copper  pots  and  pans  in  Hne,! 
A  burnished  army  of  bright  utensils,  shine ; 
And  the  stem  butler  heedless  of  his  ounion 
Looks  happy,  and  the  tabby-cat  of  the  house 
Foivets  the  elusive,  but  recurrent  mouse 
Ana  purrs  and  dreams ; 
And  in  his  comer  the  black-beetle  seems 
A  plumed  Black  Prince  arrayed  in  gleaming 

mail;  [pale, 

Whereat  the  shrinking  scullery-maid  grows 
And  flies  for  succour  to  Thovas  of  the  calves, 
Who,  doing  nought  by  halves. 
Circles  a  gallant  arm  about  her  waist, 
And  takes  unflinching  the  cheek-slap  of  the 

chaste 


Episcopacy  nr  Dait- 
OEB. — Mr,  Ptmch  con- 
gratulates Dr.  PxBOWNS, 
Bishop  of  Worcester,  on 
his  narrow  flre-eeoai)e 
some  days  ago,  when  his 
lawn  sleeves  (a  costume 
more  appropriate  for  a 
garden-party  than  a  pul- 
pit) caught  fire.  It  was 
extinguished  by  a  bold 
Churonwarden.  Infuture 
let  Churchwardens  be  pre- 
pared with  hose  whenever 
a  prelate  runs  any  chanoe 
of  ignition  from  his  own 
**  burning  eloquence." 
If  Mr,  Punches  advice  as 
above  is  acted  upon,  a 
Bishop  if  * '  put  out "  may 
probaoly  mutter,  "  Dam 
your  hose."  But  this  can 
be  easily  explained  away. 

Betteb  and  Better. — 
The  Report  last  week 
about  Sir  Abthxtb  Sitlli- 
VAN  was  that  *'he  hopes 
to  go  to  the  country 
shortly."  So  do  our  po- 
litical i>arties.  Sir  Ab- 
THUB  cannot  restrain  him- 
self from  writing  new  and 
original  music  at  a  rajjid  pace.  This,  is  a 
consequence  of  his  haying  taken  so  many 
composing  draughts. 

**OuB  Booking  Office."— Not  open  this 
week,  as  the  Baron  has  been  making  a  book. 
Interesting  subject,  *'0n  the  Derby  and 
Oaks."  Being  in  sporting  mood,  the  Baron 
adopts  as  his  motto  King  Soloicon's  words 
of  wisdom,  out  of  his  (King  Solomon's)  own 
mines  of  srolden  treasures.— "  And  of  book- 
making  there  is  no  end."  He  substitutes 
** book-making "  for  "making  of  books," 
and  with  the  poetic  Campbell  (Hebbebt  of 
that  ilk)  he  sings,  **  it  makes  no  difference," 

Afteb  the  Event.— Last  Sunday  week 
was  the  one  day  in  the  year  when  ancient  Joe 
Millers  were  permissible.  It  was  "  Chestnut 
Sunday."  We  didn't  like  to  mention  it  before. 

The  Roval  General  Theatrical  Fund 
Dinner,  held  last  Thursday,  will  be  remem- 
bered in  the  annals  of  the  Stage  as  **  Albx- 
andeb's  Feast." 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON.-TO  A  COQUEHL   (AD  PYRRNAM.) 

What  gtripliiig,  flowered  and  soent-bedewed, 
If  ow  oonrts  thee  in  what  aolitude  ? 

For    whom    doet 
thou  in  order  set 
Thy  tresses'    au- 
reole, Coquette. 

"Neat,  but  not 
gaudy"  P— Soon 
Despond 

(Too  soon ! }  at 
flouted  faith  and 
fond. 

Soon  tempests  hal- 
cyon tides  above 

Shall  wreck  this 
raw  recruit  of 
Love; 

Who  counts  for 
gold  each  tinsel 
whim, 

And  hopes  thee 
always  all  for 
him, 

And  trusts  thee, 
smiling,  spite  oi 
doom 

And  traitorous 
breezes  I  Hap- 
less, whom 

Thy  glamour  holds 
untried.  Forme, 

I  'to  dared  enough 
that  fitful  sea ; 

Its  '*  breach  of 
promise"  grim 
hath  curst 

Both  purse  and 
person  with  its 
worst. 

My  **  dripping  weeds  "  are  doffed ;  and  I 
Sit  "  landed,'^  like  m7  wine,  and  **  dry ; " 
What  **  weeds  "  surviye  I  smoke,  and  rub 
My  hands  in  harbour  at  my  Club ! 


OPERATIC   NOTES. 

Monday. ^ V  Amko  FriU  fat  last  I  Better  late  than  never.  A 
Dramatic  Operatic  Idyl.  *' Nothing  in  it,"  as  Sir  Charles  Cold- 
itream  observes,  except  the  music,  the  sinnng,  and  the  acting  of 
Signor  DS  IjVCIl  as  Fritz  Our  Friend,  of  M.  Dutbichx  as  the  Itabbi 

of  Mile.  GiULiA  Bavooli  as  Boy 
BeppBj  of  Mile.  BAXTZRiaeisTKB  as 
Catertna*  and  of  Madame  CALvt  as 
Suzel,  Not  an  indiiferent  performer 
or  singer  among  them,  and  not  an 
individual  in  the  audience  indifferent 
to  their  performance.  Cherry-Tree 
Duet,  between  Suzel  and  JVtite,  great 
hit  Admirably  sung  and  acted,  and 
vociferously  enoor^.  Nay,  they 
would  have  had  it  three  times  if  they 
could,  but  though  Sir  Dbubiolakus 
sets  his  face  against  encores,  allowing 
not  too  much  encore  but  just  encore 
enough,  he,  as  an  astute  Manager, 
cannot  see  why  perscms  who  have  paid 
to  hear  a  thing  only  once  should  hear 
it  three  times  lor  the  same  money. 
No;  if  they  like  it  so  much  that  they 
want  it  again,  and  must  have  it,  and 
won't  be  nappy  till  they  get  it,  then 
let  them  encore  their  own  perfdrmance 
of  vtmng  for  their  seats,  and  come 
and  hear  their  favourite  mor^eaux 
*ri.  n  vv  •  1  TT  A  i>  T  over  and  over  again  as  often  as  they 
TbeBabbmical-Hat^Becr-Jug.  liketopur.  He  wiU  grant  one  encore, 
no  more.  Sir  Dbitbiolaitus  is  right.  Do  we  insist  on  Mr.  I&vnro 
gmng  us  "To  be  or  not  to  be,"  or  any  other  soUloqny,  all  over 
anin.  simply  because  he  has  dona  it  oooe  so  well?  Do  we  ask 
Mr.  J.  L.  Tools  to  repeat  hit  author's  good  jokee  —or  his  own  when 


his  author  has  failed  bun  ?  No ;  we  applaud  to  the  echo,  we  laugh 
till,  as  Mr.  Chevauer  says,  **  we  thort  we  should  ha'  died,"  but  we 
don't  encore  the  comic  jokes,  telling  situations,  or  serious  soliloquies 
as  rendered  bv  our  aocompliuied  histrions. 

Were  a  collection  of  pictures  made  of  Mile.  Baxtsbmxister  in 
different  characters,  it  would,  for  interest  and  variety;,  become  a 
formidable  rival  of  the  Chables  Mathews  series  now  in  the  pos- 
session of  the  Garrick  Club.  To-night  she  is  the  busy,  bustling 
Caierina.  Friend  Fritj^s  housekeeper,  who,  as  she  has  to  provide 
all  the  food  for  their  breakfast,  and  set  it  on  the  table,  might  be 
distinguished  as  Catering  Caterina,  No  one  now  cares  to  see  an 
Opera  without  Mile.  Batjebmbisteb  in  it,  whether  she  appear  as  a 
dashinff  lady  of  the  Court,  probably  in  a  riding-habit,  or  as  a  middle- 
class  (jferman  housekeepjer,  or  as  Cupid  God  of  Love,  or  as  JulieCs 
ancient  nurse,  or  as  an  impudent  waiting-maid,  or  as  an  unhappy 
mother,  or  as, — weU,— any  number  of  characters  that  I  cannot  now 
recall,  out  all  done  excellently  welL  Never  have  I  heard  of  her  being 
either  *'  sick  or  sorry."  Some  few  seasons  a^  I  drew  public  atten- 
tion to  this  most  useful  and  ornamental  artute^  and  now  I  am  glad 
to  see  that  here  and  there  a  critic  has  awoke  to  the  fact  of  her 
existence,  and  has  done  her  tardy  iustice.  Long  may  the  Bauer- 
meistersinger  be  able  to  give  her  valuable  assistance,  without  which 
no  Covent  Garden  Opera  Company  could  possibly  be  perfect. 


Bob-Cherry  Duet. 

As  to  V Arnica  Fritz^  I  should  suggest  that  it  be  played  in  one 
Scene  and  two  Acts.  That  this  one  S^ne  ^ould  be  tne  Exterior  of 
Cherry-Tree  Farm  (which  should  be  FriU's,  not  the  BabbCa)  and  that 
instead  of  lowering  the  Curtain,  the  intermetto— not  1  venture  to 
opine  equal  to  the  marvellous  intermezzo  in  Cavalleria  Rustieana-^ 
should  be  played.  VAmico  is  certain  of  an  encore,  and  this  will 
give  the  singers  a  rest.  It  could  then  commence  at  nine— a  more 
convenient  hour  to  those  who  would  like  to  hear  every  note  of  it. 
than  8*15,  and  it  would  be  over  by  eleven  sharp.  A  nod  is  as  good 
as  a  wink  to  Sir  Dbubiolakvs^  but  all  the  same,  Heaven  forefend  I 
should  be  gnilty  of  either  indiscretion  in  the  Imperial  Operatorial 
presence.    Thus  much  at  present. 

Friday,— ^*IV%  the  snules  of  its  ArorsTUS  and  the  heat  of  its 
July  "—adapted  quotation  from  *  *  Old  Song."  *  *  I  cannot  sing  the  old 
song  " — except  under  a  sense  of  the  deepest  and  most  unpardonable 
provocation ;  and  when  I  do  I  l—Cave  canem^  mat  ccclum  !  I  bring 
down  the  house  as  Madame  Delilah's  Saicbok  did.  To-night  Manon 
is  inde^  warmly  welcomed.  '*  A  nice  Opera,"  says  a  young  lady, 
f aiming  herself.  ' '  I  wish  it  were  an  iced  Opera,"  groans  Waostaff, 
re-issuing  one  of  his  earliest  side-splitters.  M.  Yak  Dtck  strong  as 
the  weak  Dee  Grieux,  but  Madame  Mbavika  apparently  not  strong 
enough.  **  What  made  author-chap  think  of  caUing  her  Manon  f  " 
asks  lansruid  person  in  Stalls.  Wagbtaff,  revived  after  an  iced 
B.-and-S.,  is  equal  to  the  occasbn.  "  Such  a  bad  lot,  you  know 
—regular  man-catcher ;  hooked  a  man  on,  then,  when  he  was  done 
with,  hooked  another  man  on.  Reason  for  name  evident,  see  ? " 
The  Cavalleria  Rusticana  is  the  favourite  for  Derby  Night.  All 
right  up  to  now,  Sir  Dbubiolakus. 

=        ^T 


Temhee  Sove  fob  Debet  Dat.— *'  He '«  got  it  on 
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WHAT   OUR   ARTIST   (THE   SMALL   AND   SUSCEPTIBLE   ONE)   HAS   TO   PUT  UP   WITH. 

MiuBinkM.  "Pray,  Mb.  Tmcoim,  why  do  you  always  draw  such  imunssly  Tall  Woioh?" 

Our  Artist,  "  Wbll,  Miss  Bikks,  I  suppobb  it  's  bboausb  I  'm  such  a  Tiny  Littlx  Mak  mysslf.    (yOKTRAsr,  you  rkb  1 " 
Miss  Sinks,  ''Ah,  yxs,  oohtrast!     That  is  how  wx  Tiny  Littlb  Wombh  always  attract  all  the  Fikx  Tall  Men  I 
That  's  how  wm  Score  I " 

Our  Artist,  **  Exactly,    I  only  wish  to  goodness  you  'd  attract  that  very  Fine  Tall  Man  away  from  Miss  Jones- 
thin  /  might  have  a  chance,  ferhaps  I " 


A  VERY  "DARK  HORSE.'' 

["  The  Country  knowg  . . .  what  it  ia  we  dedre  to  do.    What  the  Right 
Hon.  Gentleman  (Mr.  Gladstone)  deairei  to  do  no  human  beine  knowi.    If 
we  haye  done  our  part,  as  we  hare  done,  to  clear  the  issuet,  all  we  can  aik 
him  iB  to  do  his  part,  to  lay  before  the  electorate  of  this  country  in  the  same 
plain,  unmistakeable  outline,  the  policy  which  he  desires  to  see  adopted." — 
Jfr,  Balfour  on  Soeond  Rsaaing  oflrith  Local  Oovemmmt  Bill.] 
SCKSE—The  Paddock,  before  the  Great  Race,    Itising  Young  Jockey, 
Arthur  Balfour,  mounted  on  the  Crack  Irish  Horse,    Enter 
Grand  Old  Jockey,  at  the  motnent  minus  a  mount. 
Grand  Old  Jockey  {aside).  Humph  I  Don't  look  so  bad,  now,  despite 
the  dead  set 
That  against  him  we  've  made  sinoe  his  very  first  miming, 
Do  they  mean  him  to  win  after  all  ?    Artful  set. 

That  Stable  I    It  strikes  me  they  Ve  been  plajring  cunning. 
One  wouldn't  have  backed  him,  first  off,  for  a  bob. 

His  owner  concerning  him  scarcely  seemed  oarinff . 
Eugh  I    No  one  supposed  he  was  fair  *'  on  the  job  " ; 

A  mere  trial-horse,  simply  "  out  for  an  airing." 
Wben  he  first  stripj)ed  in  public  he  looked  such  a  screw, 

He  was  hailed  with  a  general  chorus  of  laughter : 
Younff  Bal  seemed  abaaned  at  the  general  yahboo  I 

Ana  pooh-poohed  bis  new  mount!    What  the  dooae  is  be  after  ? 
I  'm  bound  to  admit  the  Horse  looks  pretty  fit. 


And  the  boy  sits  bun  well,  and  as  though  he  meant  trying, 
I  sav,  this  won't  do  I    I  must  bounce  him  a  bit. 

Most  awkward,  you  know^  his  "  slug  "  takes  in  flying  ! 
Rising  Young  Jockey  (aside),  Hillo !    There 's  Old  Whxiam  I 
out  on  the  scoot. 

The  artful  Old  Hand  I    Hope  he  '11  like  what  he  looks  onl 
He  slated  this  nag  as  a  peacooky  brute. 

Whose  utter  coiLapee  they  've  been  building  their  books  on. 
How  now,  my  spry  veteran  ?    Only  a  boy 

Ona  three-legg^  crook?    Well,  I  own  you  are  older. 


He's 


And  watching  your  riding^  's  a  thing  to  enjoy  ; 
There  isn't  a  Jock  who  is  defter  and  bolder ; 


Your  power,  authority,  elo<iuence~yes. 

For  vour  gift  of  the  gab  is  a  caution— are  splendid ; 
But— the  youngster  may  teach  you  a  lesson,  1  guess. 

As  to  judgment  of  pace  ere  the  contest  is  ended.  [again  I 

Grafui  Old  Jockey  (aloud).  Well,  Arthur  my  lad,  in  the  saddle 

Is^Aa^  your  crack  mount  Y 
Rising  Young  Jockey,  The  identical  one.  Will. 

Grand  Old  Jockey,  Dear,  dear,  what  a  pity  I    It  quite  gives  me  pain 

To  see  you  so  wasted* 
Rising  Young  Jockey,  That 's  only  your  fun,  Will.      [points. 

Grand  Old  Jockey,  Nay,  nay,  not  at  all  I    Don't  think  much  of  his 

He 's  not  bred  like  a  true-blood,  nor  built  like  a  winner. 
Not  well  put  together,  so  coarse  in  his  joints. 

In  fact—only  fit  for  a  hunting-pack's  dinner  I 

• Atn^).  Ohl    •*CatVmeat!'"* 


'  IS  your  cry, 


Rising  Young  Jockey  (lau 

is  it  WnxiAMP  "Well,  welll 
We  shall  see  about  that  when  the  winning-post 's  handy,      [tell 
Grand  Old  Jockey,  You  won't,  mv  brave  boy  ;  that  a  novice  could 
You  'U  be  left  in  the  ruck  at  the  end,  my  young  dan^.     [yet — 
Rising  Young  Jockey,  Perhaps  I    Btill  the  penciUers  haven't, — as 
Quite  knocked  the  nag  out  with  their  furious  fever 
Of  hot  opposition.    Some  cool  ones  still  bet 
On  his  chance  of  a  win. 
Grand  Old  Jockey  (contemptuously).     Ah,  you're  wonderful  dever. 
But  we  have  ^  one  in  our  Stable,  my  lad. 
Who  can— just  lick  his  head  off  I 
Rising  Young  Joekev  idrUy).  Now  have  you  indeed,  Wm.  ? 

I  fancy  I  've  heard  that  before.    Very  glad 

That  your  lot  are  in  luck ;  and  I  hope  you'll  succeed,  Will, 
But  bless  me  I    yours  seems  such  a  very  Dark  Horse  I 

Oh  I  there,  don't  fire  up  sol    Your  word  I  won't  doubt,  WuJs. 
You  say  so.  and  one  must  believe  you,  of  course ;  OV IC 

But— W<  it  tim«  that  you  breught  the  nag  out,  WnxPO 


PUNCH.  OR    THE   LONDON    CHARIYARL— Jimi  4,  1893. 


~:  ,  ^,:E>^::ss^:^1^^^L ' 


A  VEKY  "DARK  HORSE." 


Old  Jockey.    "DON'T   THINK   MUCH   OF   HIS  POINTS  I     WE'VE  ONE   IN  OUR   STABLE  CAN   LICK   HIS 
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HISTOBT  AS  SEE  IS 
PLATEDI 

Questioner.  Why  should 
M.  Y.  Sabdou  be  called  tibie 
Hifltorian  of  the  Frendh  Be- 
vohitioiiP 

Answerer,  BecaiueinlT^- 
nUdor  he  has  giyen  an  entirely 
new  yersion  cf  the  "Beien  of 
Terror." 

Q.  Was  the  "  Beign  of 
Terror"  very  terrible  P 

-4.  Not  very.  AttheOijera 
CSomiqne  it  had  its  oomic  side. 

Q.  How  was  that? 

A,  For  instance,  les  trico- 
teueet  wero^  represented  by 
oomely,  albeit  plump  maidens, 
who  seemed  moro  inclined  to 
dance  round  a  Maypole  thui 
haunt  a  scaffold. 

Q.  Wero  BoBBSPiEBSE,  St. 
Just,  and  the  rest,  cruel  and 
vindictiye? 

A,  I  should  say  not ;  and  I 
found  my  conclusion  on  the 
fact  that  they  ei 


actor  given  to  praoticaT  joking 
as  an  officer  of  the  rublio 
Seounbr. 

Q.  Frcm  this,  do  you  take 
it  that  BoBESPDERRB  must 
have  had  a  subtle  sense  of 
humour? 

A.  I  do ;  and  the  impression 
is  strengthened  by  his  order 
for  a  general  slaughter  of 
Ursuline  Nuns. 

Q.  Why  should  he  order 
such  a  massacre  ? 

A.  To  catch  the  heroine  of 
Thermtdor,  a  lady  who  had 
taken  the  vows  under  the  im- 
pression that  her  lover  had 
been  killed  bv  the  enemy. 

Q.  Had  ner  lover  been 
killed? 

A,  Certainly  not;  he  had 
preferred  to  surrender. 

Q.  Can  you  give  me  any 
idea  of  the  component  part  of 
a  revolutionaiT  crowd  ? 

A.  At  the  Op^ra  Comique, 
a  revolutionary  crowd   seems 


NATURE   V. 

'  Ybs,    this  Room  's 


ART. 


jEdhetic  Friend,  "  YBs,  this  Koom  '8  bathbr  kick,  all  bitt  ths 
Window,  with  thxsb  large  blank  Panes  of  Plate-Glass  1    I  should 

LIKE  TO  SEE  SOME  SORT  OF  PATTERN  ON  THEM— LITTLE  SQUARES  OR  LOZENOBS 

OR  Arabesques ** 

Philistine,  "Well,  but  those  lovely  Cherry  Blossoms,  and  the 
Lake,  and  the  distant  Mountain,  and  the  beautiful  Sunsets,  and 
the  Purple  Clouds— isn't  that  Pattern  enough  ? " 


to  consist  of  a  numher  of 
mournful  loungers,  who  have 
nothing  to  do  save  to  take  a 
languia  interest  in  the  fate 
of  a  tearful  maiden,  and  a  few 
ffene  d^armee  a  little  un- 
certain ahout  their  parade- 
ground. 

Q.  How  do  the  mournful 
loungers  express  their  interest 
in  the  fate  of  the  tearful 
maiden? 

A,  Bv  pointing  her  out  one 
to  another,  and  when  she  is 
ordered  on  to  execution  ro- 
moving  their  hats,  and  fixing 
their  attention  on  something 
concealed  hehind  the  scenes. 

Q,  What  is  your  present 
idea  of  the  B,eign  of  Terror  ? 

J.  My  prosent  idea  of  the 
R^ng-n  ot  Terror  is,  that  it  was 
tbo  mildest^  tiling  imaginahle. 
In  my  opinion,  not  even  a 
oil] Id  in  anas  would  have  heen 
frightened  at  it. 

«V-  D^J  you  not  consider  M. 
Maxer  deserving  of  honour  ? 

A,  Certainly  I  do.  For 
has  he  not  romoved  (with  the 
assistsnce  of  M.  Sardou  and 
the  Ch>^ra  Comique)  several 
fond  illusions  of  my  youth  ? 


The  Mornino  of  the 
Dkrbt. — Hamlet  considering 
whether  he  shall  go  to  Epsom 
for  the  great  race  or  not.  soli- 
loquises, **  Der-5«  or  not  Der- 
be,  that  is  the  ouestion." 
[N.B.— As  to  the  ouier  lines, 
^  as  you  Dlease.  *'  The  rost 
IS  silence."! 

'*  Married  and  Single" 
should  be  played  bv  Lady- 
Cricketers.  No  single  younff 
person  under  seventeen  should 
be  permitted  an  innings,  as  any 
two  sweet  sixteens  would  be 
**  not  out,"  and  thero  would  be 
no  chance  for  the  other  side. 
Match-makers  aro  only  inter- 
ested in  the  Single. 


LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

Dear  Mr.  PuNCH,-^For  the  first  time  have  I  seen  myself  in  print! 
— and  I  must  say  I  think  it  very  becoming — and  so  nice  and  cool  too 
this  hot  weather  I  You  are  indeed  a  sweet  creature  for  adonting  my 
idea  so  readily—and  I  really  must  say  that  if  these  obstinate  Members 
,,_^  of    Parliament    who    oppose    Women's 

Suffrage  would  only  alter  their  views,  it 
would  be  much  better  for  the  Country — 
or  worse — I  don't  know  which ! 

Sir  MiNTiNO  Bloundell,  whose  criti- 
cism on  my  contribution  to  your  well- 
written  journal  I  invited,  complimented 
me  on  my  style,  and  suggested  that  when 
giving  my  selections  it  might  be  as  well 
to  refer  to  the  **Home  Trials"  of  the 
horses  mentioned— but  I  venture  to  dis- 
agree with  him  I  Goodness  knows  we  all 
have  home  trials  enough  I  (Lord  Arthur 
and  I  frequentljr  do  not  speak  for  a  week 
unless  someone  is  nreseni) — but  I  do  not 
think  these  things  should  be  made  public, 
and  besides,  it  is  an  unwritten  law 
amongst  *' smart"  people  to  avoid  sub- 
jects that  '*  chafe  "—which  sounds  like  an 
anaehronism— whatever  that  means  I  Having  an  opportunity  of  a 
'*latt  wofd "  on  the  Derby.  I  should  like  to  say  that,  although  my 
confidence  in  my  last  week's  selection.  La  Fleche,  is  unsha&en,  1 
with  to  have  a  second  *'  arrow  "  to  my  bow  in  Llanthony^ot  whom 


a  very  keen  judge  of  racing  (Lord  Bournemouth  to  wit)  has  formed 
the  opinion  that— in  his  own  words—**  he  will  be  on  the  premises  "  I 
The  premises  in  question  beinff  Epsom  Downs,  there  will  un- 
doubtedly be  room  for  him  without  his  filling  an  unnecessarily 
prominent  position,  so  I  will  couple  lAanthotiy  with  La  Fleehe  to 
supply  the  probable  last  in  the  D^by. 

Meanwhile^  I  must  say  a  word  or  two  about  the  Ladies'  Kace  at 
Epsom  on  Friday  next.  There  is  absolutely  no  knowing  what  will 
start  for  the  Oaks  nowadays  until  the  numbers  go  up— and  no  Turf 
Proi>het  will  venture  a  selection  until  the  morning  of  the  race — and 
this  is  where  the  perspicuity  of  an  Editor  Uke  yourself,  Mr,  Punchy 
scores  a  distinct  nit— for  such  a  paltry  consideration  as  **  knowing 
nothing  about  it"  is  not  likely  to  daunt  a  woman  who  takes  as  her 
motto  the  well-known  line  ham  Shaxspeare:  **Thus  Angds  rush 
where  Cowards  fear  to  tread  1"— so  herewith  I  confidently  append 
my  verse  selection  for  the  last  Mare  in  the  Oaks ! 

Youn  devotedly,  Ladt  Gat. 

The  Tip. 

'Tis  the  voice  of  the  Sluggard,  I  hear  him  complain. 
You  have  waked  me  too  soon—an  unpleasant  surprise  I 

In  an  hour  or  so  later  pray  call  me  again. 
When,  if  feeling  refieshed,  I  will  straightway  **  Arise  !** 


Quite  in  Keepino.— The  Earl  of  Dtsart  has  left  the  ranks  of 
the  Liberal  Unioniste  and  become  \  Gladstonian  Home-Ruler. 
**  What  more  natural  P  "  asked  one  of  his  former  Unionist  friends. 
**  Of  course  he 's  dysarted  us  I " 
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A   MISUNDERSTANDING. 

He,  *'0h,  if  I  'd  only  bssk  ▲  'Bur'  I"  Sh£,  "If  you  had  bbxn,  you  couldn't  Gbowl  wobsx  than  you  do  !' 


ESSENCE  OF  PAELIAMENT. 

EXTBACTEB  FBOM  THB  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

Houie  of  Commons^  Mondav^  May  23. — Redicond,  Janior,  said 
really  fmmy  thinff  just  now.  Risingr  to  take  part  in  resomed  Debate 
on  Irish  Local  Groyemment  Bill,  he  announoed  in  loud  angry  tone 
that  it  would  be  waste  of  time  to  discuss  a  Bill  the  Gk)Yemment 
evidently  did  not  intend  to  press  through  this  Session,  and  he  for  one 
would  be  no  party  to  such  a  f aroe.  Then  he  went  on  to  talk  for  half 
an  hour. 
Debate  on  the  whole  something  better  than  last  week^s  contribution. 
O'BRinr  delivered  himself  of  glowine 
denunciation  full  of  felicitous  phrases,  all 
got  through  in  half  an  hour.  Csambkr- 
lain  followed;  has  not  yet  got  over 
startling  novelty  of  his  interposition  in 
Debate  being  welcomed  by  loud  cheers 
from  Conservatives :  thinks  of  old  Aston- 
Park  days,  when  the  cheering  was,  as 
Webster  (not  Attorney -General)  says, 
*  *  on  the  other  boot."  Now,  when  Joseph 
gets  up  to  demolish  his  Brethren  sitting 
near.  Conservatives  opposite  settle  them- 
selves down  witb  the  peculiar  rustling 
motion  with  which  a  congregation  in 
crowded  church  or  chapel  arrange  them- 
selves to  listen  to  a  favourite  preacher. 
Prettv  to  watch  them  as  Chambeblain 
goes  lorward  with  his  speech,  delighting 
them  with  surprise  to  iind  how  much 
better  is  their  position  than  they  thought 
when  it  was  recommended  or  extolled 
from  their  own  side.  Joseph  not  nearly 
so  acrimonious  to-night  as  sometimes. 
Stilly  as  usual,  his  speech  chiefly  directed 
to  his  former  Brethren  who  sit  attentive, 
thinking  ocoasiomdlv  with  regret  of  the 
fatal  shallowness  of  the  pit,  and  the 
«  Joe ! "  absence  of  arrangement  for  hermetically 


sealing  it.    If  only But  that  is  another  story.    Coubtkey  at 

end  of  Bench  is  thinking  of  still  another,  which  hais  the  rare  oharm 
of  being  true.  It  befel  at  a  quiet  dinner  where  Joseph,  finding  him- 
self in  contiguity  with  Chairman  of  Committees,  took  opportunity  of 
rebuking  him  for  his  alleged  laxity  in  repressing  disorder. 

**  I  should  like  to  know,"  he  asked,  ^  whether,  supposing  I  wore 
to  fire  a  pistol  across  the  House,  you  would  call  it  a  breach  of  order." 

**  I  don*t  think.  Chamberlain,"  said  Prince  Arthur,  who  was 
sitting  at  the  other  side  of  the  table,  **  that 
if  you  were  going  to  fire  a  pistol  in  the 
Commons,  you  would  point  it  across  the 
House."  TiicHealy  just  back  from  Dub^n, 
where  he's  been  appearing  in  his  favourite 
chanoter  of  pacificator;  followed  Chambxr- 
lain,  and  later  came  Saunderson.  But 
even  he  suffered  from  prevailing  tone  of 
dulness,  and  Wilfrid  Lawson,  fast  asleep 
in  the  comer  by  Cross  Benches,  did  not  miss 
much.  Buiiftus  done.  —  More  talk  on 
Local  (Government  Bill. 

Tueidaj/,—li  anyone  looking  on  at  House 
of  Commons  at  three  o'clock  this  afternoon 
had  predicted  that  within  an  hour  it  would 
be  teeming  with  life,  brimming  over  with 
human  interest,  he  would  have  oeen  looked 

rn  with  cold  suspicion.  Noiav  had  taken 
door,  and  was  understood  to  be  ennress- 
ing  his  deliberate  opinion  on  merits  of  Irish 
Local  GDvemment  Bill.  He  was  certainly 
sajring  something,  but  what  it  might  be  no 
man  could  tell.  Lyon  Playfair,  who  is  up 
in  all  kinds  of  statistics,  tells  me  120  words 
|)er  minute  is  the  average  utterance  of  ar- 
ticulate speech.  Koian  was  doing  his  300, 
and  sometimes  exceeded  that  rate.  Not  a 
oomma  in  a  odumn  of  it.  A  humming-top 
on  the  subject  would  have  been  precisely  as 
instructive  and  convincing.  8(nne  twenty 
Members  sat  there  fascinated  by  the  per- 
formance.    It   was    not  delivered  in   a      The  Fighting  Colonel. 
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THE   GLADSTONIAN    BAGMAN.  j^jti^p 

[«•  I  regard  mywlf  as  a  commercial  trareUfr.*'— 6>«ccA  ^  6'«r  H'ilkmm  Hareowl  at  BrUioi,  ili^^n. 
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monotone,  in  which  case  one  oonld  haye  slept. 

NoLor  wms  eyidently  argroing   in  inoisiTe 

manner,  nhirlring  no  ohetade,  aydding  no 

point  in  the  Bill,  or  anj  hit  made  hj  preyious 

speaker.    His  Yoice  rose  and  fell  with  oon- 

Yinoing  modulation.    He  seemed  to  be  always 

dropping  into  an  aside,  which  led  him  into 

anotner,  that  opened   a  sort   of    Clapham 

Junction  of  oonyerging  points.     One  after 

the  other,  the  Colonel,  with  full  steam  up, 

ran  along;   when  he  reached  terminus   of 

siding,  racing  back  at  sixty  miles  an  hour : 

and  so  up  and  down  another.    Only  guessed 

this  from  modulation  of  his  yoice  axid  the  in- 
telligent nodding  of   the  head  with  which 

he  oompcdled  the  attention  of   Attobnet- 

Gekekal  for  Ireiand.    For  just  oyer  hsJf 

an  hour  he  kept  up  this  pace,  and,  saying  a 

trot  for  the  ayenue,  fell  back  into  his  seat 

gasping  for    breath,   haying   concluded    a 

sentence  nine  hundred  words  long  worked  off 

in  three  minutes  by  the  astonished  dock. 
An  interyal  of  T.  W.  Russbll,  with  one 

of   his  adroitly  -  argued,  luddly  -  arran^d 

speeches.     Then  Mr.  O.  and  tnuisformation 

soene.    House  filled  up  as  if  by  magic.    In 

ten  minutes  not  a  seat  yacant  on  floor ;  Mem- 
bers running  into  Side  Gallery,  nimbly  hop- 
ping oyer  Benches,  to  get  on  iront  line  so  as 

to  watch  as  well  as  hear  the  last  and  the 

greatest  of  the  old  Parliamentarians.     As 

suddenly  and  swiftly  as  the  House  had  filled, 

the  limp  lay  figure  of  the  Debate  throbbed 

with  life.    Scene  of  the  kind  witnessed  only 

once  or  twice  in  Session.     Six  hundred  pair  of  eyes  all  turned 

eagerljr  upon  figure  standinj^  at  Table,  denouncing  with  uplifted  arm, 

and  yoice  ringing  with  indignation,  the  iniquities  of  the  Mabkiss, 

safdy  absent,  and  of  his  nephew.  Prince  Abthxtb,  serenely  present. 

A gT(?at speech;  an  aohieyement  which, 
if  it  aiooi  alone,  sufiicient  to  make  a 
repiiUtion.  And  yet,  when  result  of 
Dn4.«ioti  announcea,  it  was  found  that 
tnaioritj  of  an  iniquitous  Goyemment 
hoA  run  up  to  92 ! 

Eyeryone  delighted  to  hear 
the  interesting  news  from  27, 
St.  James's  Place,  which  giyes 
an  heir  to  the  Spencer  Earl- 
dom, and  has  spread  a  feel- 
ing of  joy  and  contentment 
throughout  Althoipe  and 
Mid-Northamptonshire.  The 
latest  news,  brought  down 
just  now  by  Mabjokibakks,  is 
**BoBBT  is  doing  as  well  as 
oan  be  expected.''  Busineit 
done, — Irish  Local  Govern- 
ment Bill  read  Second  Time, 
by  339  yotes  against  247. 

Wednesday.  —  Hail  I  Sir 
Hbitky  Wiggik,  Bart,  M.P. ; 
B.B.K..  as  Abthtjb  Obtok 
called  nimself  when  resident 
in  the  wilds  of  Australia,  and 
explained  that  the  style  im- 
ported Baronet  of  the  British 


-     3;-fe---lr-C^4?^^=^^^:^^' 


OVERHEARD  AT   EARL'S   COURT. 


BLI88XD  IP  I  *LL  KTTK 


Old  Bufftr,  "UoH  1     I  'm  ti&kd  to  death  of  being  Hitntid  ! 

▲WAT  FROM  TBOSB  BlAIOL  CaBTBIDOBS  AOAIV  !  ** 

BroruJia,  **Yb8,   tou  bbt  I    Am)  I've  made  up  my  mind  to  qitit  Buobino. 

PERFEOTLT  SICKEN INO  HAyiNO  TO  DO  IT  FROM  Ye'ar'h  END  TO  YEAB'b  END  1  " 


It's 


"T.  W." 


Kingdom.  Now  we  know  what  was  the  meaning  of  that  foray  upon 
the  House  the  other  da^,  when,  with  the  Chairman  in  the  Chair,  and 
Committee  fully  constituted,  the  wag^sh  Wiooin  walked  adown 
the  House,  with  his  hat  cocked  on  one  side  of  his  head,  in  defiance  of 
Parliamentary  etiquette.  The  Birthday  Gazette  was  eyen  then  being 
drafted,  and  to-day  the  wanton  Wioonr  is  Sir  Hestet,  Baronet  of 
the  United  Einedom.  Not  a  more  popular  announcement  in  the  list 
An  honest,  kindly,  shrewd  Wiocnr  it  is,  with  a  face  whose  genial 
amile  all  people,  warming  under  it,  instinctiyely  return. 

Busineae  done.—Wionus  made  B.B.E. 

Thur$dnj/.—Q,mi»  a  long  time  reaching  Vote  on  Account:  two 
hours  taken  for  discussion  of  Bimungham  Water  Bill ;  Gentlemen 
in  Radical  camp  much  exerdsed  about  size  of  fish  in  streams  annexed 
for  purposes  of  Birmingham  water  supply.  Chambebladt,  who  has 
charge  of  BiU,  says  he  neyer  caught  one  lonffor  than  two  inches. 
DiLLwnr  protests  that  fishing  in  same  waters  he  rarely  eaught  one 
less  than  a  pound  weight  Eyidentlr  a  mistake  somewhere.  House 
porolexed,  finally  passed  Bill  throogn  Committee. 

Then  Key.  Sam  Smttk  wants  to  know  more  about  Polynesian 
Labour  Traffic.    The  Noble  Babon  who  has  oharge  of  Colonial 


heart. '^ 


affairs  in  Commons,  whilst  oontroyerting  all  his  statements,  sajrs 
"  eyeryone  must  admit  that  the  Hon.  Member  has  spoken  from  ms 
^  *'  Which,"  NoyAB  says,  '*  it  reminds  me  of  the  couplet  Joe 
Oargety  meant  to  put  on  the  tomb- 
stxjDo  of  his  lamented  father,  *  What- 
Hume^or  the  failings  on  his  part| 
It^member,  reader,  he  were  that  good 
ia  hia  hart*  'J 

At  length  in  Committee  of  Supply; 
Vote  on  Account  moyed ;  Mr.  d.  on 
his  feet  wanting  to  know 
you  know ;  doesn't  onoe 
mention  the  Dissolution ; 
but  puts  it  to  Prince  Ab- 
thitb  whether,  really,  the 
time  hasn't  oome  when 
House  should  learn  some- 
thing with  respect  to  inten- 
tions of  Goyemment  touoh- 
inir  finance,  their  principal 
Bills,  and,  in  short,  '*  so  far 
foreshadowing  the  probable 
termination  of  the  Session  P  " 
Wouldn't  on  any  account 
hurry  him ;  any  dajr  he  likes 
will  do;  only  getting  time 
something  should  be  said. 
Prince  Abthtjb,  gratefully 
acknowledging  Mr.  G.'s  kina 
way  of  putting  it,  agreed 
tahisyiew.  Some  day  he 


The  Noble  Baron. 


will  tell  us  something ;  to-day  he  will  saj  nothing.  A  pretty  bit 
of  by-play :  excellently  done  by  both  leading  Gentlemen ;  perfioUy 
understood  by  laughing  House. 

Bmineee  iibn«.— Shadow  of  Dissolution  gathering  dose. 

Friday, — I  see  Tay  Pat,  in  the  interesting  Sunday  journal  he 
admirably  edits,  reproaches  me  because,  in  this  particular  page  of 
history,  *^  Mr.  Sexton,"  he  says,  '*  is  derided  constantly  and  shame- 
fully.'' AngUce :  Occasionally  when,  in  a  faithful  reoord  of  Parlia- 
mentary eyents,  Skxton^s  part  in  the  nrooeedings  must  needs  be 
noticed,  it  is  gently  hinted  that  amon^  nis  many  admirable  quali- 
ties terseness  of  diction  is  not  prominent.  In  fact  he  has  bean 
sometimes  alluded  to  by  the  playful  prefix  Windbag.  If  Tat 
Pat  had  been  content  to  administer  reproof,  it  would  haye  been 
well.  But  he  goes  on  to  discuss  Sexton's  paniamentary  style,  and 
comes  to  this  conclusion :— '*  Mr.  Sexton's  one  fault  as  a  speaker  is 
that  he  does  not  poportion  his  obeeryations  sufficiently  at  certain 
stages  in  his  speeches ;  and  that  preparation  sometimes  has  the  effect 
of  tempting  him  to  oyor-elaboration."  If  Tat  Pat  likes  to  pat  it 
that  way,  no  one  oan  object.  Only,  siMtoe  in  this  journal  being  mon 
yaluable,  the  same  thintr  is  said  in  a  single  word. 

Buimeu  doHe.—Bm9Jl  Holdings  Bill  sent  on  to  the  Ltods. 


S^  VOnOS-S^eotad 
im  BO  MM  b( 
there  wUl  be 


Dtad  CkmimttaiMtimis  or  CoatElbnlioBi,  whotkor  MB.,  Mntod  Katter,  Orawinn,  or  FietwM  of  amy  doMrij^fiia,  nil 
bo  rotonod.  not  otob  when  oMoayaaiod  hj  a  8tajB|HiA  aad  AddroMod  Snyifaq^,  CoTor,  or  Wm|^|^.  f^ 
iosooiMPlm. 
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A   DAY  AT  ANTWERP. 

{By  the  **  Facuus  Viator") 

In  the  Ptaee  VerU,—''  The  traveller,"  accordingr  to  Badeker, 
"  shoiild  at  once  direct  his  Btepe  to  the  Cathedral."    Not  going  to 
he  hollied  hy  B<9deker  !    I^ali  asaert  my  independence  hy  directing 
■tepe  somewhere  else  first.    Carillon  tinkling  fitfully  up  in  tower. 
Like  an  elderly  ghost  with  failing  memoir,  trying  to  play  eyery 
tone  she  ever  knew  all  at  once  on  a  crackea  old  spinnet.    Fancy  I 
detect  fragment  of  *'  The  Heavens  are  Telling"  tripped  up  hy  the 
*'  Old  Hundredth,*'  and  falling  over  **  Haydn^e  Surprise.'*    Ghost 
tries  hack,  and  just  as  she  seems  ahout  to  arriye  at  something 
definite— suddenly  gives  it  up  as  hopeless.    To  Church  of  St.  Paulus, 
to  see  the  Calvary.  ^  Small  hut  highly  intelligent  Belgian  Boy,  who 
speaks  English,  insists  on  volunteering  services.    (Why  aren't  our 
street-hoys  taught  French  and  German  in  Board  Schools  P— make  all 
the  difference  to  foreigners  in  London.)    Boy  takes  me  up  avenue 
of  heroic-sized  scriptural  statues,  introduces  meto  "  Mo'ise,"  **Dahvit 
mit  de  'arp,"  and  others.    Kind  of  him— hut  I  wish  he  would  go. 
Offer  him   twopence.     Boy  declines  with  in- 
dignation.     Young   Belgium   evidently   high- 
minded  and  sensitive.    He  informs  me  that,  in  a 
oertain  church  he  refers  to  as  **  Sin  Tack,"  there 
are  '*  Ritbkns*  peecture— moch  fine,"  and  plainly 
nropoees  to  conduct  me  thither.    Mustn  t  hurt 
nis  feelings  again — so  accept.    Boy  clumps  on 
ahead^  down  alleys,  and  through  hack-streets, 
and  round  comers,  looking  round  severely  at 
intervals  to  see  that  I  am  not  giving  him  the  slip. 
Nice  friendly  little  fellow— hut  despotic.    Don  t 
seem  to  he  much  nearer ;  **  Sin  Tack  "  evidently 
a  saint  of  retiring^  disposition  ...  At  last.    Bov 
points  him  out  triumphantly.    Thank  him,  with 
apologies  for  taking  him  so  much  out  of  his  way. 
Boy  demands  two  francs.    Hint,  as  delicately  as 
possible,  that  I  consider  this  estimato  of  the 
value  of  his  time  and  society  somewhat  high. 
Boy  peremptory.    Give  him  fifty  centimes.    Boy 
abusive ;  follows  me  with  uncomplimentary  re- 
marks.   I  can  not  go  about  Antwerp  all  day  with 
a  hostile  boy  harassing  mv  rear  like  this !    So 
undignified.  However,  shall  find  sanctuary  with 
*'  Sin  Tack."    Every  door  closed.    Bov  at  a  dis- 
tance— chuckling,  1  am  afraid.    Shall  walk  on 
—not  hurryina,  but  brisklv.    Bov  gone  at  last 
—thank    goodness  I  —  with  Parthian-  yelp  of 
••EosbifP' 

In  the   Cathedral. — Being  shown  round  hy 
Sacristan,  in   companv   with  two   respectahle 
young  Bntons.  '*  Tou  shoe  dot  oltarbiece,  gentle- 
mens,"  says  Sacristan,   ''paint  by  Rubens,  in 
seexteen  day,    for    seexteen   hondert  fiorin." 
Whereupon  both  Britons  make  a  kind  of  * '  cluck" 
with  their  tongues.  '*  Dat  vos  von  hondert  fiorin 
efery  day  he  vas  paint,"  explains  the  Sacristan. 
Britons  do  this  division  sum  in  their  heads, 
check   it   as   correct,  and  evidently   feel   in- 
creased  respect  for   Rubens  as  oapahle— for 
an  artist— of  driving  a  good  bargain.   '*  Rubens 
baint  him  ven  he  vas  seexteen,"  which  youn^r 
Briton    considers    **  '^ciT.  creditable    to    him, 
too ! "    Thev  inspect  the  High  Altar,  with  more 
clucks,    and  inform    one    another,   with   the 
air  of  Protestants  who  are  above  prejudice,  that  it's  a  marvellous 
piece   o*  work,   though,    mind  yerl     Sacristan  points   out  holes 
underneath  choir-Btails.    ''De  organ  is   blay  over  dere,  and  de 
mooshique  he  com  out  hier  troo  de  oles,  so  all  be  beoples  vas  vender 
vcre  de  sohounds  com  from ! "    First  Briton  remarxs  to  me  that 
"That's  a  rum  start,  and  no  mistake."    I  agree  that  it  Ma  rum 
start    I  shall  find  myself  clucking  presently,  I  know  I    "  Haf  you 
scheen  yed  de  hortraits  of  Giatshtonb  ana  Lort  Bagonsfklbt  P  " 
Sacristan  asks  us  " .  .  .  '  Ko  1" '  then  I  show  you."    He  leads  us  up 
to  the  finial  of  one  of  the  stalls,  which  is  carved  in  the  figure  of  a 
monk.      "Is   not  dat   de  Ole  Grandt  Man  himself?"   Jbe  asks, 
triumphantly.    Second  Briton  agrees  "It's  a  wonderful  likeness, 
reelly?'    His  Companion  admits  '*  They  've  got  old  Gladstone  there 
to  a  <  "—hut  adds  that  "  come  to  that,  it  might  do  for  either  of  'em." 
"Lort  BAeoNSFRLDT"  is  oppobito,  but,  as  Sacristan  observes,  would 
he  more  like  *'  if  dey  only  vas  gif  him  a  leedle  gurl  on  de  vorehead." 
Next  we  are  taken  to  the  Retro-Choir  and  shown  the  "  mosh'gurious 
and  peautiful  bainting  in  de  ole  Cathedrale.     Schtand  yust  hier, 
Gentelmens,  now  you  see  him.     Beoples  say,  'Oh,  yais,  ve  know, 
yust  a  marble-garvings— a  haw  releff ! '    I  aell  you,  nodings  of  de 
kindt    All  so  flat  as  a  bieoe  of  vito  baper— com  dose  op.    Vat  you 
tank?    Yonderful,  hey?"    Britons  deeply  impressed  by  this  and 


other  wonders,  and  inform  Sacristan  that  their  own  Cathedrals 
"  ain't  m  it."  "  Look  at  the  value  of  the  things  they've  got  'ere, 
you  know."  they  say  to  me,  doclring,  and  then  depart,  after  asking 
Sacristan  the  nenrest  way  to  the  Zoo. 

At  Table  ^A^ to.— Fellow-countrymen  to  the  fore ;  hoth  my  im- 
mediate neighbours  English,  but  neither  shows  any  inclination  to 
converse.    Rather  glad  of  it ;  aftomoon  of  Museums  and  Galleries 
instructive — ^but  exhaustinjg.    Usual  Chatty  Clergyman  at  end  of 
tahle,  talking  Guide-hook  intelligently ;  wife  next  nim,  ruminating 
in  silenoe  and  dismally  contemplating  artificial  plant  in  a  plated  pot 
in  front  of  her.    It  w  a  depre>siig  object— hut  why  look  at  it? 
Horror  of  two  Sportsmen  opposile  on  hemg  offered  snipe.    "Snipe 
fioi^— Great  Scott!"  they  exclaim,  "And  ain't  they  high  too?" 
One  helps  himself  to  some,  with  a  sense  that  being  on  the  Continent 
makes  all  the  difference.    But  even  his  courage  fails  on  being  offered 
stewed  aprioote  with  it.    Close  hy  a  couple  of  Americans;  a  dry 
middle-aged  man,  and  a  talkative  young  fellow  who  informs  him  he 
was  at  Harvard.     Elder  man  listens  to  him  with  a  grim  and  wooden 
forbearance.  "  Ez  fur  languages,"  the  younger  msn  is  saying.   "  I  'd 
undertake  to  learn  any  language  inside  of  six  months.    F'r  enstance, 
I  got  up  Trigonometry  in  two.    Tou  '11  tell  me 
that  isn't  a  language,  and  that's  so,  but  take 
Latin  now,  I'd  learn  Latin— to  write  andfwak 
—in  a  year.    Italian  I  'd  learn  in  a  fortnight — 
with   constant  9tudy.   you  understand.    Then 
there 's  German.    Well,  I  cann't  read  German— 
not  in  their  German  text,  I  cann't,  and  I  don't 
speak  it  with  fluency,  but  I  can  ask  my  way 
in  it,  and  order  anything  /want,  and  I  reckon 
that 's  about  as  much  as  a  man  reouires  to  know 
of  any  language.     Will  you  tale  a  glass  of 
wine  outer   my  bottle K    I've  another  coming 
along."    Elder  man  declines  stiffly,  on  plea  that 
he  is  almost  a  teetotaller.   ' '  Well,  may  be  you  're 
wise,"  says  the  Harvard  man,  "hut  I've  dis- 
covered a  thing  that'll  put  you  all  right  in  the 
morning  when  you've  eaten  or  drunk  more*n*s 

good  for  you  overnight.  I  '11  ttU  you  what  that 
[ling  is.  It 's  just  peraly- plain  ordinary  simple 
persly.  Tou  eat  a  bunch  o'  fresh  persly  first 
thing  you  get  up,  and  it  don't  matter  what  you've 
taken,  you  '11  feel  just  as  briglU  /  "  Elder  man, 
who  has  been  cutting  up  his  chicken  into  very 
small  pieces,  looks  up  and  says  solemnly,  "  Tou 
may  consider  yourself  vurry  fortunate  m  heing 
ahle  to  correct  the  errors  you  allude  to  by  a  means 
which  is  at  once  so  efficacious  and  so  innooent." 
After  which  he  subsides  into  his  salad.  Harvard 
man  shut  up. 

In  the  /Vimou*.— Two  drearily  undecided  men 
trying  to  make  up  their  minds  where  to  go  next. 
Shall  they  stey  at  Antwerp  for  a  day  or  two,  or 
TO  over  to  Brussels,  or  go  Sack  to  Calais  and  stey 
tiiere,  or  what  f  "  Calais  is  on  their  way  home, 
anyhow."  says  one,  and  the  other,  without 
attempting  to  deny  this,  thinks  "  there  may  he 
more  to  see  at  Brussels."  "  Not  more  than  there 
is  here,"  says  his  friend :  "  all  these  fdaoes  much 
about  the  same."  "  Well,"  says  the  first,  yawn- 
ing, "  shall  we  stey  where  we  are  f  "  "  Just  as 
you  please,"  says  the  other.  "No:  but  what 
would  you  rather  do?"  ...  "Me?  oh,  I'm 
''Bosbif !"  entirely  in  your  hands!  "    First  man,  who  has 

had  Qreen  Chartreuse  with  his  coffee  and  seems 
snappish,  annoyed  at  this,  and  says,  "  it 's  dam  nonsense  going  on  like 
that."  ''  Oh,''  says  the  second,  "  then  you  leave  it  to  me— is  that 
it  ?  "  "  Haven't  I  been  saying  so  all  along  I "  growls  the  other.  Second 
Undecided  Man  silent  for  a  time,  evidently  forcing  himself  to  come 
to  a  decision  of  some  sort  At  last  he  looks  up  with  relief.  "  Well,'* 
he  says,  very  dowly,  '*  what  do  you  think  about  it  ?  "  Whereupon 
they  Degin  all  over  again.  This  indecision  is  catohing— leave  them. 
In  the  Street— about  11*30  P.M.-Back  from  Variety  Theatre. 
Hotel  doors  dosed.  Have  rung  several  times— no  result  at  present 
Curious  impression  that  I  shall  be  hauU d  up  before  a  Dean  or  some- 
body for  this  to-morrow  and  fined  or  gated.  Wish  they  'd  let  me  in 
— cbilly  out  here.  Is  there  a  night- porter?  If  not — awkward. 
Carillon  again  from  Cathedral  tower.  Ghost  has  msnaged  to  recollect 
a  whole  tune  at  last,  picking  it  out  with  one  finger.  Stem  to  have 
heard  it  before— wbat  the  Dickens  is  it  Y  Keooanise  it  as  the 
"Mandolinate  in  £."  Remember  the  Yokes  Family  dancing  to  it 
long  ago  in  the  Urury  Lane  Pantomime.  Not  exactly  the  tune  one 
would  expect  to  meet  in  a  Cathedral .  .  .  Unbolting  behind  doors. 
Nervous  feeling.  Half  inclined  to  assure  Porter  penitently  that  this 
shall  not  occur  again.  Wish  him  good -night  instead— pleasantly. 
Porter  grunto— tmpleaaantly.  Depressing  to  be  grunted  at  the  last 
thing  at  night    To  bed,  chastened. 


~i3^'  i 
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THE    MOAN   OF  THE   MUSIC-HALL   MUSE. 

[It  IB  hioted  that  the  rogue  of  the  tremendoiuljr  luccesaful  but  tynumously  ubiquitous 
JBoom'de'O^  !  **  is  begiinsing,  at  laat,  to  wane.] 
Shfi  mtueth  upon  "  the  Boom  that  toaneih  every  day,**  and  wondering  what  she  shaU  "  Jtor 
next,  hreaJceth  ^orth  into  ^amiliar  ttrains : — 


T^ra^O" 


with 


nvoLi 

I0\:>3rl  P^v!^ 

A\.IC5 

<■>> 

LCTTIt 

h^'^"^ 

CflUIK.^ 

m 

J 

She  harketh  back  to  the  old  etraw :  — 
What  would  you  do  now  if  diBtant  tidiugs, 

Thj  fame's  oonfidin^  should  undermine,^ 

Of  some  "  Star  "  abiding  'neath  other  skies, 

In  the  public  eyes  yet  more  bright  than 

thine? 

Oh,  name  it  not  I    'Twould  bring  shade  and 

shame  [true. 


Air—'*  fFhal  will  you  do,  Lovef" 

What  shall  I  do  now?    My  song  was 
going 
Like  a  tide  flowing,  all  Booms  beyond ; 
What  shall  I  do,  though,  when  critics 
hide  it. 
And  cads  deride  it  who  're  now  so  fond  F 
"  Ta-ra-  ra  "  chiding,  "Boom-de-ay"  de- 
riding!— 
Nought  is  abiding— that 's  sadly  true ! 
I  'Upray  for  another  Sensation  Notion. 
With  deep  emotion— that 's  what  I  'U 
do! 

( Gazes  tnoupifuliy  at  her  unstrung  harp, 
and,  smitten  by  another  remintscence, 
sings  plaintively) : — 

Air—**  The  harp  that  once  through 

TarairaYs  ffaUs." 

The  harp  that  once  through  Music  Halls 

Sheer  maddening  rapture  shed, 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  willow- walls 

As  though  that  Boom  were  dead. 
So  dims  the  pride  of  former  days, 

So  fame 's  fine  thrill  is  o'er. 
And  throngs  who  onoe  yelled  high  with 
praise. 

Now  find  tne  Boom  a  bore. 

No  more  to  toffs  and  totties  bright 

Thy  tones,  '*  Ta-ra-ra"  swell. 
The  gloom  that  hailed  my  turn  to-night 

Sad  tales  of  **  staleness  "  tell. 
The  Chorus  now  will  seldom  wake. 

The  old  mad  cheers  who  giyes  ? 
AndLoTTiB  some  new  ground  must  break 

To  proye  that  still  she  lives. 

What  would  you  do,   now,   if  home  re- 
turning. 
With  anger  burning  at  the  fickle  crew, 
You  found  the  prospect  of  another  Boom, 
To  dispel  your  gloom— ah !  what  would  you 
doP 
Why  then  by  Ta-Ra,  I  'd  bless  the  morrow 
And  banisn  sorrow,  and  raise  my  **  screw." 


On  my  new-made  name,  and  it  cair t  be  I  'd  re-string  this  Ha^  hung  no  more  on  the 
This  far  fame  of  mine,  did  some  riyal  share  it, '  willow, 

I  could  not  bear  it— what  would  I  do  P         |     And  with  tears  my  pillow  no  more  bedew. 


TO  BE, 
BcsxTR^A  Borough 


OE  NOT  TO  BE— DISCOVEEED  I 


m 


TnCB—  Within  measurable  distance  of  the  General  Flection. 
Enter  Brown  and  Jones. 

Brown,  Well  Jones,  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  you  purpose  standing  for  Parliament, 
are  a  first-class  man,  and  the  House  will  be  all  the  better  for  having  your  assistance. 

Jones,  You  are  mistaken,  mv  dear   Brown.    I  did 

intend  to  stand  for  Parliament,' out  since  the  Archbishop  I 
has  published  his  letter,  I  haye  determined  to  retire  from 
the  contest.  I 

Brown,  What  nonsense !  Why  I,  as  you  know,  have  1 
been  in  the  House  for  years  and  I  assure  you  I  have 
never  met  a  more  suitable  man  for  the  place.     Why, 
my  dear  Jones,  you  are  absolutely  cut  out  for  Parlia- 
ment—absolutely cut  out  for  it ! 

Jones  {sadly),  I  wish  I  could  think  so.  But  alas,  no, 
after  the  Archbishop's  letter,  I  must,  I  will  give  it  up. 

Brown,  Have  you  not  made  the  question  of  the  Cri- 
minal Code  your  own  ? 

Jones,  Yes,  but  I  must  admit  (and  I  make  the  admis- 
sion with  shame)  that  years  ago  at  school  I  was  rightly 
accused  of  stealing  apples. 

Brown,  And  was  the  accusation  believed — were  you 
puni^ed? 

Jones  {struggling  with  his  emotion),  Alas  I  it  was,  and 
I  received  (from  the  Bench)  a  severe  reprimand.  It 
brings  the  reid  blood  into  my  cheeks— a  severe  reprimand ! 

Brown.  Then  you  know  all  about  the  libel  Acts,— you 
are  up  in  a  slander  P 


You 


Jones  {bitterly).  And  should  I  not  beP 
Do  you  not  know  that  I  was  once  fined  ten 
shillings  and  costs  for  saying  that  a  drunken 
cook  was  intoxicated ! 

Brown,  Surely  there  was  not  mudk  harm 
inthatP 

Jones,  It  was  immoral  to  call  the  oook  in- 
toxicated, and  the  Archbishop  says,  **that 
persons  previously  condemned  on  grounds 
of  immorality  of  all  kinds  are  not  proper 
legislators."  Under  the  circumstances  1  have 
detailed,  I  should  not  be  a  proper  legislator ! 

Brown,  But  look  at  me !  Here  am  I  living 
a  free  life,  doing  exactlv  what  I  please,  and 
deserving  the  censure  ox  the  Bench  five  times 
a  week !  I  will  undertake  to  say  that  you 
are  three  times  as  good  a  fellow  as  I  am  ;  yet 
I  am  as  certain  of  my  seat  as  possible. 

Jones  {sadly).  But  there  is  a  gulf  between 
us— the  gulf  that  divides  not-entirely-oon- 
scions  innocence  and  half-imaginary  vice. 
You  are  safe,  and  I  am  not. 

Brown,  I  don't  see  why!  Why  am  I  safe  P 
Or  rather  let  me  mend  tne  question— why  do 
you  think  your  chance  of  being  elected  so  sQiall  P 

Jones,  Because,  my  dear  Brown,  I  have 
been  found  out  I 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  eanvefiUonal  virtue 
perfunctorily  triumphant. 


A  BLIZZABD  FROM  THE  NORTH. 

[<«  The  plea  of  the  existence  of  such  custom,  or 
haoit.  or  practice  of  copying  as  is  set  up  oan  no 
more  oe  supported  whim  chaUenred  than  the  hich- 
wayman*s  plea  of  the  custom  of  Hounsloir  HeatL*' 
—Juatiee  North^s  Judgment  in  the  Copyright 
Action  "  Walter  t.  SteiUeopff:'] 

So  **  Stand  and  deliver  I  "  will  not  ^[uHe  do 
In  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and  ninety-two; 
And  if  you  are  caught  on  the  Q,ueen*s  high- 
way, [pay. 
With  a  something  forwhich  you  've  omitted  to 
No  use  to  try  putting  in— under  your  breath— 
The  plea  of  the  custom  of  Hounslow-Heath  I 

Thanks  to  the  Times  and  to  Justice  North  I 
The   highway— of   Nevrs- may    be   clearer 

henceforth 
Of  robber  daring  and  footpad  sly. 
To  stop  a  coach,  or  to  fake  a  cly, 
Boldly  to  lift  or  astutely  sneak, 
Will  expose  a  prig  to  the  bobby's  tweak. 
And  he  shall  not  shelter  himself  beneath 
The  plea  of  the  custom  of  Hounslow  Heath. 

Autolycus  now  must  buy  his  waxes, 
And  not  with  his  neighbours  go  {gratis)  shares. 
**Thou  shalt  not  steal— not  even  brains," 
Says  Justice  North,  and  his  rule  remains. 
Thanks  to  the  Justice,  thanks  to  the  Times .' 
Plain  new  definitions  of  ancient  crimes 
Are  needful  now  when  robbers  unsheath 
The  old  plea  of  the  custom  of  Hounslow  Heath ! 


OUR  SAL  VOLATILE;  OR,  A  WRIGGLER  8ARPINT  OF  OLD  NILE 

CftfflPATHE,  qui tt ant  la  Beinef 

lei  tTi  viens  en  soiiverainei 

WUere  *'  Britons  never  will  he  i^lav^s," 
And  *'  Bhjtaknia  ruks  the  waves,** 

(KitourneUe  ^go'iat©  et  vaine  I] 
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THE   GRAND  OLD   GEORGIE   PORGIE. 


Gkoboix-Poroib,  oiulkd  but  Slt, 
Kissed  the  Oibls  to  eaisb  ▲  Get  ; 


When  the  Qibls  oajcb  out  to  plat, 
Oeoboib-Poboie  rak  awat  1 


DxrmnoK  of  "Stuff  urn  Nohsenbb.''— A  Junior  nrs^ing  a  I     The  Wikkxb  of  the  DxRBT.—lTti^  in  fatare  is  to  l£e  remembered 
ridionloos  plea.  |  as  *'  Victor  Mugo^ 
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OPERA-GOER'S   DIARY. 

Monday,  —  (jk)uxoD'8  BomSo  et  Juliette.  Le$  deux  freree 
("  Brothers  of  Corse  "),  Js^ir  and  Edouard,  excellent  respectiyely 
as  Romeo  and  Drtar  Laurent.  £dwa.]U>  looked  the  reven^nd,  kind- 
hearted,  bnt  ecoentric  herbalist  to  the  life,  sinking  splendidly.  But 
Brother  John,  in  black  wi»r,  black  moustache,  and  with  pallid 
face,  look  so  unhealthy  a  Romeo  that  his  appearance  must  have 
first  exdted  JuUefe  pity,  which  we  all  know  is  akin  to  loye.    My 


The  Friar  proposes  cider-'*  cupping  "  ss  a  remedy. 
Dtnce  of  Joy  in  ooniequenoe. 

advice  to  Johvnib  de  Rsszxi  is  to  **  lighten  the  part, ''  and  **  do  it  on 
his  head,*'— which,  being  summed  up,  means  flaxen-haired  wig  and 
light  moustache.  Juliette  Eamee  onarming.  Nuree  Sauermeieter 
too  young.  Ti/balt  Montariol,  when  killed,  must  not  lie  **toe8 
up"  too  close  to  Curtain.  Friendly  members  of  Capulet  faction 
rescued  his  legs,  otherwise  these  members  must  haye  suifered.  M. 
DuF&iCHS,  as  Mercutio,  mistaken  for  Edouabd  de  Rsszxi.  Sub- 
sequent appearance  of  tne  real  Simon  Pure  as  The  Friar  only  com- 


Yaiilts  on  both  ddet. 

plicates  matters,  but  death  of  Mereutio  settles  it.  The  sunriyor  is 
Edouabd  db  Re8zk£.  Mr.  Also  Mabsh,  late  of  English  Comic  Opera, 
appears  as  the  Duke  of  Verona,  and  eyeryone  admires  his  Grace. 

Tueeday.— Or/So,  Eyeryone  talking  ot  to-morrow's  Derby.  Bets 
*•  taken  and  Orf-"  eo. 

Wednesday, — Derby  Day  JVi^A^—oelebrated  b^  performance  of 
PhiUmon  and  CavaUeria,  Both  f  ayourites.  But  in  honour  of  the 
winner  Hugo,  the  Opera  ought  to  haye  been  the  Hugo-note, 

Thureday, — Lohengrin,  Mentrie  of  Madame  Nordioa  as  EUa, 
who  couldn't  be  bettered  by  anybody  Elser.  Lohengrin  is  **The 
Johnnie  of  the  Opera,"  t.«..  Johkiok  db  Rbbzk£.  rirst-rate:  no 
longer  does  he  appear  in  dark  hair  as  in  Romeo :  but  as  a  Knight 
light,  suitable  to  the  time  of  year. 

Friday, — L  VaeceUo  Fantasma,  which  is  the  Flying  Dutchman  | 


with  MiooiB  Magdittrb  Mao-in-tirely  restored  to  us  as  the  charm- 
ing Senta—qmte  an  Eighty  -  per  -  ^^nto— of  attraction.  Awful 
appearance  of  Phantom  ^p  I  Eyidently  straight  from  Dead  Sea. 
Racing  conyersation  in  all  parts  of  house.  **  Ancient  Mariners,"  or 
**  OldEpsom  Salts,"  Ulking  about  Flying  Dutchman's  year,  1849. 

Saturday — Progress  reported  generally.  Mblba  yery  good. 
Miss  £4  MBS  being  absent,  we  miss  EAinw.  House  counted  out  by 
midnight.    DBUBioijunrs  satisfied  with  Derby  Week. 


THE  WELSHERS  AT  THE  MANSHUN  HOUSE. 

WB'ye  ad  the  Welshers  ere,  and  did  they  iigy  theirselyes? 
Didn't  they  jest  I  And  wosn*t  they  all  jest  perlite  to  us  Waiters, 
as  all  true  gents  alius  is,  and  didn*t  they  amost  shout  theirselyes 
hoarse  when  the  Lobd  Mabb  got  up  to  perpose  the  fust  Toast  I 
But  not  qwite,  oh  no,  not  by  no  means,  or  they  woodn*t  haye  bin  abel 
to  sing  what  they  calls  their  Nashnal  Hanthem  so  bewtifooliy  that 
they  made  the  werry  tears  cum  into  my  old  eyes  I  One  on  'em 
kindly  told  me  as  they  calls  it,  '*  Him  glad  to  find  Ada,"  which 
means/*  The  Land  of  my  Fathers"  I  and  a  werry  nice  name  too,  tho 
I  don't  Quite  see  why  they  shoud  leaye  out  their  pore  Mothers, 
but  it 's  tne  ushal  way  of  the  world,  out  of  site  out  of  mind !  but  they 
makes  up  for  it  by  calling  the  Land  of  their  Fathers,  their  Mother 
country,  so  it  comes  all  rite  in  the  end. 

The  same  kind  Gent  told  me  he  oped  they  would  sinff  their  fayrit 
song,  '*  Ah,  hide  her  nose  I "  commonly  called  **  Poor  Mabt  Abk  ! " 
so  Ishould  think  indeed. 

I  didn't  see,  in  looking  down  the  long  list  of  Gests,  no  gent  by  the 
name  of  Tafft,  at  whicn  I  was  summut  serprized. 

I  heard  a  gent  interdoosed  as  the  Edditer  ot  **  the  General  GKmrig," 
which  I  takes  to  be  a  Raddicle  Paper.  I  didn*t  at  all  no  afm 
what  a  wunderfcoU  harrystokratic  place  little  Wales  is.  Why  we  had 
about  a  dusen  Nobbebnen  inde  wding  a  reel  Dock,  and  as  if  that  woen't 
rayther  a  staggerer,  we  had  no  less  than  four  reel  Bishupa  with 
Harchdeecuns  to  match,  about  thirty  Members  of  Parlement,  and 
quite  a  brood  of  Welch  Mares. 

I  suttenly  thort  as  I  had  had  a  werry  fair  sampel  of  Welch  en- 
thusyasm  and  Welch  loyalty  when  I  herd  them  jine  in  singin  our 
Nashnal  Anthem ;  but  lor  it  was  nothin  to  their  recepahun  of  the 
Lord  Mabb  when  he  guy  'em  the  Toast  of  the  heyening,  **  Wales  I  " 
Why  they  spnmg  to  their  feet.  Bishuns,  and  Harchdeecuns.  and 
DooK,  ana  Nobbelmen,  and  M.P.'s  and  sJl,  and  shouted  and  oheerd 
and  emtied  their  glasses,  and  then  gaye  three  such  cheers  as  made 
the  hold  All  ring  again  I  Which  I  wished  as  the  Prinse  of  Walbs 
was  there  to  beer  'em. 

Bbowk  and  me  had  our  nice  quiet  larf  together  at  the  ushal  bit  of 
fun.  When  sum  werry  ellerkent  gent  was  a  makin  a  speach  as 
was  rayther  too  long  for  them  as  wanted  to  heer  the  loyely  Welch 
mewsic,  they.began  for  to  hammer  on  the  table  with  our  bewtifool  silyer 
spoons  and  reel  cut  glasses,  meaning  to  say,  ** That's  about  enuff," 
but  the  pore  delewded  Horrator  thort  it  meant,  '*  Keep  it  up,  my  boy ; 
it 's  splendid ! "  So  he  kep  it  up  till  two  of  our  best  glasses  was  mroke, 
and  then  he  kindly  sat  down  looking  the  werry  pictur  of  happiness. 
It  reminded  me  of  a  simlar  little  delushun  as  we  practises  early  in 
the  year.  **  Waiter,"  says  sum  hungry  Gent,  **bnng  me  sum  more 
Whitebait,"  and  I  takes  nim  sum  more  l^rats,  and  he  is  quite  con- 
tent I  As  our  Grate  Poet  says,  **  Where  hignorance  makes  joxl  'appy, 
remane  as  you  are "  1  Upon  the  whole,  I  wentures  to  think  as  tne 
Welch  Nashnal  Bankwet,  giyen  b]r  Lord  Mare  EyAirs,  was  about  the 
most  sucksessful  as  I  haye  ewer  assisted  at  during  my  menny  years  of 
such  pleasant  xperiences.  - 1  finishes  by  saying.  I  should  werry  much 
like  to  see  a  reel  Irish  Lord  Mare  try  nis  nana  in  the  same  Nashnal 
way.  EoBBBT. 

A  TIP-TOP  TIPSTER. 
rin  some  spirited  rertee  that  appeared  in  the  SporUman,  on  the  momiog 

of  Derby  Day,  Mr.  John  Triw-Hat,  alone  smongtt  the  prophets,  seleoted 

Sir  Hugo  ss  the  winner.] 

Ye  Gods,  what  a  Prophet  I    We  thought  'twas  his  fun, 
For  the  horse  that  he  picked  stood  at  fifty  to  one. 
And  we  all  felt  inclined  in  our  pride  to  sty,  **  You  go 
To  Bath  and  be  bio  wed  I  "  when  he  plumped  for  Sir  Hugo, 
But  henceforth  we  shall  know,  though  the  bookies  may  laugh, 
That  this  Hat  means  a  haryest,  and  cannot  mean  chaff. 
Though  it  lies  on  the  turf,  there 's  no  sportsman  can  rue 
That  he  trusted  such  Hat  when  he  knew  it  was  Tbbw  I 


"Resiokatiok  of  Air  Aldbbxak."— He  had  had  two  basins  of 
Turtle.  He  asked  for  yet  another.  *'  All  g[one,  Sir ;  Turtle  off  I " 
was  the  Waiter's  answer.  The  Alderman  said  not  a  word ;  he  smiled 
a  sickly  smile.    There  was  no  help  for  it,  or  *'  no  helping  of  it,"  as 

truuifully  put  it.  He  would  do  his  best  with  the  remainder  of  the 
mewu.  The  resignation  of  the  Alderman  was  indeed^  sight  to  toooh 
the  heart  eyen  of  Eobbbt  the  City  Waiter.  ^^  \yy  \Jf  Q  (J  iJ  H;; 
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BRER 

{A  FahU  nmewhat  in  the 

Olb  Man  Crow  lie  wnz  settin*  on  der 
rail. 
Brer  Fox  lie  up  en  he  lez,  sexee, 
"Difl  yer's  a  sight  dat  to'  otter 

En  he  show  him  der  tip  of  his  (Ulster) 

tail. 
"  Eye'y  gent  otter  have  a  liok  at  dis 

yer. 
So's  ter  know  w'at's  w'at;  en  ptr 

needn't  fear!" 
"Oho!    Oho  I" 
8es  Ole  Man  Crow. 
*'  But  der  Irish  butter  I  'ye  a  notion 

datJknowI" 

Brer  Fox  he  boast,  and  Brer  Fox  he 

bounce, 
But  Ole  Man  Crow  heft  his  weight 

to  an  ounce. 
"Wat,  tote  me  round  der  Orange- 
grove  P" 

Sez  Ole  Man  Crow,  sexee ; 
"  Tooby  shodat 'skyind,  buti  radder 

not  rove 
Wer  der  oranges  are  flyin'  kinder 

free; 
Wer  One-eyed  Rilkt  en  Blipehot 

Sax 
Sorter  lam  one  emudder  ker-blunk, 

ker-blam  I 
Tree  stan'  high,  but  honey'^mighty 

sweet — 
Watch  dem  bees  wid  stingers  on  der 

feet! 
Make  a  bow  ter  de  Buzzard,  en  den 

ter  de  Crow, 
Takes  a  limber-toe'd  gemman  for  ter 

Jump  Jim  Crow  I  *' 

Den  Brer  Fox  snortle  en  Brer  Fox 

frown. 
Seaee,    "Ton 're  settin  dar  sorter 

keerless-like,"  sezee. 


FOX   AND   OLE    MAN   CROW. 

^aihion  of  "  UneU  JUmtu"  hd  with  avplieatun$  nearer  home, ) 

"  But  yer  better  come  down, 
;^^  Der  is  foes  a  broozin'  roun' 

Wat  will  give  yer  wus  den  butter 

in  der  North  Countree. 
You  'U  get  mixed  wid  der  Tar- Baby 

ef  inter  der  North  yo'  pitch, 
For  der  North  ain't  gwinter  cave  in. 
radder  die  in  der  las'  ditch ! " 

Den  Ole  Man  Crow  up  en  sez,  sezee, 
"Ton  been  runuin'  roun'  a  long 

time,  en  a-sassin'  atter  me ; 
But  I  speck  you  done  come  to  de  end 

er  de  row. 
You  wun't  frighten  me  not  wuth  a 

cent,"  sez  Ole  Man  Crow. 
"I  ain't  gwine   nowhere  skaaely; 

I  'U  be  busy  near  dis  rail. 
You  wun't  tempt  me  wid  de  butter 

— or  der  powder— on  yo'  tail. 
Oood-bye,  Brer  Fox,  take  keer  yo' 

cloze, 
^^  For  dis  is  de  way  de  worril  poes ; 
Some  goes  up  en  some  goes  down. 
You  'U  get  ter  de  bottom  all  safe  en 

soun'I 
I  *11  watch  y  o*  *  strategy '  wid  int'rest, 

now  en  den. 
En— well,  I'll  try  ter  /ooA;,  des  as 

fnghtenedBB  I  kenl" 


The  House  of  Lords  Committee  of 
Privileges  decided  that  Captain 
Forester's  action  in  the  Barnard 
Peerage  case  was  a  Vane  attempt. 
"The  chance,"  said  the  Timee^  **of 
such  a  prize  as  Raby  Castle,  with 
£60,000  a-vear,  is  likely  to  tempt  a 
man  to  think  his  arguments  and 
claims  are  better  than  they  really 
are."  Rabv  Castle  on  the  brain 
would  soon  become  a  sort  of  Rabies. 


HAMLET  IN  HALF  AN  HOUR. 

{Prepared  for  the  Halle  in  compliance  with  the  euggeetione  of  Mr.  Flunkefe 
Committee.) 

Scene— ^n  open  epace  outeide  JBleinore,  View  of  the  Palace  and  the 
Battiemente,    Hamlet  dieeovered  talking  to  the  Ghost. 
Ham.  And  is  it  really  within  thy  power  to  show  me  illustratioiis 
to  the  story  that  has  so  muoh  interested  me  f 
Ghoet.  It  is  I    Behold! 
IHe  wavee  hie  bdton  and  a  rock  hecomee  traneparenty  dieplaying 
a  tableau  of  the  play-eeene  in  "  Hamlet.**} 
Ham.  Ah,  how  well  do  I  remember  the  oooasion !    It  was  after  I 
had  met  thee,  and  thou  hadst  told  me  the  sad  stmry  of  thy  decease 
by  my  Uncle.    And  then  I  oontrived  this  device  to  catch  the  oon- 
soienoe  of  the  King !    Thou  art  sleeping  calmly,  and  a  cloaked  figure 
is  pouring  poison— real  poison— into  thy  ear  I  and  look,  the  King  is 
greatly  disturbed  I    Ah,  how  it  all  comes  back  to  me  I     (The  rock 
reeumee  He  normal  condition.)    And  canst  thou  show  me  more  ? 
Ghoet.  Ay,  and  I  will  I    Behold! 
\_He  wavee  hie  h&ton^  and  another  rock  diecovere   a   tMeau 
repreeenting  the  Burial  of  Ophelia. 
Ham.  {deeply  intereeted).  Why,  these  must  be  the  maimed  rites  that 
were  all  that  was  given  to  my  poor  lost  lov&-the  lady  I  desired  to 
visit  a  nunnery— to  Ophelia.    And  see  there  are  the  comic  Grave- 
diners,    bhow  me  more.    Show  me  more  I 

[The  vieionfadee  away  like  He  predeceeeor, 
Ghoet.  I  would,  did  not  the  decision  of  statute  law  limit  the  time. 
And  now  I  must  away.   But  mind,  my  son— «ix  prindpai  dharaoters, 
and  no  more !    Thou  wilt  remember ! 

Ham.  Ay,  marry;   and  yes,  I  will  I     (7^  Ghost  dteappeare.) 
And  so  I  have  tojueet  Laebtes  at  a  f enoing-bout.    I  will! 

victor  a ^  _^ 

Ghoet  {heard firom  below).  Remember!    Six  principal  oharaeters. 
He  and  thou  and  I  are  three.    Three !    Six,  and  no  more  I 

Hamlet  {aeide).  Peace,  perturbed  spirit ! 


10  1  nave  to  mee«  uLMiaxa  wu  a  lenomg-ooui^    x  wiu  i 
Irumpeie.  Enter  King.  Queen,  Laeiibi.  Osbic  and  Court, 
w.  Haiobt,  allhailT  I  wish  thee  Joy!    May'st  thou  be  the 
-  at  to-day's  trial  of  skilll 


Four!  Sixj  and  no  more ! 
"gone! 
foils! 


Laertee  {approaching).  My  good  Lord,  I  wish  thee  well,  for  I  do 
love  thee 

Ghoet '{from  below).  Four!  Bemembei 
and  miod  the  time  goes  apace.    Ten  minutes  of  the  thirty  g 

^am/e<  (on*/*).  Peace,  perturbed  spirit!     {Aloud.)    The 

Oerie  {approaching).  My  Lord,  the  weapons ! ,    ^. 

Ghoet  (ae  before).  He  maketh  five !    Beware !    Six.  and  no  more 

Ham.  {aeide).  Rest,  perturbed  spirit!  {Aloud.)  1  will  take  this  one! 
[Hamlet  ana  Laebtbs  take  thefoile  and  ealute. 

King.  Now  will  I  drink  to  Hamlet  after  the  first  bout.  Osmc.  be 

ready  to  give  him  a  cup  when  he  is  tired!  Mind  me  well.    {Ae^.) 

The  cup  of  which  Hamlet  shall  drink   contains  poison.     Ha! 

ha!   ha!    A  time  will  come !  I  triumph !  ..  .   ^  ., 

[Hamlet  and  IjLSxnA  fence  and  drop  their  foUe. 

0«ru?.— Let  me  return  them,  good  Sirs ! 
\He  givee  the  weapone  in  euch  afaehum  thai  they  are  exchanged. 

King.  Now  will  I  drink  to  Hamlbt.  Give  him  the  other  cup. 

Ham.  Nay,  your  pardon.  Sire.    I  am  fat  and  scant  of  breath,  but 
I  will  crush  a  cup  with  thee,  later!  .   rw>  .  . 

Queen.  Give  me  the  cup.  I  will  dnnk  to  thee,  Hamlet  !   [Drmke. 

Ghoet  {ae  before).  I  hear  the  well-remembered  voice  of  thy  mother, 
boy!  That  makes  six.    The  limit 's  reached !        , ,     .    , 

Ham.  {aeide).    Rest,  perturbed  spirit !    {.Aloud.)   And  now,  good 
Laebtbs,  I  am  at  thy  service.        [They  fight.    Hamlet  w  wounded. 

Oeric.  A  hit,  a  hit,  a  palpable  hit! 

Ham.  {annoyed).    I  am  hurt,  and  by  thee! 

[Fighte  fiercely  and  wounde  Laebtbs. 

Queen.  Oh !  I  am  poisoned !  [Dim. 

Ham.  What,  treaehery !    Ah,  thou  brute !  .  .  , .  ^  ., 

IBuehee  up  and  ktlle  King  with  htefnl. 

Laertee.  I  am  dying  I    Forgive  me,  Hamlet.    It  was  the  doing  of 
the  King.  [Di«f. 

Ghoei  [ae  b^ore\  Twenty  and  nine  minutes  have  expired!    The 
time  is  all  but  up!  .  .    ^         „ 

Ham.  {aeide,  with  difficulty).  Rest,  perturbed  spirit!    Farewell, 
farewell,  a  Ion  j  farewell  to  all  my 

Ghoet  {aebefore)»  Ring  down !    The  time  is  up!    ^  i^i  i  ^ 
(Quick  Curtain.)  ^^  "^^ 
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A  GENTLE    EGOTIST. 

Th$  BrUliant  Janes  [who  likes  an  appreckUive  audience—to  hie  ffoeless),  *'  Oh,  thbrb  1— it  *b  no  vsm—l  oiyb  it  up  I    Convsuatiov  s 

IMP088IBLB,   WHIN  PXOPLX   WILL  TaLX  1  " 


'aXNINGS  DECLARED  CLOSED/' 

QCEXTB—Orounds  of  the  St.  Stephen's  C.C.  Salisbury  {Captain) 
and  Balfoub  {Champion  Bat)  at  Wickete.  The  latter  hae  Just 
despatched  the  ball  to  the  boundary  for  ^^  another  four ^^^  eliciting 
^^ applause  all  round  the  ring^**  as  the  [Cricket)  saying  is. 

Captain.  Well  hit,  my  dear  Abthub  I 

Champion  Bat  {modestly).  All  I  bit  of  a  flake. 

Captain.  Come,  come !    Cricket  swagger  may  merit  rebuke, 

But  take  your  fair  kudos :  don't  run  yourself  down. 
Wicket-Ketper  {aside).  Bab  I  tbat  's  bis  old  trick.    At  the  ball  be 
will  frown, 

And  fumble  tbe  bat  as  tbougb  funk,  or  don*t  care. 

Filled  bis  soul ;  but  wben  slogging 's  tbe  game  be 's  all  there. 

Mere  posing,  not  playing  the  game,— yet  fie  scores/ 

1  wonder  bow  Wnx  likes  the  ring's  frantic  roars 

At  their  flashy  young  f  ayourite  P 
Bowler  {aside).  Humph  I  be  lays  on ! 

I  did  hope,  with  that  ball,  that  his  wicket  was  gone. 

'Twas  a  curly  one.  one  of  my  regular  old  sort 

Good  batting  and  bowling,  fiiat^s  true  ^cket  sport, 

As  Claskb,  Grand  Old  l^undler,  declared  was  the  case 

Wben  he  bowled  and  Pilch  batted. 
Champion  Bat  {aside).  Just  twig  Haxcoubt's  face  I 

Thought  he'd  had  me  ere  now.    Can't  you  hear  his  '*How'e 

If  I  gaye  him  a  chance  P 
Captain,  He 's  a  fine  sloeging  bat, 

But  behind  the  sticks— humph  I    Well,  let's  see,  lad,  your 
score 

Wants  but  eight  of  the  "  century."    Ninety-two  more 

Towards  Tour  *'  ayerage,"  Arthur  !    The  Cricketer's  Bard 

Will  be  rhjrming  your  doings  I 
Champion  Bat.  An  awful  "  reward  " ! 

But  shall  we  pUy  on  P 
Captain  {thoughtfully).       Well,  now.  what  do  von  think  P 

From  fighting  it  out  to  the  end  I  don't  shrink, 


But  time 's  running  short ;  we  stand  well  for  a  win : 
They  say  tbat  their  ea^r  desire 's  to  go  in. 
Perni4;)6  if  they  got  their  desire  they  'd  be  posed. 
Suppose  we  declare  that  our  innings  is  closed  P 

[Left  considering  it. 

••PROBABLE  STARTERS." 

The  Gentleman  who  sits  on  a  pin  with  its  business-end  upper- 
most. 

Tbe  Follower  ••not  Allowed,"  on  Missus  making  a  quite  unexpected 
appearance  in  tbe  Kitchen. 

Clerk,  who  baying  written  to  say  tbat  he  is  unable  to  attend  to 
business  as  he  is  laid  up  with  symjitoms  of  influensa,  eomes  face  to 
f  aoe  with  tbe  Senior  Partner  on  the  riyer  at  Bolton  Lock. 

Lothario  on  his  knees  to  his  dearest  friend's  Wife.  Enter  Hus- 
band. 


••  Trxtuel."— Mr.  Toolr  was  horrified  at  oyerhearing  portions  of 
a  oonyersation  between  two  Gentlemen  who  were  eyidenUy  proyincial 
Managers,  one  of  whom  was  saying,  '*  Tes^  I  agree  with  you.  We 
baye  settled  to  re-open  our  pits  at  a  reduction  of  ten  per  cent."  *•  I 
beg  pardon.  Gentlemen,"  anxiously  put  in  the  Comodian,  who  had 
j  ost  retumed:from  the  race-course,  baying  been  tooled  down  to  Epsom 
and  back  on  a  dra^ ;  ••  but  1  am  going  on  tour,  and  if  the  inice  of 
admission  to  the  mt  is  to  be  so  lanrely  reduced "  Then  they  ex- 
plained to  him  that  they  were  Wenham  Coal-owners.  Mr.^  J.  L. 
Tools  was  immensely  relieyed,  and  immediately  inyited  his  two 
acquaintances  to  partake  of  refresbment  on  board  the  Houseboat  now 
moored  off  King  William  Street,  Charing  Cross. 

••Ts  Duciy"  ftc.--01d  Pupils  who  were  at  ••Balaton's,"  an  re- 
quested b^  Lord  Ducn  to  hurry  up  with  their  subioriptions  to 
Memorial  in  Eton  College  ChapeL    A  Duote'd  good  idea.  ^ 

Clear  Case  or  Supersteciov.— Mr.  GLAiwioini  trusting  to 
••  SHiPTOir'a  "  Prophecies. 
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THE   CONFESSIONS   OF  A  DUFFER. 

No.  XL—THE  DUFFER  IN  LOVE. 

Mrs.  McDuffeb  never  greatly  admired  the  lady  with  whom  this 
oonf ession  is  conoemed.  She  denies  that  Cecilia  Brajtd  was  pretty, 
and  when  I  do  not  answer  (for  where  is  the  ase  of  argument  in  such 
a  case  ?),  she  remarks  that  I  am  too  short-sighted  to  know  whether 
a  woman  is  jiretty  or  not.  This  appears  to  myself  to  he  an  injudU 
cious  assertion,  and  the  flank  of  my  opponent  might  he  turned  if  it 
were  worth  while.  But  it  is  not  worth  while.  A  Duffer  I  may  he, 
hut  not  such  a  duffer  as  to  reason  with  a  woman.  If  you  score  a 
point  (and  how  man^  times  one  sees  an  opening  in  the  fair  one's 
harness),  a  woman  is  angry,  or  cries,  or  hoth,  and  there  is  no 
repartee  to  that  uUima  ratio. 

I  maintain,  then,  that  Cecilia,  was  pretty,  and  yery  pretty; 
pleasant,  and  yery  pleasant.  No  douht  she  keeps  those  qualities 
yet.  I  do  not  helieye  in  ^e  syllogism  hy  which  a  man  persuades 
himself  that  he  was  a  fool,  that 
he  had  a  lucky  escape,  that  a  girl 
hecomes  quite  another  person, 
and  usually  yery  stout  and  stupid, 
hecause  she  has  preferred  someone 
else  to  himself,    ^o,  if  we  met 

to-morrow But  Fortune  f  or- 

hid  that  we  should  meet  to-mor- 
row, or  any  other  day  I  I  haye 
no  relics  of  Cecelia..  I  had 
some, — an  old  gloye,  a  lash  of  a 
riding-switch,  and  other  trifles. 
I  kept  them  in  the  secret  drawer 
of  a  hureau,  and  in  my  absence 
that  hureau  was  traded  away  for 
a  new  assthetio  article,  relics  and 
all,  of  course.  Perhaps  some 
minor  poet  houffht  the  piece  of 
furniture,  and  lound  the  things, 
and  wrote  apoem  on  them.  That 
is  what  makes  me  uncomfortable. 
If  Cecilia  sees  the  poem  in  one 
of  the  Magazines,  ana  remembers 
the  incidents  which  the  souyenirs 
recall,  she  will  certainly  not  be 
pleased  with  me,  wheUier  she 
fancies  that  I  wrote  the  poem,  or 
that  1  forgot  all  about  the  trea- 
sures, and  traded  their  receptacle 
away.  life  is  really  yery  com- 
plicated. 

I  met  Cecilia  at  a  house  in  the 
country.  We  sat  next  each  other 
at  dinner.  I  found  her  charming. 
We  had  the  same  taste  in  noyeu, 
— she  knew  Miss  Austek  almost 
off  by  heart,  and,  like  me,  she  was 
yery  fond  ot  fleld  sports.  I  flat- 
tered myself  that  she  did  not  find 
my  company  uncongenial.  In  the 
eyening  there  was  a  little  dance : 
I  don't  dance,  or  at  least,  it  was 

make  me  take  dancing  lessons  at  schod.  How  I  hated  it  I  Howeyer, 
this  time  I  thought  it  seemed  yery  easy  and  pleasant,  though  the  floor 
was  extremely  polished  and  slippery,  dangerously  so.  Cecilia,  of 
course,  was  my  partner.  You  know  now  tney  describe  wsltzing  in 
noyels,  the  ecstasy  of  it,  the  wild  impassioned  delight.  Consult  Gut 
LiynrosToini  and  Ouida.    Well,  it  was  not  at  idl  like  that. 

I  do  not  exactly  remember  what  occurred.  We  started,  there  was 
a  buzz,  1  think  there  was  a  collision.  I  became  extremely  dizzy  .  .  . 
When  I  recoyered  my  senses,  it  was  fio<  to  find  the  dark  grey  eyes  of 
Cecilia  bending  oyer  me  with  an  expiessbn  of  anxiety.  No,  she 
was  not  there.  I  went  to  bed :  I  know  there  was  a  great  contusion 
on  my  elbow. 

Next  morning,  it  was  winter,  eyeryome  was  goinff  to  skate.  Now 
I  could  not  skate.  At  school,  when  there  was  a  skating  holiday,  I 
always  passed  it  beside  the  fire,  which  I  had  all  to  myself,  roasting 
apices,  and  reading  Ivanhoe,  These  were  among  my  happiest  hoars. 
Howeyer,  I  did  not  tell  Cbchia  that  I  ooold  not  skate.  I  pretended 
(it  seemed  safe)  to  be  deeperatdr  fond  of  hunting,  and  to  despise 
skating.  Besides  I  had  work,  literary  woA,  I  told  Cecelia,  an 
article  on  Miss  Ausrsir.  This  pleased  her,  but  nobody  accepted  the 
article.  In  fact,  I  was  bent  on  secretly  learning  to  skate.  I  sent  to 
town  for  a  pair  of  '*  Acmes,"  for  I  knew  I  neyer  could  manage  all 
the  straps  and  buckles  of  the  ordinary  modem  skate.  I  knew  of  a 
pond  where  nobody  came,  and  thitner,  under  coyer  of  nii^t,  I 


smuggled  a  bed-room  chair.  They  say  that  pushing  a  chair  in  front 
of  you  is  a  good  way  to  leam.^  My  terror  was  extreme ;  it  would  be 
awkward  to  be  caught,  at  a  friend  s  house,  stealing  a  becL-ruom  chair. 
That  I  yentured  tins  risk  shows  how  fond  of  Cecilia  I  was.  I 
reached  the  pond  safely,  and  hid  the  chair  in  a  dry  ditch.  Next  day, 
when  presumed  to  be  engaged  on  literary  labours,  I  sneaked  back,  sat 
down  on  my  chair,  and  tried  to  put  on  the  skates.  It  always  seemed  so 
easy  when  one  saw  an  expert  do  it,  like  Mereury  donniug  his  winged 
shoon,  and  sailing  oyer  the  ice.  But  my  hands  grew  blue  as  I 
struggled  with  the  key  and  the  nuts,  till  I  became  certain  that  my 
boots  were  in  fault. 

There  was  no  help  for  it,  I  hid  my  chair  in  its  ditch,  and  returned, 
to  tske  the  yillage  cobbler  into  my  confidence.  He,  good  man,  rose 
to  the  situation,  and  pointed  out  wnat  I  had  surmised  to  be  the  case, 
yiz.,  that  the  heels  of  my  boots  were  too  long  to  allow  the  chisel- 
edged  fiange  to  be  adjusted  by  the  leyer,  and  admit  at  the  same  time 
of  the  other  end  of  the  heel  being  gripped  by  the  cramps, — but  he 
promised  to  whittle  away  part  of  the  heel,  and  send  tiie  skates  home 

without  delay:   and  he  was  as 
good  as  his  word. 

This  time  I  took  the  precaution 
of  fitting  them  on  in  my  room.  I 
walked  about  in  them,  and  was 
happy.  Next  day  I  got  to  work 
again:  gingerljr  I  brought  my 
chair  into  action,  but  I  was 
wholly  uuprepared  for  the  ex- 
treme slipperiness  of  the  ice,  eyen 
though  forewarned  to  some  extent 
by  the  painful  experiences  of 
Mr.  Winkle.  1  had  read  that 
the  skater  "is  yery  highly 
f  ayoured  when  contending  with 
the  ^reat  enemy  of  motion,  yiz., 
friction,"  a  proposition  which  I 
found  to  be  penectly  true.  My 
legs  deyeloped  separatist  tenden- 
cies, and  started  on  independent 
orbits.  Often  I  found  myself 
sitting  down  in  a  position  affected 
by  acrobats,  but  unusual  in 
Society.  As  for  the  chair,  it 
would  rear  and  plunge  like  a 
horse,  or  escape  across  the  ice, 
where  I  had  to  crawl  to  it  on  my 
knees.  Itwaswhile  thus  engaged 
that  I  heard  a  sound  of  female 
yoices,  and,  lo!  there  were 
Cecilia  and  two  other  girls,  who 
had  heard  of  this  pond  in  the 
wood,  and  come  to  try  it.  I 
presented  a  singular  spectacle, 
kneeling  before  a  bed-room  chair 
in  the  middle  of  a  lonely  pond. 
They  laughed,  a  loyer  should 
neyer  be  ridiculous,  but  how 
could  I  help  it  I  I  thought  it  best 
to  be  frank,  indeed,  what  excuse 
could  I  make,  what  explanation 
could  I  offer  ?  In  the  eyening  I 
told  Cecilia  that  I  had  under- 
gone all  this  for  her  sake ;  that, 
expert  in  other  pastimes  (except  dancing),  I  had  hoped  to  make 
myself  more  woruiy  of  **  figuring  "  in  her  society.  But,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  neyer  got  so  far  as  figures. 

Next  day  there  was  a  thaw,  and  soon  I  had  an  opportumty  of 
riding  with  Cecilia.  It  was  "  The  Last  Ride  Together,"  as  in  Mr. 
BBOWNiNe.  I  don't  like  to  speak  about  it  When  we  got  off  the 
road  on  to  the  turf  my  horse  began  to  kick  and  plunge.  Ihayeread 
that  it  is  not  riffht,  but  I  did  what  I  always  do,  I  held  en  by  the 

fiummel.    Would  j/ou  not  hold  on  by  the  carpet,  in  an  earthquake, 
t  felt  like  a  young  and  liyely  earthquake.     We  came  home  soon, 
Cecilia  ieadimg  my  hor^e.    People  staying  in  the  house  met  us. 

I  did  not  propose  to  Ceolia.  I  thought,  like  Sir  Andrew 
Agueeheek,  **It  is  four  to  one  she'll  none  of  me."  Nay,  the  odds 
were  probably  eyen  hmger.  Ah,  Cecilia,  if  these  lines  meet  thine 
eyes,  thou  wilt  know  that  one  heart  still  is  true.  In  another  life, 
less  bcffirt  by  material  difficulties,  we  may  meet  amongst  the 
asphodel,  where  there  is  no  opportunity  for  the  display  of  mere 
mechanical  accompLishments.    Tul  then,  au  revair  ! 


I  heard  a  sound  of  female  Toioes.** 


Apfbopbiats.— At  Naney,  the  Maire  pledged  the  Czech  ^gymnasts, 
in  a  goblet  of  Pommery.  Their  chief,  returning  thanks  in  French, 
with  a  strong  Bohemian  accent,  remarked  that  he  took  this  as  a  great 
compliment  to  his  own  nationality,  the  champagne  being  * '  tree  Czech." 
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TROP  DE   Z^LE. 

{An  Ariiioeraiie  Tip.) 

The  New  Companion  (fresh  from  Oirtham  College).   *'  Ybs,  Ladt 
Jans,  I  saw  ^xb,  with  Hsr  ifABiTUAi.  JETrpooRisr  ^oldino  oirr 

JSTSB  i^AND  TO  fflU  A8  Ee  WAB  JTaBANOVINO  AT  fflB  ffOTEL " 

Lady  Jane,  *'GooD  oraoious,  Csild,  don't  triOK  in  toub  H*8 

•0  OAKKFULLT  AS  ALL    TSAT  1      PlOPLB  WILL    THINK    TOUR   FaTHXR 
AND  HoTHKR  DROPFXD  'RM,  AND    THAT   T0I7  'rR  TRTIN'  TO  PICK  'RM 

VP  1 "  [And  People  wouldn*t  be  very  far  torong. 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 

DiAB  Mb.  Punch,— Of  my  two  aelaotions  to  supply  the  list  Hone 
in  the  Derby— one— ia  Ileche,  so  far  forgot  what  wms  due  to  my 
prophetic  utteranoes  as  to  finish  eecond—Kud  indeed,  Tery  nearly 
inn  /  However,  as  such  reprehensible  conduct  was  mainly  owing  to 
the  absurd  wish  of  her  iockey,  Baerrti,  to  be  first,  my  reieuiers  will 
see  that  no  blame  attaches  to  i?M~as  the  mare  would  doubtless  not 
haye  hurried  so  much  had  she  been  left  to  her  own  deyicee— (the  sex 
notoriously  dislikes  hurry )— it  being  a  well-known  fact  that  she  would 
make  a  race  with  a  donkey !— though  why  donkey  races  should  be 
spoken  of  with  such  contempt.  I  don't  know,  for  I  once  rode  one  with 
Coed  Arthur  on  Hampstead  Heath— (it  was  during  our  en^«gement. 
when  people  will  do  foolish  things :  we  had  been  "  slumming,"  ana 
he  was  disguisedin**pearlies,''wnilstl  was  gowned  **a^'ARRlBTT") 
^and  I  assure  you  our  Donkeys  went  yery  fast.  Howeyer— this  is  a 
digression— as  the  man  said  when  he  walked  oyer  the  difif,  so  let  us 
*'  noeh  einmal  zu  unser  echqfen"  as  the  German  proyerb  runs. 
Although  disappointed  in  the  behayiour  of  La  Fteehe^  my  seoond 
string  jUanihany  maintained  my  reputation  for  oorreot  tips,  by  mn- 
ningTof^,  as  I  said  he  would ! — It  is  true  that  some  papers  report  him 
as  haying  finished  seventh  and  JSl  Diablo  last ;  but  as  ne  did  not  lotii, 
he  mi^ht  Just  as  well  have  been  last  as  seventh— and  as  I  am  sure 
my  friend  Lord  Elthak  will  not  mind  the  pladnffs  being  reversed— 
I  therefore  ^lace  Llanihony  last— and  those  ol  my  readers  who 
took  my  advice  and  backed  him,  will  have  every  reason  to  oon- 
gratnlate  themselves  when  they  draw  their  money  I 

With  regard  to  the  winner,  8ir  JSugo^  whose  sueoess  was  a  general 
surprise  to  all  except  myself— (surprise  is  bad  form)— I  can  only  follow 
the  example  of  all  other  writers  on  turf  matters  in  declaring  that, 
"  he  always  had  my  good  word,  and  was  in  fact  my  winter  favourite, 


as  anyone  can  see  who  will  take  the  trouble  to  glance  thnmgk  my 
earHo'  advioesl "— tliese  will  be  diflieult  to  find,  as  they  ware  ealy 
conveyed  in  private  letters  whioh  will  not  be  published  until  my 
biography  is  written  later  on  I— (yery  mucli,  I  nope).  Still,  had  I 
pursued  the  ordinary  course  of  trying  to  tip  the  Wmner,  Sir  Hugo 
would  undoubtedly  have  been  my  sole  seleotion— a  fact  whidi  shoud 
not  fail  to  weigh  with  my  followers— and  I  have  followers  in  plenty, 
as  Lord  Arthur  knows  I 

Having  done  the  whole  of  Epsom  week,  I  shall  be  glad  of  a  rest  to 
get  ready  for  Ascot— (four  new  gowns  to  try  on)— ai^  besides  there 
sre  some  smart  parties  to  attend  next  week,  so  Donoaster  will  not  be 
blessed  with  my  sweet  presence.  However,  I  bave  a  friend  there  on 
the  Press  who  can  he  trusted.  So,  in  oonududing  this  letter  with 
my  seleotion  for  the  last  horse  in  the  Manchester  Cup,  I  am  able  to 
recommend  it  vory  stron|rly,  as  my  friend  will  do  the^pUoing;  and 
as  Jam  not  there,  no  couusion  can  be  suspected ! 

I  must  just  mention  that  among  the  shows  provided  on  Epsom 
Downs  for  the  entertainment  of  the  multitude,  was  one  which  I 
should  like  to  see  done  >way  with,  namdy,  the  so-odled  *'  glove 
contests '' — ^which  to  my  mina  arc  not  oslcmated  to  advance  "  Eng- 
land's greatness  "  nor  are  t  hey  pli^asin^  to  look  on  at.  The  '*  abolition 
of  Slavm(g)"  is  undoubted  1 5'  a  line  thiu^,  but  is  hardly  perhaps  an 
unmixed  blessing  when  it  makes  hcrot^s  of  Duaky  WamorsI 


a  most 

indeed 

staying  there  all  the  week  with  mr  friends  the  Baron  and  Baxxmess 
LuTHXR  VON  MoNTAG,  I  hope  to  colIect  some  vsluable  information  for 


my  betting  readers. 


Last  Oat. 


Tours  devotedly, 
Thi  Tip. 
To  ride  the  first  horse  in  the  Manchester  Cup 
Is  a  thing  for  whic^'ockeys  niffht  quarrel  I 
But  if  modest  young  w  oodrurn  should  have  the  *'  leg  up," 
He's  oontentto  be /bs<  on'*  Pa/mom/.'' 


ESSENCE  OP  PAKLLAMENT. 

XXTBACTSD  FBOM  THE  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

JJoiits  of  Commons^  Monday^  May  30.— House  met  to-day,  with 
pretty  assumption  of  thinrs  beinff  just  as  usual.  Spsaksr  in  uhair ; 
Maoe  on  Table ;  paper  loaded  witlCquestioiis :  House  even  moderately 
fulL  Mr.  G.  not  present,  but  SauiBX  of  Malwood  makes  up  for 
that,  and  all  other  deficiencies.  Qruite  radiant  in  white  waist- 
coat and  summer  pants  \  wish  he  would  crown  the  e£fe<^  by  wearinir 
white  hat ;  draws  the  line  at  that  '*  People  are  apt  to  forget,"  he 
says,  **  that  mjr  father  was  a,  dignitary  of  the  Church.  It  is  well 
sometimes  to  mnt  at  the  circumstance,  and  it  would  be  impossilde  to 
do  it  from  under  the  brim  of  a  white  hat."  The  item  scarcely  needed 
to  complete  joviality  of  Squire's  apjiearance  and  bearing ;  looks  Hke 
the  best  man  at  a  wedding-party.  '\That  's  just  what  I  am.  Tort," 
he  said ;  *'  Mr.  G.  is  going  to  the  country  to  wed  Ithe  migority  at 
the  polls,  and  I  'm  the  best  man." 

Meanwhile,  farce  of  (there  being  nothing  particular  in  the  wind 
admirably  kf^pt  up.  Odd  to  it«e  now 
even  mention  of  that  bleea^d  word 
Dissolution  is  avoided*  Kven  when, 
last  Thureda^r,  Mr*  G.  and  Prinod 
Arthur  praotically  settled  the  matter. 
the  word  not  uttered.  Mr.  G.  hint«d 
at  possibility  of  AEXinni'fl  somt^time, 
in  some  convenient  ci^cuTaItanoeJ^ 
mnVifiy  i,  atatament  at  to  the  busi- 
ness w  the  Session ;  the  FrmoeT 
adopting  the  phraseology,  said  he 
wotuddo  so.  Binoe  then  the  same 
precaution  been  observed. 

••It's  not  a  new  idea,"  Prince 
Arthur  said  just  now,  when  1  com- 
mented on  the  peculiarity.  '*  When 
a  man  is  lick  unto  death,  people 
don't  mention  in  his  presence  the  poj- 
ticular  form  of  disease  that  is  earry- 
ing  him  off*  Neither  do  we  opeiily 
taDc  of  DisBolution  in  a  Parliament 
whose  days  arc  numbered." 

Srxton^  tin  all  7  Rpt  oi!  hia  speech  on 
Irish  Education  Bill,  though  under 
peculiarly  distressing  circumstances* 
Mi^t  haye  delivered  it  before  Easter, 
when  Bill  was  reached  one  evc^nlnRr  at 
eleven  o'clock*  Sexton  thouirht  the 
hour  inconvenient  and  the  audience 
inadequate  for  the  oration;  insisted 
upon  postponing  it  Mustbedeliyared 
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to-night  or  ne^er ;  bo  worked  it  off,  speakuig  for  an  hour  in  almost 
empty  and  sadly  inattentive  Honse.  Tix  Hbalt,  not  to  lose  an 
opportunity  that  might  be  final,  joined  in  debate.  Audience  being 
chiefly  composed  of  Jacxson,  Tim  took  opportunity  of  genially  ob- 
serying,  a  profxn  of  the  Bill,  that  if  he  had  to  spend  his  time  on  a 
desert  island  with  either  a  Chief  Secretary  or  an  Irish  peasant,  he 
would  prefer  the  peasant.  **  I  'm  glad  of  that,"  said  Jacksok  ;  **  it 
would  be  lonely  for  the  one  that  was  left.  Within  a  week  the  popu- 
lation would  certainly  be  reduced  by  one-half.  Whether  the 
surriror  would  be  Tm  or  the  other  one,  would  depend  upon  circum- 
stances."   Bu8ines8  done.— Irish  Education  Bill  read  Second  Time. 

TWMlay.— Elcho'8  speech  to-day,  in  supporting  Wilfbid  Law- 
soii's  Motion  against  Adjournment  oyer  Derby  Day,  most  excellent 
fooling.  A  dangerous  thing  to  play  practical  jokes  with  House ; 
only  a  person^  Elcho*8  supreme  ooolness  would  have  faced  the 
fearful  odds.  A  desperate  man  having  done  so,  might,  by  swerv- 
ing however  sliehtly  to  left  or  right,  have  made  mistake,  and  been 
angrily  droppea  on  by  watchful  House.  Gbice-Hutchikson  had 
some  experience  of  this  in  his  truncated  speech.  Commenced  at 
lenirth  to  be  f unnv  in  usual  ante-Derby  Day  fashion ;  beginning  to 
draw  picture  of  his  leading  Wilfrid  LAWbOK  by  hand  over  Epsom 
Downs.  Members  opposite  snorted  disapproval ;  Gricb-Hutchinsok 
abruptly  shut  up;  luce  the  unfinished  window  in  Aladdin's  Tower, 
his  carefullv-prepared  joke  unfinished  must  remain.  With  this 
awful  wamini[,  Elcho  rose  unperturbed  and  unabashed.  Was  a 
success  from  first  moment;  Spbaksh  artlessly  contributed  to  it; 
Gedoe  had  something  to  say ;  been  popping  up  whenever  opening 
occurred;  here  again  competing  with  Elcho;  which  should  be 
preferred?  ,  .  ,  ,,     , 

'*  Does  the  noble  Lord,*'  said  Spkakeb,  with  bland  sarcasm,  rise 
to  seoond  the  Amendment  ? "  ^  .  , 

Now  the  Amendment  was  Wilfbid  Lawson's,  and  met  with 
direct  negative  proposal  to  adjourn  over  Derby  Day.  Last  time 
question  to  the  fore  Elcho  had  moved  the  Adjournment.  To  sup- 
pose he  was  now  going  to  back  up  Wilfbid  Lawson  in  opposing  it 
wa<«  an  exquisite  jape,  worthy  of  the  Chair.  But  Elcho  capped  it. 
•*  Yes  Sir,    he  gravely  answered. 

This  was  a  flash  of  humour  everyone  could  see.  The  crowded 
House,  wearied  with  what  had  gone  before,  positively  jumped 
at  it  But  it  was  a  kind  of  joke  that  had  to  be  lived  up  to. 
Could  Elcho  do  it?  Would  he  spoil  it  by  going  too  far,  or 
would  he  shrink  affrighted  from  the  position  audaciously  as- 
sumed ?  He  did  just  the  right  thing,  in  tone,  manner,  and  matter, 
affording  the  House  the  merriest  moments  ever  enjoyed  on  a  death- 
bed. It  seemed  so  rood  that  it  was  idle  to  expect  anything  better  to 
follow.  But  something  there  was.  It  was  the  Division,  in  which 
Elcho,  walking  up  to  the  Table  by  side  of  Wilfbid  Lawson,  acted 
as  co-teller  whilst  the  figures  iirere  announced  that  abolished  the 
Derby  Day  holiday  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Elcho  ha4  had  his 
jest,  and  Uie  Opposition  had  his  estate. 

Bu$ints$  dbikj.— Motion  for  Derby  Day  negatived  by  158  Votes 
ag^ainst  144. 

Wednesday, — Spent  quite   cheerful   Derby   Day  in   Commons. 

House  met  shortly  after 
twelve;  when  I  say  House, 
I  mean  the  Spbakeb  and  me. 
"Dearly  beloved  Toby,"  said 
the  Speakeb,  "  it  seems  we  *re 
to  have  the  place  to  ourselves.'^ 
But  presently  Howell  ar- 
rived, and  Gbdoe,  terribly 
afraid  that  he  should  miss 
tnrayers.  '*  I  suppose  my  op- 
portunities will  not  be  ex- 
tended. Stockportdoesn*tseem 
to  care  to  have  me  in  the  new 
Parliament,  and  I  'm  not  aware 
of  any  competition  for  my 
hand  among  other  constitu- 
encies. So  Imean  to  make  the 
most  of  what  time  is  left.  I 
fancy  they  'U  at  least  miss  me 
at  St.  Margarets.  Proudest 
moment  in  my  life,  Tobt,  when 
the  other  Sunday,  I  overheard 
one  of  the  Vergers  saying  to 
•  --  '  '       I've 


another,  *  Man  and  boy 
been  in  this  'ere  church  for 
forty  year,  but  I  never  heard  a 
Amen  carry  so  far  as  Muster 
Gedgb pitches his.|  It's  some- 
thing to  be  appreciated,  Tobt. 
Canl;  say  that  House  of  Com- 


"dt#4,"  (i. 


mom  hun  tak*fl  to  me  kimlly ;  but  toward  what  may  be  the  close  of  a 
ParJjiuii-uUry  ^airttr,  th*.'  tribill^^  of  this  honest  Verger  is,  I  will 
admit,  soothing.^' 


(12-25.)-;Gedoe  moves  Count ;  bells  ring ;  Squibe  of  .Malwood 
strolls  in  with  the  ^eased  expression  of  a  man  who  miffht  be  at  the 
Derby,  but  isn't ;  Hobacb  Davt  and  some  others ;  all  told  only  13. 
''  If  you  '11  excuse  me.  Gentlemen,"  said  the  Speakeb,  **  I  '11  retire ; 
look  in  again  little  later." 

(IP.M  )--SPEAKEBbackinChair:ATTOBirET-GEKEBALmove8 Count; 
bells  ring  aa  before ;  Squibe  of  Malwood  again  comes  in ;  no  decep- 
tion ;  wasn't  lurking  about  with  intent  to  show  up  in  House,  th«« 
ru»h  off  to  catch  halt-past  twelve  train  for  Epsom.  Heads  counted ; 
only  19  present ;  must  have  forty  or  no  House.  **  Look  here,  Gtsntle- 
men,"  said  the  Speakeb,  **  this  won't  do.  The  Chair  is  not  to  be 
trifled  with.  I  shall  again  retire,  and  won't  come  back  till  foor 
o'clock,  or  till  I  am  assiired  there  are  forty  Members  present." 

Speakeb  gathered  up  skirts  and  strode  forth.  Three  hours  before 
House  can  be  Counted  Out  What's  to  be  done  in  the  time  ?  Elliot 
Lees  determines  to  make  a  book ; 
6  to  4  no  House  (t.  and  o.) ;  Hkkbt 
FowLEB  wouldn't  bet;  but  Robt 
put  something  on,  and  Albert 
HoLLiT  staked  a  fiver. 

(4  p.K.)  —  Speakeb  back  again; 
House  much  fuller  now;  I&liot 
Less  looking  anxious ;  made  a  nice 
book  if  he  can  only  pull  it  off.  But 
arrival  of  half  a  dozen  Members 
would  upset  everything.  £obt  and 
Albebt  RoLLiT  rushing  about  cor- 
ridors trying  to  bring  men  in ;  Lees 
Kkowles  moves  Count ;  more  ring- 
ing of  bells ;  Rollit  and  Robt,  on 
picket-duty  to  last  moment,  nearly 
locked  out ;  8pe%keb  counts ;  finds 
only  35.  "  The  House  will  now  ad- 
journ "  says  tibe  Speaker.  **  Don't 
see  why  we  should  have  met  at 
all,"  says  Robt,  snappishly.  '*  /do," 
says  Elliot  Lees,  making  his  little 
collection.  '*I*ve  had  a  pleasant 
and  profitable  afternoon." 

Bwinesa  done. — House  not  made. 

Friday. — House  met  at  two  o'dook; 
might  have  sat  till  seven ;  but  at  five 
minutes  to  five  gently  broke  up.  _ 

Gbimstonb,  formerly  of  the  Herts  Militia ;  **  better  make  the  most 
of  it ;  "  and  he  set  off  at  the  rate  of  five  miles  an  hour. 
Busmees  done,"  Adjourned  for  the  Whitsun  Recess. 


The  Vioobotts  Vicar.— 
Dr.  Mills  of  Coventry,  to 
which  place  his  bitterest 
enemies  cannot  relegate 
him  as  he  is  already  there, 
acts  up  to  his  name,  as  a 
Member  of  the  Church 
Militant,  with  pluck  and 


perseverance,  whetherright 
or  wron^  it  is  not  for  ami- 
cui  curta  to  say.  But,  it 
may  be  asked,  is  this  action 
for  the  rates,  on  the  part 
of  the  Vicar,  a  Vicar's 
first -Rate  Act  or  not? 
Some  parishioners  suspend 
payment;  we  suspend  judg- 
ment. 


Vebt  Nattjbal  Ebbob.  — a  gentle- 
man who  up  till  now  has  been  a  quiet 
sort  of  man,  with  nothing  suggestive  of 
the  *'  P.  R."  about  him,  sent  to  excuse 
himself  from  appearing  at  our  old  friend 
Mrs.  Ram's  diimer-paity,  because  as  he 
wrote  to  her  nephew,  who  read  the  letter 
aloud,  *'  I  am  off  to  see  Woodhall  Spa." 
''  What  I "  she  exclaimed, '"  Prize-fight- 
ing beginning  again  I  And  isn*t  Mr. 
Woodhall  or  Woodall  a  Member  of 
Parliament  ?  He  ought  to  know  better. 
Where  are  the  police  f  " 

*  It  will  WA8Hl"^"AboHtian  of 
the  House  of  Peers  I "  No,  stop— spell  it 
with  an  "  a,"  and  make  it  **  Pears,"— 
now  a  Company  limited.  Going  alone  in 
first-rate  style.  The  Pears' Soap  Chnst- 
mas  Book,  illustrated,  is  to  be  a  new  edi- 
tion of  **  Hie  Soape  FahUeJ'  Next  form 
of  advertisement,—*'  Very  good  moni- 
ing  I   Just  bought  Pears'  Soap  Shares." 

Fbevch  Plats  a  London.— The  old 

saying  applies,  **  They  do  these  things 

better  in  France."    London  prefers  to  go 

to  Paris  for  its  French  plays ;  but  when 

!  tworivals,aBEBNBABDTandaCo<iUELnr, 

!  come  over  to  London.  Londoners  give  the 

lady  a  chance  of  making  her  charming 

j  voice  heard,  but  the  clever  French  actor 

has,  literally,  to  **  shut  up." 

RoTAL  Decision.— When  the  Quren 
goes  from  Balmoral  to  Mar  Lodge,  Her 
Mijesty  takes  a  Deesided  coarse. 


(K^  HanCK.-JmectedCom«ttnieatUm#or  Contributions,  whether  MB.,  ^^^>5^««V^;rj2R^  SS 

^  im  .M^m  1^  ^*^^»A  ««*  .wiA  wliML  aAaomiiAaiad  bv  a  Stanoed  and  Addressed  Savslops,  Oovsr,  or  Wrapper.   T9  wis  raw 
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THE   COURIER   OF   THE   HAGUE. 

{By  the  "  Faeuui  Fiaior.") 


I  with  a  spiked  prong;.  *'  Tief -catcher— pat  'em  in  de  tief  s  naok — 
land  ged'im!''  Betore  a  grim- looking  cauldron  he  halti  appre- 
,  datiyely.  "  You  know  yat  dat  vas  for  P  "  he  says.  **  Dat  va«  for 
de  blode-foots ;  put  'em  in  dere,  jass,  and  light  de  Tiie  onderneat" 


Hx  is  an  elderly  amiable  little  Dutchman  in  a  soft  felt  hat;  his  name  No  idea  what  **  olode- foots  "  may  be.  but  from  the  relish  in  Bosch's 
is  Bosch,  and  he  is  taking  me  about.  Whv  I  engaged  him  I  don't  I  tone,  eyidentiy  something  Tery  uimleasant,  so  don't  press  him  for 
quite  know— unless  from  a  general  sense  of  nelplessness  in  Holland, '  explanations.  We  go  ui^etairs,  and  see  some  dark  and  Tery  mouldy 
and  a  oraTing  for  any  kind  of  companionship.  Now  I  haye  got  him,  I '  dungeons,  which  Bosch  is  most  anxious  that  I  should  enter.  Make 
feel  rather  more  helDless  than  eyer— a  sort  of  composite  of  Satufford  him  go  in^r«^,  for  the  surroundings  seem  to  have  excited  his  sense 
and  Merton^  with  a  didactic,  but  frequently  incomprehensible  iJutch  of  the  humorous  to  such  a  degree,  that  he  might  be  unable  to  resist 
Barlow.  My  Sandford  half  would  like  to  exhibit  an  intelligent '  locking  me  in,  and  leaying  me,  if  I  gare  him  a  chance, 
curiosity,  but  is  generally  suppressed  by  Merian,  who  Jim  &  morbid  i  Outside  at  liut,  thank  goodness  I  The  Groote  Eerk,  according  to 
horror  of  useful  information.  Not  that  Bosch  is  remarkably  erudite,  |  Bosch,  '*  is  not  Yort  de  see,"  so  we  don't  see  it.  Santfford  has  a 
but  nevertheless  he  contriyes  to  reduce  me  to  a  state  of  imbecility,  sneaking  impression  that  I  ought  to  go  in,  but  MerUm  glad  to  be  let 
which  I  catch  myself  noting  with  a  pained  surprise.  There  is  a  off.  we  go  to  see  the  pictures  at  the  Mauritshuis  instead.  Bosch 
statue  in  the  Plein,  and  the  Sandford  element  in  me  finds  a  satisf  ac-  exchanges  greetings  witii  the  attendants  in  Dutch.  **  Got  another  of 
tion  m  recognisin|g  it  aloud  as  wnxiAJi  the  Silent.    It  is— but,  as   'em  in  tow,  ^ou  see— and  collar- work,  /can  tell  you  I  "  would  be  a 

"  be  a  fool  if  ha  didn't  recognise  free  translatiOD,  I  suspect,  of  his  remarks.     Must  say  that,  in  a 

Picture-galler]r,  BoecH  is  a  superfluous  luxury.  He 
does  take  my  iterance  just  a  trifle  too  much  for 
granted.  He  mufht  giye  me  credit  for  knowing  the 
story  of  Adam  and  Eye,  at  all  eyents  I  '*  De  Sairpan 
nf  Eya  de  onple,  an'  Eya  she  gif  him  to  Adam," 
BoscH  carefully  informs  me,  before  a  *'  Paradise,*^ 
by  RuBKNS  and  Bbtteohkl.  This  rouses  my  Mer- 
ton  half  to  inquire  what  Adam  did  with  it  **  Oh, 
he  ead  him  too ! "  says  Bosch  in  perfect  good  faith. 


my  ibftfrfon  parttmnks,  a  fellow  woUid 

WILLIAM  after  a  few  hours  in  Holland— his  images, 
in  one  form  or  another,  are  tolerably  numerous. 
Still,  Bosch  is  gratified.  '*  Tass,  dot  is  ole  Yol- 
UAM,"  he  says,  approyingly,  as  to  a  precocious 
infant  just  beginning  to  take  notice.  **Lokeer," 
he  says,  **  you  see  dot  Apoteek  ?  "  He  indicates  a 
chemist's  shop  opposite,  with  nothing  remarkable 
about  it  extemally,  except  a  Turk's  head  with  his 
tongue  out  oyer  the  door.  '*  Tes^  I,  speaking  for 
Sandford  and  Merton^  see  it — has  it  some  historical 
interest— did  Yolliam  get  medicine  there,  or  what  ? 
"  WoU,  dis  momin  dare  yas  two  sairyans  dere,  and 
de  Yon  cot  two  blaoes  out  of  de  odder's  haid,  and 
afderwarts  he  go  opstairs  and  yas  hang  himself 
mit  a  pedbost."  Bosch  eyidentiy  rather  proud  of 
this  as  illustrating  the  liyeliness  of  The  Ha^e. 
**Was  he  madP''  **Yass,  he  yas  mard,  mit  a 
yife  and  seeks  childrens."  "  No,  but  was  he  out  of 
his  senses?"  '*  I  tink  it  yas  oud  of  Omsterdam  he 
yas  com,"  says  Bosch.  **  But  how  did  it  happen  ?  " 
"  Wd-sare,  de  broprietor  yas  die,  and  leaf  ae  suc- 
cessor de  pusiness,  and  he  dells  him  in  yon  mens  he 
will  go,  begause  he  nod  egsamin  to  be  a  Ghimigal 
— 80  he  do  it,  and  dey  dake  him  to  de  hosbital, 
and  I  tink  he  yas  die  too  by  now  I "  adds  Bosch, 
cheerfully.  Yery  sad  affair  eyidentiy— but  a  littie 
complicated.^  Sandford  would  like  to  get  to  the 
bottom  of  it,  but  Merton  conyinced  there  is  no 
bottom.  So,  between  us,  subject  allowed  to  drop. 
Santfford  (now  in  the  ascenoiuit  again)  notices,  as 
the  oleyer  boy,  inscription  on  house -front,  **  Hier 
woonden  Gboev  Yak  P&nrsTXBEB,  1838-76."  "I 
suppose  that  means  Yak  Pbhtsiebxr  liyed  here, 
Bosch?"  ''Yass,  dot  yas  it."  **And  who  was 
he ? "  "He  yas— woL  he  yos  a  Member  of  de 
Barliaments."  '*Was  he  celebrated?"  *' Cele- 
brated? oh,  y  ass  I"  '*Whatdidhe<ibf  (Itiiink 
Merton  gets  this  in.)  **Do?"  says  Bosch,  quite 
indignantiy,  "he  nefer  do  nodtngs!^^  Bosch 
takes  me  into  the  Fishmarket,  when  he  directs  my 
attention  to  a  couple  of  yery  sooty  liye  storks,  who 
are  peckin|[  about  at  the  refuse.  "  Dose  birts  are 
shtorks;  hier  dey  yas  oblige  to  keep  alyays  two 
shtorks  for  de  arms  of  de  Haaff.  Yen  de  Yong 
shtorks  pom,  de  old  Yons  yas  lolL"  Sandford 
shocked— Jfertofi  scepticaL  **  Keel  dem  ?  Oh,  yass,  do  any- 
tinn  mit  dem  yen  dey  yas  old."  says  Bosct.  and  adds:— "Ye 
haf  de  breference  mit  de  shtorks,  eh?"  What  is  he  driyinjgr 
at?  "Yass  —  yen  ve  yas  old«  ye  yas  nod  kilL"  This  reminos 
Bosch  —  J9arZotr-like — of  an  anecdote.  "Dere  yas  a  yrent  to 
me,"  he  begins,  "he  com  and  say  to  me,  'Bosch,  I  am  god 'so 
shtout  and  my  bark  is  so  dick,  I  can  go  no  more  on  my  lacksr— yat 
yas  I  do  ? '  To  him  I  say.  '  Wd,  I  dell  you  yat  I  do  mit  you— I 
dake  you  at  de  booehair  to  be  cot  op ;  I  tink  you  yas  make  yary  goot 
shdeak-meat  I ' "  Wonder  whether  this  is  a  typical  sample  of 
B08Ch*8  baeUnafe.  "  YHiat  did  he  say  to  that,  Bosch  ?  "  "  Oh,  he 
yas  yair  moch  loff,  a-course  I "  says  Bosch,  with  the  natural  com- 
placency of  a  successful  humorist. 

We  go  into  the  Old  Prison^  and  see  some  horrible  implements  of 
torture,  which  seem  to  exhilarate  Bosch.  "Lokeerl^'  he  says, 
\*  Dis  yas  a pinition  "  (Bosch  for  "  punishment ")  "  mit  a  can.  Dey 
lie  de  man  oown  and  yasten  his  foots,  and  ef ery  dime  he  was  shdrook 
mit  de  can,  he  jomp  op  and  Mt  his  yorehaid.  • . .  Hier  dey  lie  down 
de  beoples  on  de  back,  and  pull  dis  didring  queeck,  and  all 
dese  tings  go  roundt,  and  preak  deir  bones.  Yen  de  pinition  yas 
feemsh  you  tas  det."  He  shows  where  tiie  Water-torture  was  prac- 
tised. ''Nottice  'ow  de  yater  yas  vork  a  'ole  in  de  tile,"  he  chuckles. 
"I  link  de  tile  yas  yary  hardt  det,  eh?"  Then  he  points  out  a  pole 


if  there  were  not  seyeral  English  people  about, 
without  couriers— but  there  are.  My  omy  reyenge 
is  (as  Merton)  to  carefully  pick  out  the  unsigned 
canyases  and  sisk  Bosch  who  painted  them ;  where- 
upon, Bosch  endeayours  furtiyely  to  make  out  the 
Iflkbel  on  the  frames,  and  then  informs  me  in  despe- 
ration, "it  was  ^  SchoolJ — yass,  he  baint  him  I" 
Bosch  kindly  explains  toe  subject  of  eyery  picture 
in  detail.  He  tells  me  a  Dboochsloot  represents 
a  "  balsham  p>edder."  I  suppose  I  look  bewildered, 
for  he  addflh— "oppen  air  tance  mit  a  yillage.'' 
"  Hier  dey  yas  hat  a  tispute ;  dis  man  say  de  nam 
yas  more  yalue  as  de  cheese— dere  is  de  cheese,  and 
dere  is  the  ham."  "  Hier  is  an  old  man  dot  marry 
a  yong  yife,  and  two  teyils  com  in,  and  de  old  man 
he  ron  ayay."  "  Hier  he  dress  him  in  yoman,  and 
de  yife  is  yrighten."  "  Hier  is  Jak  Stekv  himself 
as  a  medicine,  and  he  yeel  de  yong  yoman's  poise 
and  say  dere  is  nodings  de  madder,  and  de  modder 
ask  him  to  trink  a  glass  of  yine."  "  Hier  is  de 
beach  at  Skayening— now  dey  puild  houses  on  de 
dunes— hot  de  beach  is  sohdill  dere."  Such  are 
Bosch's  yaluable  and  instructiye  comments,  to 
which,  as  representing  Sandford  and  Merton^  I 
listen  with  depressed  docility.^  All  the  same^  can't 
help  coming. to  the  conclusion  that  Art  is  not 
Bosch's  strong  point.  Shall  come  here  again- 
alone.  We  go  on  to  the  Municipal  Museum,  where 
he  shows  me  what  he  considers  the  treasures  of  the 
collection— a  glass  goblet^  engrayed  "  mit  dails  of 
..a        ^       M  J,       ux-ii    tobaggo  bipes,"  and  the  pipes  tiiemselyes ;  a  paint- 

"Someitoryof  aMandalouBbutinli-  ingTS  a  roSe  "  mit  ade  iJ^oWb  faces  in  dfe  1^  " 

and  a  drawing  of  "  two^irts  mit  only  yon  foots." 


nitely  humorous  nature." 


Outside  again.  Bosch  shows  me  a  house.  "Ldkeer.  In  dot 
house  leef  an  oldt  lady  all  mit  herself  and  ade  sairyans.  She  com 
from  Friesland,  yassir."  Really,  I  think  Bosch  is  going  to  be 
interesting— at.  last.  There  is  a  sly  twinkle  in  his  eye,  denoting 
some  story  of  a  scandalous  but  infimtely  humorous  nature.  "  Well, 
Bosch,  go  on— what  about  the  old  lady  r  "  I  ask,  eagerly,  as  Merton. 
"  Wol.  Sir,"  says  Bosch,  "  she  nefer  go  noyeres."  .  .  .  That's 
aUI  "  A  deyilish  interesting  story,  Sumph,  indeed ! "  to  quote 
Mr.  Waga. 

But,  as  Bosch  frequently  reminds  me,  "  It  yas  pedder^  you  see,  as 
a  schendlemans  like  you  go  apout  mit  me ;  I  dell  you  tings  dot  yas 
nod  in  de  guide-bodu."    Which  I  am  not  in  a  position  to  deny. 

By  Oms  of  the  Ukemplotkd. — "  It  is  a  curious  fact,"  wrote  the 
Recording  Angel,  a  yery  superior  sort  of  person  to  "the  Printer's 
Deyilj"  on  the  Daily  Telegraph,  "  that  in  (mater  London  last  week 
the  births  register^  were  just  one  more  than  twice  the  number  of 
deaths.  Thus  grows  the  population  in  this  great  Babylon."  Yerr 
appropriate,  in  this  instance,  is  the  title  of  "  Ghreat  Baby-Ion."  U 
you  put  it  down  an  "  e,"  my  Lord,  and  spell  it "  berths,''^  then  these 
are  by  no  means  in  proportion  to  the  unemployed  youth  in  search 
of  them. 
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DISSOLUTION~(AS   THE    ENEMY   OF   THE    LONDON   SEASON). 


Thkrv  wm  a  Bound  of  rerelry  by  dar, 
And  England's  Capital  had  gathered  then, 
Her  Beanty  and  her  Maaherdom,  nj^d  gay 
Spring 's  Bun  shone  o'er  mart  women  and 

•well  men; 
A  thooaand  shops  shone  showily ;  and  when 


Mat  came  to  Majf  air,  Floba  to  Pall-MaH, 
Shrewd  eyes  winked  hope  to  eyes  which 

winked  again,  [bell. 

And  maids  heard  sounds  as  of  the  mamage- 

But  hush !  hark  I  a  harsh  sound  strikes  like 

a  sudden  knell ! 


Did  ye  not  hear  it  f    Is  it  howling  wind  ? 
The  tram-car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street  P 
The  groans  of  M.P.'s  wearil^r  confined 
To  the  dull  House  when  night  and  morning 

meet, 
Dragged  to  Divisions  drear  with  dawdling  feet  P 
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No,  hark !  that  heayy  aoimd  breaks 

in  once  more, 
The  street,  the  hall  its  echoes  now 

repeat, 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than 

before  I 
Arm!  Armf  it  is— it  is— the 

Elections'  opening  roar  I 

'Tis  in  our  midst  —  that  fignre 

draped  and  dim, 
Whose  mookinff  mosio  makes  us 

all  afraid. 
'^Deatii  as  the  Foel"    Can  it 

indeed  be  Him  f 
Duller,  more  dirge-like  tune  was 

never  played 
On  strings  more  spirit-chilling. 

Feet  are  stavM 
Thoogh  in  mid- waltz,  and  laugh- 
ter, though  at  height, 
Hnshes,  and  maidens   modishly 

arrayed 
For  matrimonial  conquest,  shrink 

with  fright ; 
And  Fashion  palsied  sits,  and 

Bhopdom  takes  to  flight. 

Ah  I  then  and  there  are  hurryings 

to  and  fro 
And  giitherinff  tears,  and  pont- 

ings  of  distress. 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  some  \ 

short  hoars  ago 
Qlowed  with  the  deep  delights  of 

Dance  and  Dress;  ! 

And  there  are  sadden  partings,  ' 

sach  as  press  i 

The  hope  from  Spoons  of  promise, 

meaning  sighs 
Which  ne'er  may  be  repeated ; 

who  can  gness 
If  ever  more  shall  meet  those 

mataal  eves, 
When  Dissolation    snajM  tiie 

Season's  tenderest  ties? 


And 


hot 


there  is   scattling 

haste :  the  steed. 
The  Coaching  Meet,  tne  Opera's 

latest  star, 
The  Row,  the  Riyer,  the  Yitellian 

feed,— 
All  the  manitions  of  the  Social 

War, 
Seem  fraitless  now,  when  peal  on 

peal  afar 

And  near,  the  beat  of  the  s[reat  Psrty  Dram 
Booses  M.P.'s  to  platform  joast  and  jar, 
While  tongae-tied  dallards  scarcely  dare  be 

damb. 
When  the  Whips  whisper  "  Go  I  "    Wire- 

pallers  damoar  '*  Come ! " 

"Too bad!  Too  bad!   The  Intlaenza  chOled, 
Coart-moaming  marred,  the  Season's  earliest 

prime, 
And  now,  iost  as  with  hope  yoang  breasts  are 

When  yoang  leayes  still  are  verdant  on  the 

lime, 
When  diners-oat  are  having  a  good  time. 
When  Epsom 's  o'er  and  Ascot  is  at  hand ; 
To  cat  all  short,  is  scarcely  less  than  crime. 


roand 


Confusion  on  that  wrangling  party-band 
Whose  Dissolation  deals  the  dol^rams 


the  land  I 


Ah !  wild  and  high  those  Phantom-fiddlings 

rise! — 
All  iocand  Jane  with  palsying  terror  thrills ; 
Fashion  sits  frosen  dead  with  staring  eyes. 
How  that  dread  dirge  the  ambient  Sammer  fills 
Savage  and  shrill !   Smart  frocks,  soft  snowy 

frills. 
Long  trains  which  dancing  Beauty  deftly 

steers. 
Through  waltzes  wild  or  devioos  quadrilles,— 


All  vanish ;  bosoms  white,  beset  with  fears ; 
Beat  flight  as  that  fell  strain  falls  harsh 
on  Beauty's  ears. 

And  June  yet  waves  above' them' her  green 

leaves. 
Dewy  with  Springtide's  night-drops*  as  they 

pass,^ 
Grieving,— if    aught    that's    modish    ever 

ffrieves, — 
Over  tne  unretuming  chance.    Alas  I 
Their  hopes  are  all  cut  down  ere  falls  the  grass. 
That  with  corn-harvest  might  have  seen  full 

blow. 
See  how  foiled  Shopdom  flies,  a  huddled  mass 
Of  disappointment,  hunying  from  the  foe. 
Who  all  their  Season's  prospects  shattm, 

and  lays  low. 

Last  month  beheld  them  full  of  lusty  life. 
Beauty,  and  Wealth,  and  Pleasure,  proudly 

This  music  brings  the  sifnial^sound  of  strife, 
This  month  the  marshalling  to  arms.  Away  i 
Party's  magnificently  sham  arrav 
The  master  of  Mode's  mob  will  soon  have 

rent. 
Play  on,  0  Phantom,  ominously  play ! 
Death  as  the  Foe  I  They  fly  before  thee,  Uent. 
Maid,  Matron,  Masher,  Mime,  in  general 

discontent! 


ADVICE  GRATIS. 

Dkbt.—'*Si]C7LsSimok" writes:  **Aman 
owes  me  money  which  he  cannot  paj.  He 
lives  in  furnished  lodgings,  and  has  siven  me 
a  Bill  of  Sale  on  the  furniture.  Is  this  suffi- 
cient security  ?  He  also  offers  to  insure  his 
life  for  £200  if  I  will  advance  him  £100, 
which  will  be  the  cost  of  the  flrst  premium, 
which  he  savs  is  always  heayv.  I  am  disposed 

to  close  with  this  offer.  Am  1  prudent  ?  *' 

Prudent  is  hardljr  the  word  to  describe  you. 
We  should  not  in  your  position  make  the 
advance  mentioned.  A  retreat  would  be 
much  better  tactics.  We  fancy,  from  your 
description,  that  your  friend  wtmld  do  well 
as  a  Ciompany  Promoter. 

SrocK-DEiLDre  Traitsjlctiovs.  —  **  Will 
you  advise  me  under  the  following  circum- 
stances?" asks  **Chexrful  Soul,"  on  a 
Dost-card.  "  I  placed  £50  with  an  Outside 
Broker  as  a  speculation  for  the  rise  in  Cash- 
ville  and  Toothpeka  First  Preference.  Tester- 
day  I  received  a  note  to  sav  I  had  lost  my 
money,  as  *  cover  had  run  on.'  On  repairing 
to  the  Broker's  Office,  I  was  surprised  to  find 
it  appuently  deserted.  What  is  my  remedv  Y  " 

We  should  imagine  that  the  Broker  nad 

•*  run  off  "  too.  Your  remedy  is— not  to  specu- 
late again.    ^'Flutters"  lead  to  the  Gutters. 
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THINGS  ONE  WOULD   RATHER  HAVE  EXPRESSED  OTHERWISE. 

Marriid    Vtmr,    **WilL,    MY   BlSHOP  WAiS  very  PARTirrLAE  WITH 

Mm,    AMON'a  OTHmE  thijeus,    ne   askkd    me,    before;   presentinq 

ME,    WnXTHXR   JfF    iVtt^K    WA3  A   LaHV  }  " 

Ilis  CuraU  (rt^edively).  **1  CAN  gt^r-ff  trsDEESTAKr  tbat!*' 


THE  WAY  THEY  HAVE  IN  THE  AKMY, 

{ A  Con  t»r*a/ wm^Pu  w  ly  Inm  ^ina  rtf. ) 

SCKNE — Paii  MidL     Prfseni,  SErHETABT  of  Statjs  and  Military 
Adviser, 

MU.  A*  1  waat  to  know  your  ideaa  about  the  Autumn  Mamriivrei, 
Are  wu  to  have  any  this  year  ? 

Sec.  of  S.  {with  a  meknchQly  arnile).  That  dopDnda  tipon  circnin- 
■tanees  not  entirety  under  my  control. 

Mtl.  A*  Oh^  yes;  1  know.  Bat  OoveruniPntB  may  como  and 
Govenimentfl  may  go,  hut  the  State  flows  on  for  ever.  Whatever 
you  commence  thet/  will  have  to  carry  ouL 

Sec.  iff  S.  Can  we  have  these  Manoouvrea  without  oipenBe  f 

MiL  A.  Well,  scarcely.    For  instance,  there  is  the  ammunition. 

See,  fff  S*  Oh,  wc  can  get  over  that !  Every  soldier,  when  he  h 
Boppoeed  to  tirCj  can  aay,  **  Bang: ! "  or  words  to  that  effect.  We 
miffbt  add  the  direction  to  the  new  Provisiopal  Drill- Book. 

ifil,  J,  [drilvU  Yea^  you  might;  and  it  would  prove  about  a* 
nseful  as  the  other  regrulationa  in  that  remarkable  volume  I  Well^ 
siippoee  the  diiEculty  of  ammunition  surmounted,  what  next? 

Sec.  of  S.  Well,  I  iuppoae  we  shdl  have  to  spend  »omt;  money  on 
the  farmer*  for  rights  of  way  and  the  re«t  of  it  r 

Mi*.  A.  I  suppose  tto,  if  you  want  the  troops  to  move  over  an 
unfamiliar  oonntry* 

See.  of  S.  But  I  am  not  sure  1  do.  Why  shouldn't  they  learo  how 
to  dvhnd  Aldershot ?    Then  it  would  cost  nothing.    What  next P 

Mil.  A.  Wellt  there  will  be  the  Commissariat  expenses. 

Sec.  if  5V  Suppose  food  eosta  the  same  in  mosi  places.  Besides, 
ifltt't  TojiMT  Ajxj^b  supposed  to  purohaae  Ida  own  victuals  ? 


Mil,  A.  Yes,  theoretioally  I  sappoae  he  is ;  bnt  praotioallv  he 

See.  of  S,  Oh,  bother  practioe  I  Of  coarse  he  moat,  somehow ;  he 
must  pay  for  the  Commissariat  ont  of  his  own  pocket. 

Mil,  A,  Well,  then  there  is  the  question  ef  transport.  Of  course, 
many  renments  have  their  own  wamms  and  oarts^  but  for  a  special 
occasion  I  think  it  would  be  advisable  if 

Sec,  of  S,  (inUrrtdptmg),  What  ncmsiense !  Why,  of  course  we 
will  make  them  all  walk.    It  will  do  them  a  world  of  ffood  I 

Mil,  A,  Well,  as  we  want  to  bring  some  from  Scotland,  it  will 
distinctly  be  a  long  walk— a  very  kmg  walk  indeed ! 

Sec,  of  S,  {?ieartilif).  So  much  the  better— so  much  the  better ! 

Mil,  A,  {sarcasticallff),  I  fancy  you  will  have  to  pay  a  large  bill 
in  shoe-leather  I 

Sec,  ofS,  {aghoit).  So  we  shall  I  Oh,  bother  the  Manoeuvrea  just 
now  I    The  fact  is,  I  have  to  think  of  other  things  I 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  Secretary  thinking  of  other  tkingM, 

STUDIES  IN  THE  NEW  POETRY. 
No.  XL 
Mb.  Pukch's  first  examnle  of  the  New  Poetry  was,  it  mff  be 
remembered,  in  the  rhvmeo,  irregular  style.  It  is  not  a  difficult 
dtyle.  The  lines  mav  oe  long  or  short;  some  may  groan  under  an 
accumulation  of  words,  while  others  consist  of  merely  two  or  three — 
a  most  unfair  distribution.  The  style  of  the  following  spedmen 
(also  by  Mr.  H-nl-t)  is,  however,  even  easier  to  manage.  There 
are  no  rhymes  and  very  few  restrictions.  The  lines  are  veir  short, 
and  a  few  words,  therefore,  go  a  very  long  way,  which  is  always  a 
consideration,  even  if  you  don't  happen  to  be  paid  by  the  column. 
This  style  is  very  fierce  and  bloodthirsty  and  terrible.  Timid  people 
are,  therefore,  advised,  for  the  sake  of  their  nerves,  not  to  read  any 

farther.  

THE  SONG  OF  THE   POKER. 


The  Poker, 
Clanging. 
;  am  the  Poker  the  straight  and 
thestrouff. 
Prone  in  the  fire-grate. 
Black  at  the  nether  end, 
Knobby  and  nebulous. 

Fashioned  for  fight 
In  the  Pit  Acherontic : 
Many  have  grappled  me. 
Poised  me  and  thrust  me 

Into  the  glowinff , 
The  fiashing  and  furious 

Heart  of  the  fire. 
Raked  with  me,  prized  with  me, 

Till  on  a  sudden 
Besparked  and  encircled 
WiUi  Welsh  or  with  Wallsend, 

Shattering,  battering 
They  drisw  me  away. 

Others  in  rivalry, 
Thinking  to  better 
The  previous  performance, 

Seised  me  again; 
Pudied  with  a  ieveraffe 

Hard  on  the  haft  of  me, 
Till  with  the  shocks 
Sank  the  red  fire, 


Shivered  and  sank 
Subdued  into  blackness. 

That  is  mv  Toil ; 
I  am  the  Poker. 

Oh.  and  the  burglar's  head 

Often  hath  felt  me, 

Hard,  undesirable 

Cracker  of  craniums. 
I  have  drunk  of  the  blood. 
The  red  blcod,  the  life-blood 

Of  the  wife  of  the  drunkard. 
Hoh  I  then,  the 


The  joyous,  ineffal 
Cup  of  fulnlment. 
When  the  policeman. 
Tall  with  a  bull's-eye, 
Took  me  and  shook  me, 
Produced  me  in  evidence, 
There  in  the  dim 
Unappeasable  grisliness 
Of  the  Polioe-Court 
Women  to  shrink  at  me. 
Men  to  be  cursed  with  me. 
Bloodstained,  oontemptaoas. 
Laid  on  the  table. 
I  am  the  Minister, 
Anael's  Ministel.^^^  ,^  ^^ 
I  am  the  Poker.T OO^ 


e 
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VENUS  (ANNO  DOMINI  1892)  RISES  FROM  THE  SEA  1 1 


OPERATIC  NOTES. 

Wednetdas/.—Qreat  Gennan  Night.  Third  Part  of  the  Fe^Tal 
Play  for  Four  Nights  by  Richabd  Waoihsk,  with  (thank  goodnesi 
jiiBt  to  lighten  it)  an  English  translation  by  the  Messrs.  Co&pxE. 

"  Sursum  Corder  !  '*  A  light  and  airy  work  as  everyone  knows  is 
Der  Ring  des  Nibehmgen,  or  The  Ntbelung't  Ring,  requiringall  the 
power  of  lungs  to  get  the  true  riny  out  of  the  work.  Hud  work 
for  singers,  more  so  for  orchestra,  and  most  so  for  audience.  As  for  the 
"  Ring,"  there  are  a  lot  of  animals  in  the  Opera,  but  no  horse,  so  the 
Circus  entertainment  is  not  complete  untQ  Briinnhiide  shall  apprar  in 
the  next  part  of  the  tetralogy,  with  her  highly-trained  steed.  Odd  I 
Throughout  two  long  (and,  ahem!  somewhat  weary,  eh  ?}  Acts,  not  a 
female  singer  yisible  on  stage  (though  one  sings  "  like  a  bud  *  onit,-- 
that  is,  quite  appropriately,  **  at  the  wings"),  and  not  until  the  Third 
Act,  does  Erda  the  wit^h  **Tise  from  below,"  and 


Scenes  in  the  Bing. 

of^'theBing," 


Sir  Alrsry  Siagfried,  with  Notbong  on,  ss  ICaster 
"  gires  a  Special  Eatertainment, 

we  all  saw  her  and  '£rd  'er.  Then,  later  on,  appears  Briinnhiide, 
asleep,  *'in  a  complete  suit  of  gleaming  plate-armour,  with  helmet 
on  her  head  and  long  shield  over  her  body,"  a  style  of  free-and- 
easy  costume  which,  as  eyenrone  knows,  is  highly  condudYe  to 
sleeping  in  perfect  comfort.  No  wonder  i^ie^/VilMr mistakes  her  for  a 
man-in-armour  out  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  Show,  and  exdaims, 

*'  Ha,  a  Ifarrior,  sore! 
I  scan  with  wonder  bis  form  I " 


(I  was  scanning  with  wonder  the  yerses,— but  jpossoiM /)— he  con- 
tinues :— 

"His  haughty  head 
U  pressed  by  the  helm!  " 

This  at  fbrst  sight  looks  nautical ;  and  therefore  his  next  question 
is,  **  Can  I  speak  to  the  man  at  the  wheel  P"  He  decides  that,  as 
the  sleepinff  warrior  **heaTeth  his  breast,"  and  *'  is  hesTily  breath- 
ing," it  will  be  a  humane  act  to  fpre  him  a  little  air.— fwhich  is 
done  in  the  orchestra  whatever  air  there  is], — and  then  Siegfried 
asks  himself  if  it  won't  be  as  well,  or  "  better,  to  open  bis  b]rrme  ?  " 
Those  among  the  audience  who  have  been  carefully  reading  the  trans- 
lation up  to  tliis  point,  here  look  up  and  closely  watch  Siegfried^e 
proceedings,  being  evidently  uncertain  as  to  what  *'  his  bymie  "  may 
be.  Some  oleyer  person  in  Stalls  observes  that  up  to  now,  he  has 
always  thought  that  '*  *  bymie '  was  the  affectionate  diminutive  for 
a  mountain  *  oyme '  in  Scotland."  Which  clever  person  had  evidently 
much  to  learn.  However  the  effect  of  the  operation  for  **  bymie  " 
(which  ought  to  have  been  performed  by  Ihr.  Btbhie  Teo,  ever 
ready  to  rescue  a  fellow-creature  in  diBtress)  is  to  show  that  the 
supposed  Knight  is  a  Lady.  Whereuix>n  Siegfried  with  **  surprise 
and  astonishment  starts  back  "  exclaiming : — 

**  This  is  no  man  I  Burning  enchantment  "~he  meant  **  Bymie- 
ing" — ''charges  my  heart:" — (what  charge  does  a  heart  make  in 
these  circumstances?)— ''nery  awe  falls  on  my  eyesight;"  (bad 
symptoms  these!)— ** My  senses  stagger  and  sway,"— So  he 
swaggers  and  stays. 

It  is  some  time  before  he  can  pull  himself  together,  and  then  the 
"Bewitched  Maiden" 
awakes  and  addresses  him 
bewitchingly.  This  causes 
him  to  be  taken  with  a  fit 
of  "  exalted  rapture,"  while 
the  lady,  on  her  part,  can- 
net  help  being  ''deeply 
stirred." 

After    a    mad    wooinff. 
she   laughs   in    a    "wild 
tmasport  of  passion."  calls 
him  a  "high-minded  boy," 
likewise    ^'  a     blossoming 
hero,"   also   "a  babe   (3 
prowess ; "  all  which  epi- 
thets^ styles  and  titles,  are 
in  quite  the  vein  of  FaUiaff 
addressing     Prince     Hal, 
Then,  in  return,  Siegfried  PJl  \ 
can  hit  on  no  better  com-  vV~"' 
pliment  than  to  style  her  ^::^ 
•'a  Sun"  and  "a  Star." 
Having    thus     exhausted 
their  joint-stock  of   com- 
plimentary     endearments,     Sir  DrurioUnus  Wagnereu»i4  ofieriog  the 
they  throw  themselves  into  Tea-tray-logy  to  his  Patrona. 

each  other's  arms.    On  which  situation  the  Curtain  discreetly  falls. 

All  very  fine  and  large,  of  course.  Orchestra  splendid.  Siegfried 
and  Briinnhiide  recallea  four  times.  Everybody,  including  Mr. 
HA.HLER  the  Conductor,  and  Sir  Auoxrsrns  WAOirzEEirsis,  called 
beforo  Curtain.  Madame  Rosi  Suchkr  had  her  evening  all  to  her- 
self, to  go  wherever  she  liked,  as  she  had  only  to  drop  in  at  the  Opera 
at  11  P.M.,  don  her  armour  in  which  to  appear  before  the  public  at 
midnight,  sing  a  few  sdos,  join  in  a  duet,  and  be  off  the  stage  again 
by  12*30  A.M.  punctually. 

The  EngliBh  translation  will  repay  perusal.  There  are  in  it  some 
reaUy  choice  morsels.  This  subject  must  be  considered  at  the 
earliest  operatunity. 

The  Singinff  Dragon  is  delightful  throughout,  and  his  death  as 
bragic  as  anytnin^  in  Pyramie  and  Thiebe  as  pkyed  by  Bottom  the 
Weaver  4"  Co.,  Limited, 

i9a<t#r<My.— Production  of  the  Hlustrious  Isidobb  ps  Labi's  LigH 
of  Aiia,     So  the  operatic  day,  that  is  8aturde-ay,  finishes  with 
generally-expressed  opinion  that  this  Opera  is  a 
«  Dx-LA-aA-Boom-de-«y ! " 

Eversrthing  soenioally  and  stage-managerially  that  could  be  done 
to  make  The  Light  of  Aeia  brilliant.  Sir  Drubiolahus  haa  done ; 
but,  after  a  first  hearing,  it  strikes  me  that,  reffarded  as  a  work  for 
the  stage,  it  is  a  mero  Night-light  of  Aeia,  wnich,  like  Macbeth^ $ 
"brief  candle,"  will  go  "out,"  and  '*  then  be  heard  no  moro."  If, 
however,  it  be  relegated  to  the  oonoert-hall,  as  a  Cantata,  The  Light 
of  Asia  may  appear  lighter  than  it  does  on  the  boards  of  Covent 
Garden,  whero.  intended  to  be  a  dramatic  Opera,  it  only  recalls  to 
me  the  title  of  one  of  Rudtabd  Kipldto's  stories,  viz..  The  Light 
that  Failed. 


y^ 


A  SuTTOK  Thovoht.— Mr.  CHAVBiBLAiir  can  now  allude  to  Lord 
RosKBBRT  as  "  a  Sutton  person  of  his  aoquaintanoe." 


rson  of  nis  aoquaintanoe." 
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QUESTIONS  AND  ANSWERS. 

Un/aihioiuMe  Mother.  "WHAT  A  swxn  Child  I    How  Ou>  n  sax  t" 

FatkionabU  Uothtr.  "  Well,  bhallt,  it  tou  abx  ooiho  to  abk  tbat  iobt  of  Qvxstiov,  I  'd  bittxh  rhkb  iob  thx  Nvmx  ! ' 


AN  OLD  SONG  REVIVED. 

{A$  sung  by  the  Campion  UUUr  '*  Comique^** 
Colonel  S-nd-rs-n,  to  the  old  turn  i^**J)e 
Groves  of  de  Fool"  wrUUn  ky  '*hanest 
Dide  MiUikin,") 

Whtllaloo  I    If  they  clmive  vm  to  foighting, 

*TiR  QUrfl^lves  who  will  \asA  'em  a  dance, 
Till^  loike  the  Cork  bhovs,  they  're  deloighting, 

Back  again  to  theii*  homes  to  advance  ! 
No  longer  in  heating  such  rebels 

AV'e  '11  take  than  m  baiting  a  bnlL 
How  they  'Q  squake,  in  effeminate  trebles, 

When  Ubter*a  battalions  are  fall  I 

Ri  fol  didder  rd  didder  rol  1 

We  trate  'em  as  loTing  relations  ? 

We  trust  to  the  **  Union  of  Hearts"  P 
We  heed  the  Ghrand  Old  One 's  orati<ms  ? 

We  play  the  Minoritjr's  parts  P 
We  bow  to  the  yoke  of  Tdc  HbaltP 

We  stoop  to  the  Papisthry  role  P 
Faixl  them  who  imagine  it  really 

Most  fancy  that^^Orange"  spells  *'fooL" 
£i  fol  didder  rol  didder  rol  I 

We  oonsint  to  a  sham  Hoose  o'  Commons 

Established  on  oold  College  Green  P 
TheT  fancy  we  're  Radical  mm  'uns ! 

Allayflianoe  we  owe  to  our  Quebv  I 
But  we  're  fly  to  their  thraitoroos  dodges ; 

Onr  loyalty's  edge  would  they  dull  r 
FwitI     We'll  pour  like  a  flood  from  our 
Lodges, 

And  crack  every  *'  National "  skull ! 
Ri  fol  didder  rol  didder  rol ! 

We  're  all  friends  of  Law  and  of  Order, 
But  would  they  wrench  us  from  the  Crown  P 


We  '11  soon  be  a-singing  '*  Boyne  Water,'' 
And  marching  to  *  CrappieSf  lie  down  !  " 
'Tis  we  have  the  Men  and  the  Monev, 
We  don't  want  to  foight,  we^re  quite 
oool. 
But,  by  Jingo,  our  foes  will  look  funnv, 
When  Ulster  turns  out  'gin  Home  Rule  I 
Ri  fol  didder  rol  didder  rol ! 

To-day  in  our  myriads  we  muster. 

Friendly  warning  is  all  that  we  mean. 
About  Solly's  *'  incitement"  Rads  fluster; 

We  're  thrue  to  the  Crown  and  the  Quxsk; 
But  Ulster  no  "pathriot"  shall  sever, 

And  Ulster  no  * '  Pa^ ' '  shall  schooL 
Whillaloo  I    Here 's  the  Union  for  ever, 

And  into  the  Bovne  wid  Home  Rule  I 
Ri  fol  didder  rol  didder  rol  I 

Och!    Here's  to  Dutoh  Williajc  the  Pious ! 

And  here 's  to  YicioiciA  the  Good  I 
If  they  think  we  wonH  foight,  let  'em  try  us ! 

They  mock  at  an  Orangeman's  mood. 
But  once  set  the  Oreen  'gainst  the  Yellow, 

(Wid  no  one  our  ooat-tails  to  pull,) 
And  I  pitv  the  pathriots  who  bellow 
bhoys  •-'---        -- 


(Likebh 


iina  bog 
Ri  fol  did 


for  Home  Rule ! 
ler  rol  didder  rol  I 


Come,  aU  loyal  props  of  the  nation. 

Come  All  up  a  bumper  all  round  I 
Drink  success  to  our  great  federation ; 

With  Brummv  Joe's  blessing  'tis  crowned. 
He  says  we  are  heroes,  right  stingo. 

He  vows  W.  G.  's  an  oM  fool. 
No,  we  donH  want  to  fight,  but,  by  Jingo 

Whin  we  do^it  's  alTup  wid  Home  Rule  I 
Ri  fol  didder  rol  didder  rol  I 

{Left  **  hombinating:' 


A  BACHELOR'S  QIIOWL. 

Oh,  the  beautiful  women,  the  women   of 
andent  days, 
The  ripe  and  the  red,  who  are  done  and 
dead. 
With  never  a  word  of  praise : 
The  rich,  round  Salubs  and  Braurs,  the 
Pollixs  and  Jours  and  Pbuss, 
Who  guarded  their  fame,  and   saw  no 
shame 
Li  walking  in  low-heeled  shoes. 

They  never  shrieked  on  a  platform ;  they 
never  desired  a  vote ; 
They  sat  in  a  row  and  liked  things  slow, 
while  thev  knitted  or  patched  a  coat. 
They  lived  with  nothing  of  Latin,  and  a  jdly 
sight  less  of  Greek, 
And  made  up  their  books,  and  changed 
their  cooks 
On  an  average  once  a  week. 

They  never  ventured  in  hansoms,  nor  dimbed 
to  the  topmost  'bus, 
Nor  talked  with  a  twanjp  in  the  latest  slang ; 
They  left  these  fashions  to  us. 
But,  ah,  she  was  sweet  and  pleasant,  though 
possibly  not  well-read, 
The  excellent  wife  who  cheered  your  life. 
And  vanished  at  ten  to  bed. 

And  it 's  oh'the  pity,  the  pity  that  time  should 
ever  annul 
The  wearers  of  skirts  who  mended  shirts, 
And  never  thought  nurseries  dull. 
For  everything 's  topsy-turvy  now,  the  men 
are  bedded  at  t^ 
While  the  women  sit  ^,  and  smoke  and  sup 
In  the  dAttoiithe  Chickless  Hen. 
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THE  USEFUL  CBICKETEB. 

(^  Candid  Veteran's  Confession,) 

I  AX  rather  a  '*  pootleaome"  bat— 
I  seldom,  indeed,  make  a  ran ; 

Bnt  I  'm  rather  the  gainer  b^  that, 
For  it's  bad  to  work' hard  in  the  sun. 

Asa  "field"  I  am  not  worth  a  jot, 
And  no  one  e^cpeots  me  to  be ; 


My  ran  is  an  adipose  trot. 
My  **  chances  "  I  neyer  can  see. 

I  am  nerer  inyited  to  bowl^  | 

And  though,  p*raps,  this  seems 

In  the  depthB  of  my  mnermost  sool 
I  'ye  a  notion  the  Captain  is  right 


t. 
:e  a 


In  short,  I  may  freelr  admit 
I  am  not  what  yon 'a  call  a  great 
oatch; 
But  yet  my  initials  are  writ 
In    the    book    against    eyery 
match  I 


For  althongh—ay,  and  there  is 
the  rub— 
I  am  fortjr  and  ranning  to  fat, 
I  have  made  it  all  right  with  the 
aub. 
By  presenting  an  Ayerage  Bat ! 


PMVAn  REFLECTIONS  OF  THE  PUBLIC  ORATOR  AT  CAMBRIDCL 

(As  reeardsd  by  Mr.  Punch's  Pateni  Phmograph.) 

Dbadlt  bnnness.  this  Latin  joking.  One  speech  is  bad  enough, 
but  fifteen  are  absolutelyorashing.  Still  it  must  be  done.  Shade  ox 
CiGKRO,  befriend  me  I    Here  goes : — 

**  What  on  earth  can  I  say  about  the  DuKi  of  Eddtbuboh  ? 
Mustn't  oflhnd  these  blessed  Boyalties.  Am  told  they  never  take 
kindly  to  jokes.  Let  me  we,  he  serred  on  the  Euryalus  (query? 
ought  I  to  bring  in  Aunt).  TniTelled  a  great  deal — mtdtorum  vuUt 
ei  urhes.  Mem,  Work  this  up.  By  the  way,  Alfexd  's  his  name. 
Bring  in  Alfsid  and  the  cakes.  Alfbsd  thrashed  Danes.  Pbihce 
or  Walks  married  a  Dane.  To  be  worked  up.  Sailor-Prince:  mem. 
O  navis  referent^  etc.  See  alsoYnteiL's  description  of  storm*  Prince 
^ys  fiddle.  Mi^t  say  that  VneiL  was  poet  quem  tncina  Cremonte 
Maniua  gemtU,  Did  this,  years  ago,  for  old  Joachdc,  but  can  use  it 
again.  I^^erer  mind  the  va  mmtWm  miser€B  vieina  Cremona. 
Prince  won't  know  about  that.  What 's  the  best  Latin  for  Admiral  ? 
Daughter  betrothed  to  Crown  Pbihcx  of  Boumavia.  Can  get  in 
Eonun  legionaries.    Ripping !  I 

Nobthbbooe's  fairly  easy.  Oxford  man.  Mustn't  mention  he 
only  got  Second  Class.  Nerer  mind,  India  will  pull  me  through. 
Conquests  of  ALOUumsR,  and  all  that  sort  of  thi^.  Must  look  up 
BuDTASD  KiPLnre  for  latest  tips.  Dusky  brothers  (Uueij,  sub-fusei 
Jraires  f)  good  Academical  joke  this ;  sure  to  fetch  the  yick-Chak- 
ciLLOB.    Pity  the  Chajtcillor's  so  poor  in  Latin. 

CxAirBBOOK  next  Bother  all  these  brooks  I  He 's  a  Viscount  (Ftctf- 
Comee  ns  Ckavbxook).  Lord  President  of  Council ;  looks  after  edu- 
cation. That  'U  do  it.  Who's  this  fool  that  has  sent  a  post-card 
asking  me  to  saT  something  about  JEdueatio  hberaf  Num  est  tuus 
servus  earns  ut  nane  remjaeiat  f 

HzHRT  J  AXIS.  Dear  me !  No  XJniyersitT  education.  Must  refer 
to  CiCBSO  as  a  barrister.  SoUeUor  Oeneralis  doesn't  sound  ri^ht  some- 
how. Refused  to  be  Lord  Chancellor.  Mem.  Get  good  joking  Latin 
for  Woolsack.     Factory  and  Workshops  Act  must  see  me  through 

JossPH  CHAXBKBLAnr.    Hard  nut  to  crack.    Om't  say  I  like  him 

myself.    Birmmghamia  deeus :  eivium  consensu  ter What  the 

dickens  is  Mayor  in  Latin  ?  Did  anvbody  make  screws  in  ancient 
Rome  ?  Mem.  Work  up  orchids  and  ey^lass.  Una  cum  Cancel- 
lario  nostro  sent  grandi  restHU.  Absolutely  no  literary  distinction. 
Still,  he 's  ffot  a  son  who  was  a  Cambridge  man.  Must  get  in  a  sIt  dig 
at  OsGAB  Bbowniko  and  East  Worcestershire,  Something  about 
old-age  pensions.    Bah,  I  hate  the  job  I 

JoHK  lioRLET.  Humph  I  Delicate  ground.  Home  Rule 's  got  to 
be  skimmed  over.  Only  consistent  flome-Ruler  of  the  lot  («t5i 
etmetat).  Books  by  the  dozen  {Juddue  ordo^  etc.),  French  Revolu- 
tion (res  nova),  i^ent  reformer  {res  renovanda  radidtus).  Ought 
to  drag  in  impiger^  iracundus,  tnexorahilis  acer,  Bettcor  not,  on 
second  thoughts. 

That 's  enough  for  one  moniing.  Polish  off  the  rest  to-morrow. 
Mem.  WxBflTXS  won  two  miles  against  Oxford  {duo  milHa  pas- 
suum  :  Oxomensibus  triumphatus^  and  a  few  japes  about  Isthmian 
flrames.  Must  fetch  them).  Remember  to  give  Bobt  one  or  two  for 
himself  over  his  Latin  grammar.  Mostly  wrong.  He  'd  better  stic^ 
to  making  reels  of  cotton.    Sxelkt  and  the  others  can  wait. 

Ms.  Habdup  lately  came  into  a  large  fortune,  and  changed  his 
name  to  Skattkbkabh.  He  has  started  a  coach,  and  drives  four 
duns.  "  The  duns  used  always  to  be  after  me,"  says  he ;  '*  now  I  'to 
got  'em  before  me.    It 's  a  pleasant  reminder  of  unpleasant  times." 


KENSINGTON  GARDENS. 
{In  the  Summer  Evenings,  after  Eight.) 

As  theyare,  always. — Closed.  Within,  a  solitary  policeman, 
moiling.  Without,  the  jaded  citizens,  gasping  on  a  dusty  road,  and 
gazing  through  the  iron  railings  at  the  cool  frroyes  within.  A 
mile  away,  or  nearer,  some  military  bands  (paid— by  whom? — no 
matter— ultimately  by  tax-payers,  who  don't  get  much  for  their 
money),  bored  to  death  for  lack  of  work,  and  any  number  of  charitable 
institutions  spending  half  their  funds  in  adyertiring  for  more. 

As  they  might  &,  sometimes. — Open.  At  the  gate  energetio 
policemen  taking  the  shillings  of  eager  citizens  who  crowd  in  to  sit 
and  smoke  in  the  cool  groves,  lighted  by  inexpensive  Chinese 
lanterns,  and  to  listen  to  the  music  of  the  military  bands,  now  alert, 
cheerful  and  occupied.  Scattered  through  the  cool  groves  a  few 
energetic,  but  unobtrusive,  pdioemen,  seeing  that  everyone  be- 
haves as  quietly  as  at  the  Fisheries  or  the  Healtheries.  And  (the 
next  morning)  any  number  of  charitable  institutions  receiving  the 
shillings  thus  virtuously  and  profitably  spent. 


SYLLOGISMS  OF  THE  STUMP. 

{StUded^and  condensed— from  recent  PlaXform  **  Arguments.") 

Therb  is  no  principle,  no  precedent,  no  reason  why,  if  the  majorify 
desire  anything,  a  L^g^isiative  sanction  should  not  be  given  to  their 
decision. 

The  majority  in  Ireland  desire  Home  Rule. 

Therefore^  it  would  be  an  outrage  to  the  minority  to  give  Legis- 
lative sanction  to  that  desire. 

The  influence  of  Women  in  politics  must  be  elevating  and  refining. 

That  influence  can  be  most  effectively  and  legitimately  exercised 
by  and  through  possession  of  the  Electoral  Franchise. 

Therefore  it  would  unsex  and  degrade  women  to  give  them  the 
Parliamentary  vote. 

It  is  useless  to  receive  a  deputation  (say,  upon  Eight  Hours'  Day 
legislation)  unless  you  '*  mean  business'' 
in  that  matter. 

I  do  not  mean  business  in  that  matter 
—at  present. 

Therefore  I  shall  be  delighted  to 
receive  the  deputation. 

Liberal  Legislation  is  bad  for  the 
country. 

The  inresent  (Government  has  success- 
fully accomplished  more  Liberal  Legis- 
lation than  any  of  its  predecessors. 

Therefore  the  country  should  vote  for 
the  present  Government, 

The  Gladstone  Government  of  1880 
made  many  serious  mistakes. 

I  was  a  leading  Member  of  that 
Government. 

Therefore  you  cannot  go  wrong  in 
following  me  now. 

Mr.  C.  made  a  ft1«mliinp  attack  on  Lord 
R.,  and  addressed  to  him  certain  awkward  questions  and  posing 
arguments  to  which  he  is  bound  to  attempt  an  answer. 

liord  R.  made  a  dashing  rejoinder  to  Mr.  C,  and  devoted  the  whole 
of  his  speech  to  answering  Mr.  C.'s  questions  and  arguments. 

Therefore  Lord  R.  showed  bad  taste  and  temper,  and  wasted  his 
own  time  and  the  public's. 

I  have  altered  my  opinion  of  manjr  men  since  1885. 

Many  men  have  altered  their  opinion  of  me  since  that  same  date. 

Therefore  they  are  either  fickle  fools  or  idolatrous  items. 

I  followed  mv  Leader  until  1881. 
Some  follow  him  still. 

Therefore  either  they  don't  know  what  they  do,  or  don't  mean 
what  they  say. 

If  any  logical-minded  reader  should  object  that  these  so-called 

SrUogisms  are  not  really  syllogisms  at  all,  we  should  agree  with  him. 
ut  then  they  are  not  only  the  brief  and  formal  expression  of  lonr- 
winded  so-called  ar^rnments,  which  are  not  really  arguments  at  all, 
but  which,  veiled  in  floods  of  verbiage,  are  duly  presented  to  the 

Sblic,  from  platform  and  Press,  as  though  they  really  were  so. 
bra/.— The  dear  analysis  of  stumi>-oratory  generally  takes  the 
form  of  a  reductio  ad  abeurdum. 


Going  to  the  Country  with  a 
On-. 


MmrAL  AnvxBTiBBMXKT  BT  THE  CoxTBT  JxsTSB.— At  the  Shaftcs- 
bury  Theatre  is  announced  A  Play  in  Little.  At  the  Court  they 
might  announce  a  Litti.1  in  a  Plav.  [N.B.— For  explanation  see 
'^    '       *  --    -    .  fittle  in  any  play.      OVltT 


Cast  under  Clock.]    Just  now,  very  uttle  in  any  play. 


398 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHAEIVARL 


[Jura  18,  1899. 


A   DiSTINCTIGN   WITH   A   DIFFERENCE. 

MistrtiB  (to  applicant  for  sUuaiion,  who  has  been  diimisisd  firom  ker  lad  place),  "  So  Tou  'rx 
JUST  Lirr?    Didn't  totte  Situatiok  suir  tou?" 

JfoftAo.  "Ob  tes,  'M.  Situation  sooted  mi  ybetwsll.  It  wai^  ice,  Muk,  as  didn't 
BOOT  THE  Situation  ! " 


Proii  a  Lahore  Paper.—**  Pitneh^**  the 
writer  ought  to  have  said  **  Mr.  Punch,^'— 
**  possesses  a  batterv  of  guns,  and  maintaiiis 
a  standing:  arm/  of  1,200  men."  Qroite  oor- 
rect.  Wonderful  how  they  get  the  news  ont 
there.  The  guns  fire  a  hundred  jokes  per 
minnto ;  all  killing  ones.  The  standing  army  do 
the  thing  well,  and  will  stand  anything  (well- 
ioed)  to  all  friends  within  reasonahle  limits, 
under  oommand  of  Mr,  Punchy  President. 


Veet  Natural. —Mrs.  Brown  Potter, 
tired  of  i)la>ing  a  Hero,  is  now  coming  out 
as  a  Heroine  hefore  the  ChaiTdshury  Theatre 
is  shut  up. 


Rod  and  River  is  the  title  of  a  useful 
hook  about  fly-fishing  (it  only  needs  **  fly- 
leaves  "  for  notes  to  inake  it  perfect),  written 
bv  a  Mijor  bearing  the  appropriate  name  of 
riSHER.  One  note  he  might  append  for  the 
benefit  of  intending  Etonians,  that  those 
who,  not  having  "passed"  their  swimmimr 
examination,  venture  to  go  on  the  **river» 
are  in  danger  of  the  **  rod?' 

Mrs.  RAXwastdd  that  Mr.  Josefh  Csaic- 
BEELAnr  is  a  giant  in  intelleot.  She  said, 
'*!  don't  know  much  about  intelleot,  but 
he  must  be  a  very  biff  giant  to  earry  an 
orchard  in  his  buttcnhole.'* 


OIJONT.! 

[Ati  Odetoifu  Modem  Flora,) 

Oh,  Flora,  fair  Ck^iddess  of  Flowers,  skies 
brighten,  the  gs  ardens  an  riowing, 

And  lol  'tis  the  s^fesion  of  Flower  Shows. 
wh«neverythinff?Mems*'All-a-blowing!  ' 

And  what  the  die  kens  you  've  been  up  to 
with    the   dicL^V^isry,    I'm  dashed  if 


^^'c 


there's  any  possiuSi^  of  knowing. 


mv, 

ith 


it  11 
the 


n't  a 
floral 


lean  do 


Talk  about  **yolapQok." 

oiroumstanoe  compared  wit 
goddess's  crack-jaw. 

I've  been  trying  to  read  the  account  cf  a 
Flower  Show  to  my  wife.  Kow,  at 
patter-songs  I've  a  slick  tongue  and 
slack  jaw. 

a  do  '*John  JFeUingUm  fTsOff"  pretty 
patlv;  but  to  read  through  a  hortioul- 
tural  article 

Would  give  an  alligator  instantaneous 
tetanus;  and  of  m«afi«ii|f  the  words  seem 
to  have  no  particle. 

I  ahouldlike  to  be  introduced,  in  its  Bomean 
home,  to  the  glorious  plant  called  Ccslo 
Dyana. 

But  fancy  a  foetman  having  to  announce 
Madame  SPATHoeLoim  KnniALUAVA  I 

Odont  Uro-Skinneri  eounde  like  something 
medical  and  epdennio,  but  then  we  're 
informed  that  its  sepali  and  petals 

Are  **  reticulated  in  tender  brown  and  broad 
rosy-mauve,"  which  .immediately  sends 
one**  off  the  metals." 

The  Masdevallias  may  be  a  respectable 
family^  though  I  should  not  care  to 
marry  into  it. 

But  **the  hybrid  M.  Mundyana  represent- 
ing M.  VeitchiixM.  Ignea"  (though  **a 
wonderfully  glowing  orange"  by  all 
accounts),  sounds  so  ezceeoingly  mixed 
and  mongrel  that  I  'd  certeinly  esdhewit. 

**  A  noble  Catt:  Gigas"  mnmde  rather  aristo- 
•ratio :  **  Catt:  Jaoomb,"  I  suppose,  is  a 
sort  of  a  relative; 

But  Od.  Citrosmumi  sounds  awfuUy  odd,  and 
is  not  my  notion  of  a  reassuring  ap- 
pellative. 

And  what  are  you  to  make  of  Odont  crisp. 
SanderK,  which,  whomsoever  **  Bandera  " 
may  be,  /don't  wan't  to  **  crisp"  him : 

**  A  sport  of  nature  unequalled "  they  call 
him.  and  no  doubt  his  name  is,  for  I  can 
neither  clearly  articulate,  stutter  or  lisp 


I  've  not  a  doubt  that,  whoever  he  is,  he  is 

probably  liked  and  considered  by  some  a 

gem. 
Gyp.  Chamberlainianum  has  a  political  sound, 

and  has  a  strong   savour  of  a  floral 

Brummagem. 

And  th^  comes  **  Odont.  vex.  Bleui  splen- 
didissimum,"  which  sounds  like  an 
appeal  for  **  Tito  Lovely  Blue  Ef/eeV 

But  if  it  means  something  entirely  different, 
I  shall  hear  it  without  the  smallest 
surprise. 

In  fact,  lookinr  further,  I  find,  it's  '*an 
artificial  hybrid  from  Odont.  vexillarium 
X  Odont.  Boezlii."    That 's  a  staggerer. 

But  Dend.  phal»nopsis  Sohrodene  Dellense 
is  a  still  biffger  horticultural  swaggerer. 

0.  Coradenei  I  lixewise  0.  Crispum  I  I  only 
wish  that  your  (Godmother,  Flora, 

Would  insist  upon  shorter  and  more  intel- 
ligible names  for  her  modem  o&pring. 
Bv  bright  Aurora, 

I  can^t  go  on  worshipping  at  your  fiwal 
shrine  if  the  ritual  is  polvglot  gibberiah, 
and  what's  more,  I  won't.  Ma'am. 

In  the  word  (queerlf  spelt)  of  which  you 
Mild,  I  eamestlv  say,  Flower 

la'amllJoQl^^ 


Ooddeas,  Odont.  Ma'i 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTBD  FROM  THS  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 
Thursday,  June  9.— The  greBt  stren^li  of  the  Liberal  Party  lies 
in  its  illimitable  resources  of  Leadership.  When  in  ordinary  times 
Mr.  G.  is  away,  there  is  either  the  Squibs  op 
Malwood  or  JoHK  MoBLET  to  take  his  place. 
Now,  in  these  last  days  of  dying  Parliament, 
the  Squire  follows  Mr.  G.'s  leadership  even  to 
extent  of  stopping  away  from  House.  John 
MoBLET  been  nere  for  short  while  to-night, 
but  as  soon  as  he  saw  House  comfortably  in 
Committee  he.  too,  departed.  Seemed  as  if 
Opposition,  thus  deserted,  would  stagger 
bundly  on  till  it  fell  in  some  ditch.  At 
critical  moment  Bobbt  Spxkckb  quietly  ap- 
peared on  scene;  naturally  and  irresistibly 
dropped  into  seat  of  Mr.  G.  on  otherwise 
almost  empty  front  Bench.  No  sounding  of 
drums  or  braying  of  trumpets.  Bobbt  quietly 
walks  up,  brush- 
ing past  Atheblt 
Joins  standing  at 
the  Bar,  and  takes 
his  proper  place. 

Effect  upon 
House  instant  and 
soothing.  Prince 
Abtbub  looks  up 
relieved.  No  one 
more  interested  in 
presence  of  strong 
hand  on  the  rein 

the  House.    Business  immediately  set- 
tles down  to  even  and  rapid  pace.    It 

is  ^nerally  understood  that  Bobbt  is 

desirous  that  the  Goyemment  shall  have 

eyerr  assistance  giyen  them  in  disposing 

of  the  remaining  business.     Alphbus 

Glsophas  shows  nimself  a  little  restiye. 

Here  is  a   great   opportuni^  fleeting 

past ;   yote  after  yote  put  from  Chair 

agTjeed  to  almost  as  rapidly  as  it  can  be 

recited.    After  half-a-dozen  haye  been 

galloped  through,  Alphevs  C^bophas 

moyes  uneasily  in  his  seat.    Anxiously 

watches  the  youthful  figure  seated  on 

front  Bench.  Bang  goes  another  Mi11i«wi, 

Alphbus  Cleophas  can  sit  it  no  longer ;  Jumps  up  and  wants  to  know 

something.     Bobbt,  half-turning,  regards  him  with  graye  eyes. 

Speaks  no  word,  but  Ax- 
PHEUS  Cleophas  knows  what 
is  passing  through  bis  mind ; 
his  fluent  speech  falters; 
presently  he  sits  down,  shri- 
yelled  up,  as  it  were,  under 
the  reproachful  glance  of 
the  new  Leader.  Thus  the 
hours  pass,  and  the  yotes  too, 
till  by  midnight  all  the  money 
is  yoted  for  the  Nayy,  and 
whole  blocks  of  Ciyil  Seryice 
Estimates  haye  been  passed. 
Businesi  done.  —  Supply 
yoted  with  both  hands. 

-FWcfay.— Army  Estimates 
on  in  Committee  of  Supply. 
Ghither  from  ^enend  oonyer- 
sation  that  things  are  awf  uL 
Fbassb,  y.C,  says  they  are 
going  to  the  dogs.  Walter 
Babttelot  '*  going,"  as  he 
sometimes  asks  permission  to 
do,  **one  step  farther,"  says 
they 'ye  gone.  Staithope 
eyidently  electing  an  as- 
sault on  his  Department, 
brought  in  with  him  a  stout 
stick.     When  Julius  'Av- 

KIBAL    PiCTOir    got   up    jUSt 

now,  and  gaye  a  orief  rSeunU 
of  the  operations  in  which  his  great  ancestor  defeated  Flamibius 
and  SEBymuB  at  the  Lake  of  Thnuymenus:  pretty  to  see  how 
StakhOPe  almost  inyoluntarily  made  a  pass  at  nim  with  the  stick. 


<* Question!    Question  I' 


Poltalloch. 


'^Question  I  Question  I "  oried  Stuabt  Wobtlxt,  from  behind  the 
Speakeb's  chair. 

*'  This  w  the  question,"  retorted  J.  A.  P.,  *'  or  it  is  at  least  leading 
me  np  to  it.  I  am  about,  Mr.  Coubtztet,  to  show  how,  suppoeing  the 
War  Office  at  Carthage  had  been  managed  on  the  same  principles  as 
those  which  goyem  the  conduct  of  the  Right  Hon.  (Gentleman,  mr 
illustrious  ancestor,  instead  of  routing  the  enemy,  would  haye  flea 
from  the  face  of  Flamdous,  scuttled  off  before  SEByiLius,  and 
would  neyer  haye  liyed  to  yanquish  Yabbow  at  CannsB." 

'*  You  rather  had  Stabhope  there,"  said  Poltalloch  meeting 
J.  A.  P.  in  the  Lobby  afterwards,  and  shouting  down  at  him  a  few 
words  of  hearty  encouragement. 

Bunneu  done, — ^Another  gallop  through  the  Votes. 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 

Deab  Mb.  Pukch,  Phantom  Lodge^  Aeeoi^ 

Hebe  I  am  once  more  at  Asoot— beloyed  of  Women  and 
Millinenl  Aeeot^  I  mean,  not  myself^  as  I'm  thankful  to  lay 
women  don't  like  me— Miluners  don't  count  as  women,  of  ooune, 
being  soyerr  liberal-minded;  and  that's  the  advantage  of  being 
"  somebody,"  and  haying  a  figure— you  can  get  all  your  gowns  on 
the  condition  of  telling  eyery- 
one  (in  strict  confidence)  who 
''built"  them  I  I  had  a  most 
fatiguing  day  yesterday,  as, 
after  amying,  I  had  to  show 
the  Baroness  all  my  Ascot 
**  confections,"  and  I  made 
the  poor  dear  quite  jealous, 
which,  of  course^  yexed  me, 
as  she  is  quite  my  dearest 
friend!  I  was  much  grati- 
fied to  see  my  protest  against 
these  '*gloye  contests"  so 
admirably  and  cleyerly 
''seconded"  (I'm  afraid 
that's  a  fighting  expression) 
by  one  of  your  wonderful 
Artiste  in  Blaiok-and- White  (black  and  blue  it  miffht  haye  well  been 
on  this  occasion)— thoufh,  by  the  way,  he  must  haye  been  present 
himself,  or  he  wouldn't  naye  seen  how  ashamed  of  his  own  face  eyery 
man  was  I  We  shall  haye  the  dear  wretches  wearing  yeils  next,  I 
suppoeel 

On  eyery  hand  I  hear  great  complaints  of  the  " moderate  lot"  oar 
English  Three-year-olds  haye  turned  out;  and  the  Yioomte  De 
Fosse-Tebbe  (a  descendant  of  the  historical  Queeb  of  NAyABBs) 
quite  upset  our  dinneir-party  last  night  by  claiming  immense 
superiority  for  the  French  horses  of  the  same  age— why  should  tUs 
be  ?— I  don't  consider  the  Franch  ahead  of  us  in  politeness,  so  why 
should  they  be  so  in  breeding  ?  Howeyer.  the  fact  remains,  that  no 
English  Horse  will  run  in  the  French  Derby  this  year  I 

Lord  SroBEHEBOE  tells  me  we  may  exx>ect  the  '^  Dissolution"  raij 
shortly,  and  I  'm  sure  the  poor  MemWs  must  be  glad  of  it,  for  this 
weather  makes  one  long  todissolye— tboufh  I  must  say  it  seems  to  me 
an  absurd  time  to  choose,  as  it  will  stop  the  Season  and  upset  erery- 
body's  arrangements !  These  things  will  be  better  managed  when  we 
get  a  "  House  of  Peeresses  "  at  the  head  of  affaira— and  that  is  only 
a  question  of  time,  I  feel  sure  I 

But  now  to  glance  at  the  Asoot  Programme— it  is  such  a  lengthy 
and  important  one,  that  a  mere  glance  will  be  quite  sufficient  for 
me,  whereas  a  man  would  study  the  thing  for  a  week  and  then  know 
nothing  about  it !  I  will  just  mention  a  few  horses  that  myreaden 
will  do  well  to  "  keep  their  eye  on,"  that  is  if  they  can— for  reaUy  at 
Asoot  one  does  not  pay  much  attention  to  the  races— and  in  conclu- 
sion I  will  giye  my  "^one-horse  selection"  for  the  Uut  in  the  Gold 
Cup.  The  expression  '*  one-horsed."  is,  I  beHeye,  generally  used  con- 
temptuously, but  it  must  senre  till  I  find  time  to  think  out  another, 
which  is  impossible  at  present,  as  the  luncheon-gong  has  just  sounded, 
and  I  haye  yidons  of  a  lobster-salad  and  iced  Sock-Cup !  And  now 
to  prophesy P  On  the  "  Queen's  Birthday?'  a  "  Sprightly"  '*  Bme- 
eaneer**  gaye  an  '*  Order'*  to  attack  '^JTar^Iwir,"  captured  the 
town,  and  at  the  end  of  the  ''Come^  "  paid  the  "  BiU!  " 

Youn  deyotedly,  Ladt  Gat. 

Gold  Cup  Tip. 

The  bloom  on  the  leaf  of  a  fint-rate  cigar 
Is  expressed  by  the  trade  as  *'  Flor  fina," 

But  the  sight,  to  a  racing-man,  finer  by  far 
Is  the  bloom  of  the  mare  "  Caterina  I " 


Good  News ! I—"  Apprehended  Great  Cyclone!"  So  ran  the 
heading  of  a  paragraph  in  the  Daily  Telegraph  last  Friday.  We 
trust  this  turbulent  person  once  apprehended,  will  be  sentenced  and 
imprisoned. 


^  VOnOB-^B^eoted  Cknamnnieatioas  or  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  DrawiagSt  or  Pistms  of  aaj  dMniplim»  vOL 
S!!Jl^i?f?v^..!^l?'^'  ^^  *^^  ^^^  aeeompanied  by  a  Stamped  and  Addressed  Sayelofs,  Cof«r.  or  Wrapper,   to  this  nk 
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"VERSAILLES"    IN    LEICESTER  SQUARE. 

(Or,  the  New  Ballet  at  the  Empire^  as  it  appears  through 
Mr,  Punch's  Pince-Tiex.) 
Tableait  L-  The  Park  at  Yersailles.  "  Oard&ners,*^  according  to 
the  '*  Argament"  suijplied  with  programmes,  **are  seen  busily 
preparing  for  the  arrival  of  King  Louis  the  Fourteenth  and  Am 
Court,**  n  tickling  the  gravel  gently  with  hrooms,  and  depositing 
one  petal  a^piece  in  large  baskets  is  *' busily  preparing,"  they  are. 
The  Gardeners,  feeling  that  they  have  done  a  very  fair  afternoon's 
work,  dance  a  farandole  in  sabots,  after  which  Ladies  and  Cavaliers 
arrive  and  prepare  to  dance  too ;  the  Cavaliers  select  their  partners  by 
chasing  them  on  tiptoe,  the  Ladies  ran  backwards,  and  coyly  slap 
their  f avonrites'  faces  with  bonqnets.  Here,  according  to  Argument, 
'*  refreshments  are  served  by  Pages**  Don't  see  any ;  these 
particular  Pages  seem  to  have  been  cut.  Dance  foUows:  the 
ricomte  Raoul  de  Bragelonne  arrives,  but  stands  apart,  taking  no 
part  in  the  dance,  and  looking  melancholy.  Fancy  he  is  wishing  he 
had  learnt  dancing  in  his  boyhood,  or  else  waiting  for  the  refresh- 
ments to  be  servea.  On  referring  to  Argument,  bo  we  ver,  dii^over 
that  **  his  mind  is  occupied  by  thoughts  ofXouise 
de  LavalUere^  who  was  betrothed  to  him  m  her 
childhood,^*  Stapid  not  to  see  this  for  oneself. 
So  obvious.^  Enter  Louise,  Think  Raoul  in- 
forms her  in  pantomime  that  one  of  the  bows 
on  her  dress  has  ''come  undone;"  she  rewards 
him  for  this  act  of  politeness  by  taking  the  bow 
off  and  pinning  it  on  his  breast  Raoul  not 
satisfied,  pleads  for  another,  to  put  on  his  hat. 
Louise  refuses,  can't  ruin  ner  new  frock  like 
that  for  him.  Find  I  'm  wrong  again.  Argu- 
ment says,  '*  he  implores  her  to  fuf/U  the  wish 
of  his  own  and  their  parents*  hearts  by  naming 
the  nuptial  day,  Louise  is  confused,  and  bids 
him  wait.**  He  retires  brokenhearted,  in  search 
of  the  refreshments,  and  the  Cavaliers,  with 
whom  a  very  little  dancing  on  gravel  and  a  warm 
afternoon  goes  a  long  way,  retire  with  him.  The 
ladies,  left  alone,  **now  freely  express  their 
opinions  on  the  merits  of  their  late  companions,** 
which  seems  natural  enough.  Louise  dissents; 
doesn't  see  anjrthing  particularly  rude  in  their 
conduct,  "  Cavaliers  are  like  that—frt//  rush  off 
for  refreshments  alone  after  every  dance  and 
leave  their  partners."  At  least,  that's  how  I 
understood  her.  Missed  the  point  again.  Align- 
ment informs  me  she  has  been  answering. 
**abrupthf  that  the  Sun  (metming  the  Xing) 
absorbs  her  whole  soul,  and  that  she  has  no 
thouahts^  to  bestow  on  mere  planets**  She  said 
all  tnat  in  a  shake  of  the  head  and  two  shrugs, 
so  *'abraptly"  is  guito  the  right  word.  Other 
ladies  annoyed  with  her,  and  show  it  by  walk- 
ing past  and  waggling  their  fin^rs  in  her  face, 
which  appears  to  depress  Loutse  considerably. 
Then  they  go  out,  after  the  Cavaliers,  or  the 
refreshments.  Meanwhile  Louis  the  Fourteenth 
has  entered  at  the  back  and  overheard  alL 
He  knows  what  the  shake  and  shrugs  meant, 
and  smiles  and  nods  knowingly  to  himself. 
**  Oh,  I  am  an  irresistible  Monarch,  J  am  I " 
he  seems  to  be  saying.  ''I'll  follow  this  up. 
down  with  a  fixed  smile  on  his  face. 


<"  He  swells  visibly." 


dog  he  is,  and  pats  his  chest  iMissionatol^  at  her.  Louise  a 
"Don't  go  away."  says  Louis m  pantomime.  "I  say,  tbe 
arbour  in  that  shrubbery,— let's  go  and  sit  in  it— ob.'" 


So  he  struts 

like  the  impudent  youne 

Louise  startled. 

there  's  an 

,    go  and  sit  in  it— do!**    Louise 

undecided;  tries  to  excuse  herself.  "Earwiggy?  not  a  bit  of 
it  I "  Louis  assures  her  (he  wouldn't  be  so  ccmfident  about  it  if  he 
had  seen  his  Chirdeners  at  work) ;  "  cotne  along ! "  Louise  still 
timid ;  suggests  spiders.  Louis  vows  that  no  spider  shall  harm  her 
while  he  lives  to  protect  her,  and  draws  her  gently  towards  the 
shrubbery ;  he  does  this  several  times,  but  on  each  occasion  her 
dread  of  insects  returns,  and  she  recoils  shrinldn^.  The  King  puts 
his  arms  round  her  to  give  her  courage,  and  at  this  instant,  Raoul  de 
Bragelonne  returns,  sees  the  back  of  someone  embracing  the  maiden 
who  was  betrothed  to  him  in  childhood  draws  his  sword— and  re- 
cognises his  Sovereign.  "Whew!"  nis  expression  says  plainlv 
enough.  "  Now  I  have  put  my  foot  in  it  nicely  I "  He  takes  off  his 
hat  uid  apologises  profusely ;  out  Louis  is  indignant.  What 's  the 
use  of  being  a  Roi  Soleil  if  you  can't  ask  a  lady  of  your  Court  to  sit 
in  an  arbour  without  being  interrupted  like  this  f  He  swells  visibly, 
and  intimates  that  he  will  pay  Raoul  out  for  this  in  various  hi{[hly 
unpleasant  ways.  Louise  kneels  to  him  for  pardon.  Louis  subsides 
mdually,  but  still  shows  the  whites  of  his  eyes ;  finally  he  tells 
Jtaoul  to  be  off .  Raoul  is  submissive— only  wants  to  know  where 
ho's  to  {^  to.    Louis  pointe  to  Heaven,  evidently  regal  politeness 


forbids  him  to  indicate  any  other  place.  Raoul  goes  off  perplexed,  and 
no  wonder.  Then,  as  the  Argument  explains,  "  a  trumpet-call  is 
heardt**  and  Louise  "  beunldered,**  perhaps  because  it  is  the  signal  to 
go  and  dress  for  dinner,  escafies  to  the  palace ;  and  Louis,  feeling 
that  the  arbour  is  only  a  question  of  time,  follows.  Then  Musketeers 
come  off  duty  and  get  up  an  assault-at-arms,  until  their  careful 
captain,  afraid  that  they  wHl  hurt  themselves  with  those  nasty 
swords,  orders  them  to  stc^,  and  the  First  Tableau  is  over. 

Tableau  11. — Rich  hangrings  have  fallen  close  to  the  footlighte,  to 
represent  an  '*  Ante-room  in  the  Palace."  Attendante  bring  on  two 
diessing-tables.  Enter  the  two  principal  danseuses,  who  are  about 
to  dress  for  the  Grand  Ballet,  when  LuUi,  the  Composer,  and 
PrSvot,  the  Maitre  de  dance  du  Roi,  come  in  and  very  inconsi- 
derately propose  a  rehearsal,  which  of  course  must  be  an  undress  re- 
hearsal—then and  there.  Tliis  not  unnaturally  pute  both  the  ladies 
out  of  temper;  they  [object  to  the  ballet-skirte  supplied  by  the 
Management  as  skimpy,  and  one  of  them  throws  up  her  part,  which 
almost  reduces  LuUi  to  tears.  The  other  undertakes  it  at  a  moment's 
notice,  whereupon  the  first  lady  tries  to  scratch  her  eyes  out,  and  then 
htt3  a  fit  of  hy rtericB.  Both  ladies  hii  ve  liysti±noi .  A  bell  rin its  and .  sud- 
denly rememberitjR-  that  a  Koyal  Ante- 
room in  rather  a  puMic  place.to  dress  in, 
they  catch  up  the  ballet-.^kirta  and  tltie. 
Attendants  letnore  the  dreeaing- tables. 
TMeau  orer.     Plot  where  it  was. 

T^ULiLiU  1 1  r.  —  Grand  Reception 
Room  in  the  Palace.  Enter  the  Q,iieen, 
flulky,  be<!au«e  L&tiis  baa  taken  ail  the 
Pages,  and  only  left  her  a  couple  of 
Chamberlains,  Knter  Louis,  more  im- 
pudent than  ever.  Tbey  take  their  places  on  a 
date;  the  hangings  at  bead  of  a  flight  of  st*?p5  be- 
hind are  withdrawn,  and  the  first  Grand  Ballet 
Divertisaement "  begins*  Louis  frankly  bored, 
kDOwinij  there  's  another  to  come  after  that. 
Ballet  obarminfl'*  but  he  doeta't  deipn  to  g-lanoe 
at  it,  RiTes  all  his  attention  te  a  atuffed  lamb  on 
the  top  of  the  BtepB,  Bevy  after  bevy  of  maidens 
diadosed  behind  hanginge,  each  more  bewitch- 
ing and  (Torgreously  attired  than  the  laat — but 
they  don*t  int^reat  Xoww^— or  else  the  presence 
of  tne  Queen  restrains  himi  lufltmetive  to  note 
the  p2.rtiality  of  the  Corps  de  BaileL  When 
Signorina  us?  Sortis  dancea,  they  are  ao  ov(t- 
oome  that  they  lean  baokwarda  with  outatretched 
arma  in  a  aort  of  semi -swoon  of  delie-ht.  But 
the  other  lady  may  prance  and  whirl  and  nm 
abotit  on  the  points  of  her  toes  till  she  requires 
support,  and  they  merely  retire  up  and  ignore 
her  altogether.  There  is  a  dancing  Si^nor  in 
pearl  grey^  who  supports  first  one  Kignonna  and 
then  the  other  with  the  strietest  impartiality, 
and  tmally  danocfi  with  both  together,  to  show 
that  he  makea  no  distinctions  and  has  no  serious 
intentions*  AU  tbia  time  Louis  has  been  fretting 
more  and  more  restless  ;  now  and  then  he  makes 
B«mi^  remiirk^  cvidtutly  di^.jjar:iu:iug*  to  thcCiiicien. 
who  reoeiyes  it.ooldly .  But  at  last  he  can' t  stand 
it  any  longer. '  "  Call  this  dancing  I  I*ll  show 
'em  how  to  danoe !  **  his  look  says.  **  Where 's 
Louise  P"  And  he  gets  up,  pulls  himself 
together,  and  invites  her  to  come  and  dance  a  minuet  Queen  dis- 
gusted with  him,  but  pretends  not  to  notice.  Louis  goes  through 
minuet  with  extreme  satisfaction  to  himself.  Enter  Page  with  an 
immense  onshicn,  on  which  is  "  a  bracelet  of  great  value**  (Argu- 
ment again).  Queen  excited— thinks  it 's  for  Aer ;  but  Louts  stops 
the  dance,  takes  the  bracelet,  and  gives  it  to  Louise,  **  A  present 
from  Paris.  There,  tfiat's  for  being  a  good  girl— take  it,  and  say 
no  more  about  it."  She  does,  and  they  finish  the  minuet.  Louis, 
on  turning  round  to  the  dais,  discovers  that  the  Queen  has  gone 
away,  which  he  seems  to  think  most  unreasonable  of  heiv-just  when 
he  was  dancing  his  very  best  I  lliere  is  more  ballet,  after  which  the 
King  discovers  that  Louise  is  misdng  too.  Her  Page  comes  on 
andnands  him  a  letter,  which  he  opens  triumphantly.  "  A  rendet- 
votM,  eh?  Never  knew  jewellery  fail  yet  I  How  I  am  carrying  on, 
to  he  sure  I  "  says  his  face.  But,  as  he  reads,  his  eyes  begin  to  roll, 
and  he  has  another  attack  of  swelling.  Then  the  curtains  at  the 
hack  are  withdrawn  again,  and  on  the  top  of  the  steps,  where  the 
stuffed  lambs  were,  he  sees  Louise  de  Lavalliere  in  a  nun's  robe, 
entering  a  Convent.  Louis  can't  believe  it ;  he  thinks  it  must  be 
part  of  the  performance,  though  not  on  the  original  programme. 
As  he  ^oes  nearer  to  see,  the  curtains  close,  open  again— and  there 
is  nothing.  And  the  hajQied  monarch  realises  the  melancholy  truth 
— Louise  has  gone  into  a  nunnery,  without  even  returning  the 
'*  bracelet  of  great  value  ** !  Whereupon  the  Act-drop  mercifully 
falls,  and  veils  his  discomfiture.    And  that 's  all  I 
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HER! 


CapiainMufeL  "Mat  I  tkhtuke  to  hopk  that  you  will  Qvnt  ux  A  Walts  or  QvADULLxt" 

Lady  Sjtarker,  "Oh,  I  'm  bo  borst,  I  'M  ikoaoxd  roB  htxbt  Dahob  1    I  'm  xrgaobd  also  fob  Svpfbb  twicb  ;  but  I  pbomibx 

TOV  FAITHnrLLT  TOV  SHALL  HAYB  MT  ThIBD  GlABB  OF  LBMOKADB  1 " 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 

Dba^  Mb.  Pukch.— Several  people  who  do  not  know  me  bb  the 
writer  of  the  "  Seleotions,"  have  told  me  that  their  took  the  tipahout 
"  Baknaral**  for  the  Manehester  Cup,  bat  backed  it  to  win  uiBtead 
of  to  be  laii—ikemhy  winning  money !— now— of  ooorse  the  last 
thinff  a  tipeter  wiahee,  ia  that  his  jnropheoj  flhoold  torn  out  BUCoesB- 
half  therefore  I  am  delighted  at  the  reault,  as  also  waa  Sir  Mnrrnro 
BlowhdblIu  idio  won  a  good  stake,  and  is  the  only  person  who  knows 
the  BBcret  ox  m^  incognito.  He  congratulated  me  most  heartily  on 
my  success,  i^ch  he  said  was  the  more  wonderful  as  he  knew  the 
owner  did  not  much  fancy  the  horse ! — ^but,  as  I  told  him— if  owners 
of  race-horses  know  as  much  as  some  of  the  public — (to  say  nothing 
of  the  prophetsVythey  would  nerer  lose  the  money  they  do,  and 
would  probably  ffiye  up  racing !  The  selection  was  entirely  my  own 
**  fancy."  I  neiea  scarcely  say,  I  never  a$k  an  owner  anything,  and  if 
he  ydunteers  the  information  that  he  thinks  his  horse  "  has  a  good 
chance,"  I  find  as  a  rule,  it 's  just  as  well  to  "  let  the  horse  run  loose," 
as  they  put  it ;  though  that  is  an  expression  I  never  quite  understood, 
as  I've  never  yet  seen  a  horse  "  run  loose"  in  a  race,  except  on  one 
or  two  occasionB  when  the  jockey  has  been  thrown  at  the  start— which 
now  I  come  to  think  of  it.  may  be  the  origin  of  the  expression  I 

So  Ascot  is  once  morea  departed  glory  I  We  all  shivered  on  Tues- 
dtLjf  got  roasted  on  Wednesday,  were  comfortable  on  Thursday,  and 
resigned  on  Friday— and  on  the  whole  the  toUette  show  was  success- 
ful ;  though  I  fancy*someo^  the  best  gowns  wereheld  over  for  Goodwood 
— ofts  of  mine  was  at  all  events — ^but  my  goodness! — if  only  our 
great  grandmothers  could  have  seen  some  of  our  modem  petticoats! ! 
—more  elaborate  than  any  dres8  they  ever  saw ! — ^but  then,  as  Lord 
Habpkb  Redcltffb  said,  our  great  grandmothers  never  got  off  and 
on  coaches  with  an  admiring  crowd  looking  on,  asfre  have  to  donow- 
a-davs;  and  you  have  to  be  pretty  smart  not  to  get  hung  up  on  the 
wheelB— though  as  Ladv  Habbibit  Ektoucab  said,  *'  my  dear  Ladv 

Gat— what  tit  the  use  of  wearing  all  this  loveliness  unless  one " 

butperhaps  it  will  annoy  her  if  1  tell  what  she  did  say  I 

The  Royal  Hunt  Gup  was  a  beautiful  race,  although  the  winner  was 
BotBuppceedtobetiieDestof  ^'JBwnn'slot;"  but  I  am  told  he  is 


one  of  those  who  "  will  not  do  his  best  at  home."  being  beaten  in  the 
trial— and  after  all,  how  very  human  that  is— for  how  many  men  one 
knows  who  are  perfect  bears  in  their  heme  circle ! 

Of  the  horses  I  advised  my  readers  to  "  Keep  an  eye  on,"  only  one. 
Buccaneer^  put  in  an  appearance,  and  won  the  Gold  Cup ;  so  that 
my  warning  as  to  the  difficulty  of  doing  this,  was  fully  bonie  out  by 
the  result  My  Gold  Cup  selection  did  not  run,  and  had  I  known 
that  Ertnak  would  have  been  his  sole  opponent,  I  should  have  made 
him  my  tip;  but  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  Ermakulate  I  (That'saie/W— 
please  forgive  me,  dear  Mr,  Punch  /)  From  the  way  St,  Angeto  won 
the  Palace  Stakes.  I  can't  help  thinkinj^  he  would  have  won  the  Derby 
but  for  the  French  horse  Rueil^  who  tried  to  eai  him  during  the  race 
— (how  shameful  to  let  the  poor  thing  get  so  hungry)— and  this  of 
course  interfered  with  his  chance — as  you  reallv  cannot  attend  to  two 
things  at  a  time  with  a  satisfactory  result,  unless  they  be  deeping 
and  snoring ! 
I  presume  that  this  sort  of  thinr  is  meant  when  one  reads  in  the 
orting  papers  that  such-and-such  a  horse  was  "  nibbled  at !  "—but 
really  think  that  those  who  saw  Si,  Angelo  on  Thursday,  saw  the 
winner  of  the  Leger!  There  is  no  race  of  anv  special  importance 
next  week,  either  at  Windsor  or  Sandown,  but  1  will  give  my  weekly 
tip  for  the  probable  last  in  the  Windsor  June  Handicap,  and  mean- 
while I  may  as  well  saj  that  I  shall  grace  with  my  presence  the 
Newmarket  Julv  Meetmg,  and,  emulating  the  example  of  other 
tipsters  who  send  *'  Paddock  Wires,"  I  shall  be  happy  to  suraly  any- 
one with  my  two-horse-a-day  "  Simg$  &am  the  Birdeagey  at  five 
guineas  a-week— {a  reduction  to  owneri) — at  which  price  my  selec- 
lons  mtut  be  cheap.  Yours  devotedly,  Ladt  Gat. 

Wnn>80B  JuvB  Havdigap. 
If  **  Shakbpeabb"  speUs  "ruin,"  as  Managers  say, 

Tragedians  all  should  be  need  v  I 
But  a  fortune  was  made  by  the  best  of  his  day. 

And  an  Actor  of  '*  notes"  was  '' Maeready,** 

Wht  is  the  Dissolution  of  Parliament,  like  the>huinan  tongue  f- 
Because  it  is  in  everybody's  mouth,    ipized  5y  \^      , 
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"CUTS!"    OR,   WE   NEVER  SPEAK  AS  WE   PASS    BY. 
w 


\%> 


Ws  never  speak  as  we  pass  by ! 

Alas!  it  was  not  alwavB  80. 
Bat  now  I  cannot  catoh  nis  eye,' 

And,  when  I  come,  he 's  prompt  to  go, 
**  lime  reverra,^^    do  I  said 

When  I  reflijnied,  his  lore  to  try. 
Bat  see  how  Wilhxlm  tarns  his  head ! 

We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by  I 

Not  indispensable  I    Absord  I 
I  bailt  the  Empire,  made  the  Crown. 

Of  Emperor  Wilhelx  who  had  heard 
But  tor  my  prowess  and  renown  ? 

And  Emperor  Wilhxlm  cocks  his  noie. 
Regards  me  with  averted  eye ; 


Otto,  the  Weddmg-Quett,  nngeth .— 
And,  Jast  as  though  we  now  were  foes. 
We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by  I 

The  boy,  the  ingrate,  the  yoong  cook. 

Who  thinks  he 's  eagle  when  ne  orows ; 
Old  Aqnila  is  A«  to  mock  ? 

I  'U  cut  his  comb  ere  matters  dose. 
And  yet.  and  yet  he  keeps  it  up, 

And  Germany  demanos  not  why  ! 
He  bangs  away  like  a  big  Krupi^- 

We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by. 

My  Hkbbkbt,  you  should  hold  mj  place, 
But  you  must   share  your  8ire*s  cold 
snub. 


Did  I  inromote  the  lion's  raoe 
To  be  kicked  out  by  its  least  cub  ? 

This  wedding-favour 's  gay  and  smart. 
I  to  Vienna's  bridal  fly ; 

But  something  rankles  in  my  heart ; — 
We  never  speak  as  we  pass  by  I 

Will  FBANas- Joseph  see  his  way 

To— help  Coriolanui  back  ? 
I  can't  beueve  I  've  had  my  day ; 

It  makes  ambition's  heart-strings  crack. 
But  that  imperious  voungster  shuts 

The  door  of  hope  nowe'er  I  try. 
Are  we  for  ever  to  be  '*  cuts,"     l  Iv^ 

And  never  speak  as  we  pass  by': 


S04 


PUNCH,  OR  THB  LONDON  CHAMVARL 


[Jura  25,  1892. 


ADVANTAGES   OF   MARSUPIALISM. 

<  I  'M  80  TIRKD,   MtJMMY.      I  WISH  TOU  WEBB  A  KilHOABOO  I  " 

'Why,  DabliiioT" 

*  To  OABBT  MB  HOMB  IK  TOUR  POCKBT  I  " 


AN  EARL'S  COURT  IDYL. 

SCENX— ^  knick-knack  stall  outside  the  Wild  West  Arena.    Behind 

the  counter  is  a  pretty  and  pert  maiden  of  seventeen  or  so,  A  tall 

and  stately  Indtan  Warrior,  ufrapfed  in  a  blue  blanket,  lounges 

up,  and  leans  against  the  corner^  suent  and  inscrutable. 

The  Maiden  (with  easy  familiarity),  'Ullo,  Choc'late,  what  do 

you  want  P    (The  Chieftain  smiles  at  her  with  infinite  subtlety,  and 

fingers  a  small  fancy  article  shaped  like  a  bottle,  m  seeming  con^ 

fusion.)    Like  to  see  what 's  inside  of  it  ?    Look  'ere  then.    (She 

removes  the  cork,  touches  a  spring,  and  a  paper  fan  expands  out 

of  the  neck  of  the  bottle ;  Chocolatb  is  grimly  pleased,  and  possibly 

impressed,  by  this  phenomenon,  which  m  repeats  several  times  for  hu 

own  satisfaction,)    Ah,  that  fetches  you,  don't  it,  Choc*lats  ?  {The 

Warrior  nods,  and  says  something  uninteUiq%ble\in  his  own  tongue,) 

Why  don't  yer  talk  sense,  'stead  o'  that  rubbish  ? 

[Chocolatb  watches  her  slyly  out  of  the  comers  of  his  eyes ; 

presently  he  puts  the  hottled-fan   inside  his  blanket,  and 

slouches  off  in  a  fit  of  pretended  abstraction. 

The  Maiden  (imperiously),  'Ere,  oome  back,  will  yer?    Walkin' 

off  with  my  things  like  that  I    Fetch  it  'ere— d'jear  what  I  tell  yer  ? 

(Chocolatb  lounges  over  the  counter  of  an  a^'oming  JBovrU  stall,  and 

affects  a  bland  unconsciousness  of  being  addressed.    After  awhile  he 

peeps  round  and  pats  his  blanket  knowingly,  and,  finding  she  takes 

no  further  notice  of  him,  lo*4nges  back  to  his  comer  again,)    Oh,  *ere 

you  are  again  I    Now  j^  jou.  put  that  bottle  back.    (The  Warrior 

giggles,  with  much  appreciation  of  his  own  playfulness,)   Look  sharp 

now.    I  know  jon  've  got  it ! 

Chocolate  (with  another  giggle).  Me  no  got. 

[JJe  intimates  that  the  person  at  the  BovrU  stall  has  it. 

The  Maiden.  You  needn't  think  to  get  OTer  Me  that  way!    It's 

inside  o'  that  old  blanket  o'  yours.  Out  with  it  now,  or  I'Umi^e 


yer  I  (Ckocoulte  produces  it  chuckling,  after  which  he  loses  aUfttrther 
interest  in  it,  his  notice  having  been  attracted  by  a  small  painted  metal 
monkey  holding  a  miniature  cup  and  saucer,)  Want  to  buy  one  q' 
them  monkeys  Y  (She  sets  its  head  nodding  at  the  Indian,  who  is 
gravely  interested  in  this  product  of  European  eivHisaOon.)  All 
right,  pay  for  it  then— they 're  ninepenoe  eaon. 

[The  Warrior  plays  with  it  thoughtfully,  apparently  in  the  faint 

hope  that  she  may  be  induced  to  make  him  aoresentof  it, 

but,  finding  that  her  heart  shows  no  sign  of  softening  to 

such  an  extent^  the  desire  of  acmdrinq  the  monkey  becomes 

so  irresistible  that,  after  much  tUving  into  his  robes,  he  fishes 

up  three  coppers,  which  he  tenders  as  a  reasonable  ransom. 

The  Maiden  (encouragingly).  That's  all  right,  so  far  as  it  goes; 

you  've  on'y  got  to  give  me  another  lizpenoe— twice  as  much  as  that, 

you  know.    Come  on  I    (Chocolatb  meditates  whether  as  an  econo* 

mical  Indian  Chieftain^  ne  can  afford  this  outlav.  and  finally  shakes 

his  head  sadly,  and  withdraws  the  coppers.)    On.  yery  well,  then ; 

please  yqurseli,  I  'm  sure  I    (Chocola.tb'8  small  black  eyes  reaard 

her  admiringly,  as  he  tries  one  last  jpersuasive  smile,  prohMy  to 

A — *-•-»  ^T ^ ^^'"'  monkey  would 

'late,  I  oan't 
^tol 
[CH0C0LA.TE  examines  the  monkey  once  more  undecidedly,  then 
puts  it  gently  down  toith  a  wis^xd  reluctance,  and  stalks  off. 
The  Maiden  (cal^ng  after  him).  Tou  like  to  do  your  shoppin' 
eheap,  don't  you,  Choc'late  ?  Eyerjrthink  for  nothen'  is  what  you 
¥rant,  ain't  it  ?    I  know  yer  I 

[The  Warrior  stalks  on  impassively,  ignoring  these  gibes; 
whether  he  is  reflecting  on  the  beauty  and  heartlessness  of 
the  Pale-face  Maiden,  or  resolvina  to  save  up  for  the  monkey 
if  it  takes  him  a  lifetime,  or  thinking  of  something  else 
totally  different,  or  of  nothing  whatever,  is  a  dark  secret, 
which  he  keeps  to  humself 


THE  PLAYFUL  SALLY. 

0  Sabah  6. 1  0  Mr.  Abbet!  What  uu-Abbbt  thought  induced 
you  to  select  so  dreary  a  play  as  Pauline  Blanchard  wherewith  to 
weary  theBritish  Public?  And  what  a  finish  I  PatiitfM,  all  for  the  sake 
of  her  disappointed  lover,  kills  hei^husband  with  a  sickle  I— a  siokle-ly 
sight— and  then  reaps  herreward.  M.PKEOir, 

the  Maire,  was  effcc*  ^P^t  ^^^^*     Ancient  Anas- 

Una,  Mme.  Gilberte  ^S^?I  FiKimT,     **fet<!hea" 

everybody t  iind  in  her  W  ^)  ^^*^  ^^   fetched  by 

M.  Fleury  from  a  loft  \  Jr/  where    stage  -  buaineei 

had  taken  her  ia  the  tr^  prerioufl  Act,  in  order 


"  How  Abbey  could  I  be  with  either ! " 

to  receiTe  her  share  of  the  plaudits.  We  hear  that  Sabah  has  accepted 
a  One- Act  piece  called  Salammbo,  by  Oscar  Wilde.  Naturally  we 
all  see  Saba.h  in  the  first  part  of  8aL  Perhaps  the  "  ambo  "  means 
Sabah  and  Oscab.  Being  an  Eastern  subject,  Sabah  sees  the  chance 
in  it  of  a  Sara-scenic  success.  On  Saturday  last,  with  her  wonderful 
La  Tosca  in  the  afternoon,  and  her  Dame  aux  CamiKas  (the 
**  O'Camelias"  sounds  like  an  Lrish  title)  at  night,  Sabah  regularly 
'*  knocked  them  "  in  the  Shaftesbury  ATenue.  No  one  interested  in 
dramatic  art  should  miss  seeing  Sabah,  at  all  eyents,  in  La  Dame 
aux  Camilias.  

Pabticulab  Am)  Genebal  Relitiovship.— Mr.  Geoboe  Cubsoh, 
as  the  Saturday  Review  remarks  in  its  notice  of  Curton^s  Persia. 
**is  not  the  first  of  his  family  who  has  written  a  good  book  ox 
Eastern  trarel."  The  author,  then,  is  not  a  first  but  a  second,  or 
third  CuBzov,  and  this  particular  work  of  authorship  creates  a  new 
kinship,  as  his  trayels  are,  now,  related  to  the  public. 
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OPERATIC    NOTES. 

TTtfilNesc^y.— The  Irish  Question,  heard  for  the  first  time  operati- 
oallv,  put  hv  The  O'Waoihbr  in  his  music-stor^  of  "  Tristan  und 
lioltUy    The  story  is  decidedly  a  triite  'tm  and  it  old  no  doubt  of  it 

Frau  SucHSS  first 
rate  as  the  Irish 
Princess  Isolde. 
Herr  Alvart  plays 
Her  Tristan: 
good,  but  not  great. 
All  vary  well.  As 
Kurtcenal,  Herr 
Kkapp,  in  spite  of 
his  name,  kept 
everyone  awake, 
and  did  his  very 
best ;  in  fact, 
"  went  Knapp." 

Fraulein  Kalph 
was  charminff  as 
Braugdne^  and  her 
manner  of  inducing 
the  Prinoess  of  the 
Most  Distressful 
Country  to  take  to 
^  _  _^,  the  bottle— KnrA- 

Ifolde,  seated  on  a  tham  rock,  awaiting  the  oomiDg  of  ?^^  ®    ,  Jf'^*^' 

her  lover.    Alaa !  aU  ends  unharpUy  I  deserved  the  enoore 

'^  "^  which  she  ought  to 

have  received.     No  matter— Fraulein  RALFHplayed  with  spirit, 

which  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  do  as  a  rule.    H!ouse  crammed :  not 

packed. 

Thursday, —Long  live  the  Don  !  Vive  Mozabt  I  Don  Oiovannt*s 
taste  as  to  ladies  changed  as  he  grew  older.  The  two  musical 
Duchesses  who  aocompanv  Don  Ottavio  when  he  is  singing  are 
usually  fine  and  large;  out  Zerlina,  the  Don^s  latest  fancy,  is 
petite.  Why  does  Signer  Cabacciolo  make  Masetto  an  idiotic  old 
bumpkin?  Edouakd  ns  Reszkk  is  admirable  as  the  cowardly 
LeporeUo,  and  Mav&el  fine  as  the  Im-maurel  Don.  With  what  an 
air  he  salutes  Zerlina!  The  air  is  Mozast's  ^^  La  d  darem,**  and 
therefore  perfect.  ZtLix  ns  Lussak  delightful  as  that  arrant  flirt 
Zerlina.    The  Statue  was  rather  in  the  &xk.    The  Stalls  coiUdn't 


"  How  'S  TOUB  POOB  FaiT  ? " 

The  Pedicure  MotiL    Shepherd,  with  pipe,  suffering  from  "Como  Inglese," 

showing  Triste  'Un,  the  Cornish  Knight,  where  he  may  seek  relief  from  ms 

Bunions'  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

see  him  "noddin',  nid  nid  noddin'."  Let  Sir  DExnuoLAirvs  look  to 
this,  and  sav  to  the  Limelighter,  quoting  Ooethx,  **More  light  I 
More  light ! " 

Friday.— Carmen,  Commend  me  at  once  to  Madame  Dbschaxps- 
JsniK  as  Carmen.  Her  name  is  too  long,  and  there 's  a  little  too 
much  of  her,  figure-rativelv  speaking.  A  trifle  over-size  for  quite 
an  ideal  Carmen,  but  then  Madame  D.-Jehtzt  is  so  good  that  we  can- 
not have  too  much  of  her.  Acting  excellent.  Madame  Emma  Eaxes 
EmiA-nentlv  first-rate  as  Miehaela.  We  all  know  Jeav  ds  BEflZKi^s 
Don  JosSf  which  up  to  now  if  hard  to  beat ;  so  for  T^mat.t.^  as 
JBscamiUot—ihe  great  song  encored,  of  course.    Signor  CABAoaoLO 


as  Daneairo  (of  a  mixed  raoe,  Irish  Dan  and  Egyptian  Cairo— a 
regular  Bohemian),  and  BnrALDnri  as  Eemendado,  capitaL  not  over- 
done. MUe.  BArsBKEiSTER  as  Frasquita,  and  Aoirss  Jaksok  as 
Mercedes,  looked  winning,  especially  when  playing  cards. 

Saturday. — CavaUeria  Huitieana.  Most  appropriate  when  every- 
body is  talking  of  the  elections  and  **  going  to  the  country." 

GIRLS  OF  THE  PERIOD. 

LnTKKl.    (From  Miss  Mary  Logic  to  Miss  Bosa  Bladcbord,) 
Mt  dbab  BosAf  Coached  Cottaae. 

1  rxncT  1  told  you  that  my  Uncle  Jack  was  oominff  home 
from  sea.  I  had  not  seen  him  for  six  years— in  fact  he  left  ^igland 
when  I  was  a  child  of  four  or  so.  As  you  know.  I  am  now  ten.  I 
naturally  was  rather  curious  to  meet  him.  Well  he  is  here,  and  I 
am  fairly  puzzled.  He  is  rather  a  nice  fellow— partly  educated.  He 
is  distinctly  shaky  with  his  Classics,  and  has  evidently  forgotten 
half  his  Mathematics.  However  we  got  on  pretty  well.  He  seemed 
to  be  interested  in  my  lecture  upon  Astronomy,  and  said  **  I  seemed 
to  be  a  hand  at  Chemistrv."  Well  so  I  am.  As  you  know,  when  I 
was  a  mere  child  I  was  alwavs  fond  of  experiments  of  an  analytical 
character.  He  asked  me  if  I  had  a  doU,  and  I  suppose  he  rezerred 
to  the  old  lay-figure  that  I  was  wont  to  sketch  before  I  took  to 
studying  from  the  nude.  And  now  you  wiUask,  why  I  am  writing 
to  jrou,  when  both  you  and  I  are  so  busy— when  we  are  both  pre- 
paring [for  matriculation  F  When  we  have  so  little  spare  time  at 
our  disposal? 

I  win  tell  you.  The  fact  is.  he  accuses  me  of  ignorance  in  the 
biographical  section  of  my  studies.  He  gave  me  the  history  of  a 
gentleman  who  used  a  blue  dve  for  his  moustache  and  murdered  his 
wives  with  impunity.  Then  ne  related  the  adventures  of  a  lady  who 
slept  for  a  hundred  years  from  the  wound  of  a  spinning  needle.  I  had 
to  confess  (although  ,a  constant  reader  of  the  Lancet)  1  had  never 
heard  of  the  case  before.  Then  he  recounted  the  adventures  of  a 
traveller  who  seems  to  have  had  a  life  of  considerable  interest. 
This  person  obtained  quite  a  number  of  diamonds,  with  the  assist- 
ance of  a  huge  bird  called  a  Boc.  Then  he  had  much  to  say  about  a 
dwarf  who  defeated  (in  really  gallant  style)  several  men  of  abnor- 
mally large  stature.  He  laughed  when  I  nad  to  confess  that  I  had 
never  heud  of  these  people  before.  He  gave  me  their  names.  The 
wif e-slauffhterer  was  cafied  Bluebeard ;  the  lady  who  slumbered  for 
a  hundrea  years,  The  Sleeping  Beauty  (I  suppose  she  preferred  to 
keep  her  anonymity) ;  the  traveller*s  name  was  Sindbad,  and  the 
dwarf  was  Jack  the  Giant-Killer.  Have  you  heard  of  any  of  these 
people  ?  Tour  affectionate  Cousin,  Mabt. 

LlTTIE  II. 
[Reply  to  Same,  from  Miss  Itosa  Blackbord.) 

Mt  dbab  Mabt,  Algebra  Lodge. 

As  you  are  many  weeks  my  junior  (to  be  precise,  exactly 
two  months).  I  hasten  to  answer  your  Ittter.  I  have  searched  aU 
my  Bio^pnical  Dictionaries,  but  cannot  find  the  neople  of  whom 
you  are  in  search.  As  for  myself,  I  have  never  heard  of  Bluebeard, 
know  nothing  of  The  Sleeping  Beauty,  and  am  sceptical  of  the  exist- 
ence of  Sindbad  and  Jack  the  Giant-KUler.  like  Mrs.  Prig,  who 
doubted  the  existence  of  Mrs.  Harris,  **  I  don't  believe  there  were 
no  such  persons.''  By  the  way,  you  ought  to  read  Dickens.  He  is 
distinctly  funny,  end  I  can  quite  understand  his  amusing  our  nand- 
mothers.  I  generally  turn  to  his  works  after  a  long  day  with  Someb 
or  EiTBiFiDES.  Your  affectionate  Cousin,  BosA. 


•'Ne  Plus  Ulsteb."— Decidedly,  Ulster  can't  go  beyond  "its 
last,"  or  rather,  its  latest,  most  utter  utterances.  So  far,  *'  words, 
words,  words ;  "  but  from  words  to  blows  there  is  a  long  interval, 
especially  when  their  supply  of  breath  having  been  considerably 
exhausted,  there  is  not  much  to  be  feared  from  their  **  blows.'' 
However,  so  far,  the  men  with  Ulsterior  views  have  been  patted  on 
the  bacK  by  the  Times,  and  ''approbatioa  from  Sir  Hubebt 
Stahlbt  is  praise  indeed.''  Yet,  haa  the  meeting  been  of  Nation- 
alists! "But,"  as  Mr.  Eipliko's  phrase  goes^  "that  is  another 
story."  For,  from  the  Times  leader-writer's  point  of  view^  "  that 
in  the  Orangeman 's  but  a  choleric  word  which  in  the  Nationalist 
is  rank  blasphemy."  However,  the  steam  is  let  off  through  the 
spout,  and  by  the  time  the  Nationalist's  dream  of  Home  Bale  is 
realised,  all  efforts  to  the  contrary  on  the  part  of  gallant  little 
Ulster  wiU  probably  be  "  UaUr  vires:' 

ADVICE  GBATIS.— Dbafkesb.  (To  " Expebimebtaliot.")— 
Yours  seems  a  peculiar  form  of  this  painful  complaint.  We  cannot 
understand  why  you  should  feel  "  as  if  wind  were  always  coming 
from  your  left  ear."  Try  blowing  into  the  ear  with  the  bellows 
three  times  a  day.  It  may  drive  the  wind  back.  For  the  "  fulness, 
throbbing,  &c.,"  we  should  advise  ramming  a  good-sized  darning- 
needle  as  far  as  it  will  go  into  the  orifice.  After  that— or  even 
before— it  might  be  best  to  consult  a  competent  medical  man. 
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EARLY 

Newly-Married  MP,      *Bt  Jot*,  Tbn  o'Olook 

OMLT  TO  FIND  80MX0KS  TO  PAIR  WITH." 

Mis  Wife,  "Oh,  Dabluto,  I  thought  tou  and  I  had  Paired  for  Life! 


MISGIVINGS. 

I  MVST  00  DOWN    TO    THR  HOUSR,   IF 


"WHEH  OBEEK  MEETS  OBEEK;*' 

Or,  Kancbutrzno  for  a  Hold. 

Te  who  have  read  in  Hokee's  mighty  song 
How  sage  Ultsses,  Ajax  towering  strong, 
Met  at  the  f  oneral  games  on  Trojan  sands, 
With  knotted  limbs  and  grip  of  sinewy  hands, 
To  wrestle  for  the  prize,  attend,  draw  near. 
And  a  new  tale  of  coming  tossle  hear  I 

When  great  Achilles  called  them  to  the  lists, 
Those  men  of  massive  thews  and  ponderous 
fists,  [propose, 

"Scarce  did  the  chief  the  Tigoroos  strife 
When  tower-like  Ajax  and  Ultssss  rose. 


Amid  the  ring  each  nervous  rival  stands 
Embracing  rigid  with  implicit  hands."   [now 
Now  Greek  meets  (>reek  again,  bat  wrestling 
Is  not  as  on  old  Ilion's  shore,  I  trow ;  [sheep. 
Not  now  the  olive  crown,  the  long-woord 
Is  prize ;  'tis  Power  they  strive  to  win  and  keep. 
By  diverse  dodges  and  by  novel  **  chips," 
Subtler  "  approaches,  '*  andmore  artful  **  grips,** 
The  rival  champions  strive  to  lock  and  f eU. 
Gallia's  devices,  found  to  answer  well 
In  wary  onset  and  in  finish  slow. 
Old  Attic  swiftness,  seen  in  hold  and  throw. 
Supplement  or  supplant.    When  Ajax  stood 
Before  Ult88E8,  neither  seemed  in  mood 
For  long  mancBuvring.    To  the  dutdi  they 
came 


With  sinews  of  snap-steel  and  soulsof  flame. 
'*  Gloee  lock'd  above,  their  heads  and  arms 

aremix'd; 
Below  their  planted  feet  at  distance  fix'd : 
like  two  strong  rafters,  which  the  builder 

forms  [storms  \ 

Proof   to  the  wintry  winds  and  nowling 
Their  tops  connected,  but  at  wider  snace 
Fix'd  on  the  centre  stands  their  solid  base." 
So  in  dd  days.    Now  wrestlers  shift  like 

snakes, 
And  dodge  a  la  Dubois,  for  mightier  stakes 
Than  olive,  parsley,  or  the  champion's  belt 
Can  furnish  forth. 

Long  time  hath  it  been  felt 
That  two  superior  champions,  age-long  foes. 
At  last  must  come  to  a  conclusive  dose. 
*  *  Defiled  with  honourable  dust  they  roll. 
Still  bieathing  strife,  and  unsubdued  of  soul ; 
Again  tiiey  rage,  again  to  combat  rise," — 
For  one  must  win ;  these  cannot  sh€ar%  the 

prize. 
Gbreat  Gladstokidss— place  allow  to  age  I— 
A  chief  of  seasoned  strength  and  generous 

rage. 
Fell,  at  their  last  encounter,  to  the  skill 
Of  him  the  swart  of  look,  the  stem  of  will. 
Broad-shouldered  Salisbubiok.  Such  defeat 
Valiant  and  vigorous  veteran  well  might  fret. 
He  erst  invincible,  the  Full  of  Days,  [jnraiae. 
The  Grand  Old  One,  full-fed  with  power  and 
Achillss-Nestor,  to  no  younger  foe. 
Because  of  one  chance  slip  and  casual  throw. 
The  Cham^on's  Belt  is  readv  to  resign ; 
Nor  may  his  foe  the  final  fall  decline. 
So  ''Greek  meets  Greek"  in  wrestling  rig 

once  more. 
Not  Ajax  or  Ultssss  sly  of  yore. 
Nor  modem  Steadxav,  J  axbson,  or  Wbight, 
Was  e'er  more  eager  for  the  sinewy  fight. 
Much  time  is  spent  in  **  getting  into  ^rips." 
Mark  how  each  wrestler  crouches,  feints,  and 

slipsl  [ring, 

Mark  how  they  circle  round  and  round  the 
Like  wary  '*  pug,"  like  tiger  on  the  spring. 
Cautious  as  one,  though  as  the  other  bold. 
Eye,  foot,  and  hand  manoeuvring  for  a  hold ! 
And  when  indeed  they  close  in  mutual  dutch, 
And  put  the  champion  honours  to  the  toudi. 
Strain  every  muscle,  try  each  latest  '*  chi^," 
Which  man  shall  first  relax  his  sinewy  gnp, 
Be  biped,  back-heded,  cross-buttooked,  or 

bored  down, —  [town. 

That's  just  the  question  that  now  stirs  the 
The  funeral  ffames  of  a  dead  Parliament 
Bring  every  hero  eager  from  his  tent : 
Say,  will  Ultsses,  for  his  art  renown'd, 
O'ertum  the  strength  of  Ajax  on  the  ground? 
Or  will  the  strengUi  of  Ajax  overthrow 
The  watchful  caution  of  his  artful  foe  P 
Will  S^iSBUBioir  fairly  hold  his  own. 
Or  be  by  white-lock'd  Gladstoiodes  thrown  P 
AU  ask,  all  wonder  much,  but  who  may  say  P 
'*  Another  story  "  that,  and  for  another  day  I 

Mrs.  BAX8B0TnAH*s  attention  was  directed 
to  a  letter  in  the  Standard,  of  June  14.  headed : 
—  **  Nancy  and  the  Cambridge  Dde^tes." 
She  supposes  that  **this  is  another  Spinning 
House  case  like  that  of  Daist  Hopxnrs  and 
the  Cambridge  Undergraduates."  Mrs.  M. 
is  indignant.  '*  Delegate,  indeed  I  most  in- 
ddegate  Jcallit." 

Ikharmonious  Colottbs.— "  It  is  under- 
stood," observes  the  Observer,  '*that  Mrs. 
Browke-Potter  and  Mr.  Bellew  part  com- 
pany." Evidently  Browite  and  B(el)ew  don't 
go  well  together.  Even  the  Potter's  Art 
cannot  effect  a  successful  blend. 


A  *'  Degree  Better.  '—Why  should  not  a 
banxmpt  who  has  successfully  passed  his  ex- 
amination be  granted  a  degree  and  add ' '  C.B." 
('*  Certificated  Bankrupt^')  to  his  name  f 
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WILD  WEST  KENSINGTON. 

On  LnTLB  FBixn>,  Trxmlow,  who6s  daily  walk  to  thb  Crrr  lxajm  past 

THX  HOBTICULTinLAL  EXHIBITION,    IS    MOT  A  BXUXYXK    UK    THX    ImPOBTATIOV  OF  THB 

Rid  YABnTT  of  Fouion  Exotics. 


Tkroiymaehui^Shiftomdea  (m^,  hastily).  Yes. 
yes  I  But  you  must  not  tell  him  .that,  here  and 
now  I 

SoeraUs  {bkmdly).  Friends,  as  you  sug^st  that 
the  proceedings  snould  be  oi  a  oonyersational  or 
dialectical  nature,  a  plan  which  f slleth  in  with 
my  Tiews  also,  I  will,  if  you  please,  catechise  you 
categoricslljTt  so  as  to  get  further  into  the  interior 
of  tiie  question,  and  of  your— ahem  I—minds. 

OfthU  eaiechiiing,  the  reporter  gtvee  the  following 
eonaemed  summary. 

Do  you  suggest  that  I  should  torn  my  hack  on 
myself  P  No^  that  would  he  rude.  Or  giTe  myself 
awayP  Nay ^  that  were— ^unthrifty.  Can  two  solid 
things  occupy  the  same  snace  at  the  same  time  P 
By  ZeuSf  no  ?    Home-Rule— a  very  solid  thing — 


fidlTocciipiesmymind-forthep^nt.  When 
a  Gladstone-bag  is/iitf,  can  vou  put  more  into  it  P 
By  Mercury,  no!  But  could  you  not  reconsider 
the  packing  /  Not  if  the  contents  consist  of  one 
article  only.  Tou  would  like  me  to  pack  it  with 
your  Eight  Hours'  BillP  Prodijfiously !  Your 
strong  persona^U/^  would  push  forward  even  a 
worse  thing.  How  near  are  you  to  unanimity  P 
As  near  as  considerable  difference  of  opinion  will 
allow  us  to  come.  Is  an  unascertained  minority^ 
to  coerce  an  unwilling  majoritrP  Our  Council 
has  not  discussed  that  f  Do  you  know  the  relative 
pnmrtions  of  mi^OTity  and  minority  in  organised 
ana  unorganised  trades;  how  their  respeotiTe 
opinions  are  to  be  ascertained,  and,  if  ascertained, 
now  legally  enforced;  if,  and  how,  two  millions 
and  a  half  are  to  commit  eleven  miluons  to  certain 
binding  laws,  and  involve  them  in  legal  conse- 
ouenoesP  No!  Yes!  Hardly!  Not  quite! 
More    or  leu !      WeU^  we  We  not  quite  sure, 

Socrates  [smiling).  Now,  tell  me,  Thbast- 
MACHTTS^  is  this  the  *'  harmony,  or,  as  it  were, 
unity  ox  action,"  on  which  only,  as  we  agreed^  we 
could  found  "the  principle  of  permanency  in  a 
state  or  community  r  " 

ThrasymaehuS'ShipUmides  [hurriedly).  Well, 


SLY  OLD  SOCRATES  I 

[A  Fragment  ^rom  the  Very  Newest  "  Republic^) 
•  ••••• 

Thrasymachus^Sh^ftonides  [after  introducing  a  Deputation).  What 
we  demand  is  a  legal  reduction  of  the  hoars  of  labour^  and  what  we 
want  of  you.  Socratbs,  is  your  invaluable  aid  in  getting  it. 

Socrates  (snnUng).  Most  heartily  do  I  wish  you  may  get  it— in 
botii  cases.  But  how  savyou ;  is  the  prinmpLe  of  permanence  in  a 
state  or  community,  or  class,  best  e£Escted  by  hannony,  or  as  it  were, 
unity  of  action  in  all  its  membersP 

Ail  [after  looking  at  each  other,  and  rubbing  their  chins).  How  not, 

SOCBATSSP 

Socrates  [rtibbing  his  hands).  Entirely  sol  And  your  dass  then 
are  unanimous  in  favour  of  a  legal  reduction  m  the  hours  of 
labourP 

ThrasymachuS'Shiptonides  [bothered).  Well— ahem  I— hardly  so, 
pezhaps.  But  [valumtly),  at  least  three-quarters  of  a  million  who 
met  in  the  Park  gathering  at  sixteen  plattorms,  were  snbstantially 
agreed. 

Socrates.  Humph !  Over  forty-six  thoosand  to  each  platfcfm. 
That's  a  far  greater  number  than  even  I  ever  addressed.  How  did 
you  count  them,  or  ascertain  their  views  P 

TThrasymachuS'Shiptomdes  [JUtstered).  Well,  I've  had  twenty 
years'  experience  of  mob-mustering,  and  I  think  I  ought  to  know. 

PolemarchuS'Steadmanides.  But  will  you,  Socritsi.  give  us  yoor 
opinions  of  the  opinion  of  these  tiuree-quarters  of  a  million. 

Socrates  [laughing).  By  Hercules  I  that  were  a  task  more  tremen- 
dous than  all  his  Labours. 

Cephahu-Pearsonides  [aside).  By  Vulcan,  this  is  his  wonted 
irony.  He  never  indines  to  answer  a  question  f orthrightly,  but  to 
use  ixonv,  or  evasion,  or  what  the  Hibernians  call  "  shenanigan," 
rather  than  answer,  if  anyone  asks  him  anything. 


what  you  say, 
Socrates,  is  very 
nice,  and  clear, 
and  lo^cal|  and 
conclusive^  in  an 
argumentative 
sense,  and  your 
attitude  is  very 
noble  and  high- 
and  -  mirhty—^  I 
mean'  his:  nminded 
and  all  that.  And 
we're  refymte- 
fol— but  deeply 
dirappointed  that 
you  couldn't  say 
something  quite 
different  —  in 
view  of  the  Oen^ 
erat  JBlection,  you 
know !  [Mean" 
ingly.) 

SocratcM  (ymZi- 
ly,    but  ftmdy). 
It  is  not  my  political  duty  to  say  pleasant  things  all  round,  but  to 
ascertain— and  tdU— the  Truth. 

AU  [deferentially).  Well,  we  are  all  tremendously  thankful  I  [aside) 

for  small  merdes !  Logic  scores  in  argument,  but  votes  tell  at  the  polL 

And  if  we  do  not  run  at  least  a  hundred  Labour  Candidates  to 

enlighten  you  as  to  our  '*  unanimity,"  call  us— items  I  IBxeunt. 

=—===     - .1. 

MaHnies  of  Peril  are  advertLled   at  the   Haymarket     Most 
matinSes  deserve  this  description. 
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THB  ABCHDEACON 
ANSWERED. 

[At  tha  Annuftl  Ueeting  of  tha 
CuntM*     AucmmtatioB     Fund, 
n  &AT1,      '    ** 


LTi^  •t  lineoln, 
urfed  th«  deiirmbilitj  of  impoamg 
toBie  limiUtioB  to  tho  number 
ordained  to  the  Miniatrj  of  tha 
Chnrsh  of  England,  ai  three-fiflhi 
of  tha  Clergy  were  in  porertj.] 

«*aH,   Md  indeed  it  is  to 

think," 
Qooth     food    Arohdeaoon 

Katx, 
"  Thmt  though  oar  dergj  are 

So  low  ahoold  be  their  pay ! 

"  Ther  fly  to  money-lenden* 
lorea, 
To  apecnlatiTe  chanoes ; 
AdTanoement  they  appear  to 
lack| 
And  BO  tney  get  advanoei* 

*'  Thii  'Diicipline  of  Clergy' 
Bill 
On  us  is  rather  rongli ; 
Sorely  the  bills  onr  tradeamen 
brin^ 
Are  discipline  enough ! 

"  A  fresh  supply  of  Reotories 
Must  really  soon  be  found ; 

All  would  be  a^tMra,  if  onoe 
there  were 
Sufficient  to  go  round. 

"To  get  the  Clergy  out  of 

Pecuniary  holes, 
The  sole  and  only  cure  I  see 
Would  be— a  Cure  of  Souls  1 

'* '  One  man,  one  Vicarage  T ' 
— the  cry 

To  stir  a  thoughtless  nation ; 
But  just  at  present  let  us  try 

Restricted  Ordination ! " 


yj?  c 


HONORiS   CAUSA. 

[Tha  Uniraiiity  af  Dublin  baa  decided  to  confer  tha  Begrae  of  D.C  L.  on 
ICr.  HumT  larxNO.] 

J.  L.  T.  (to  Dr.  Irving),    "I  sat,  HmT,— 'souai  mt  Glovk,— I  "ve 

BUK  A  Don    MTBILP,   DOM'TCHIKKKOW.      I  CAN    OlYl    TOV  A  TiP    OK   TWO 
AfiOTTT  PlATIMO  THl  ?AXt  I  " 


•'Free  Trade  in  CoratesI'' 

shout  our  girls, 

BesponsiTe  from  their  pew ; 

' '  Tou  say  there  are  too  many, 

but 

W€  knowlthere'are  too  few ! 

'*  Think  of  the  budding  Can- 
didates 

For  Orders,  whom,  nodoubt| 
This  limiting  of  out-put  would 

ExcesaiTely  put  out  I 

'' If  Curates  now  are  destitute, 
A  brighter  future  beacons ; 

'lis  cnly  Uu  that  all  should 
share 
The  stipends  of  Arohdea- 


A*  Gutkd  BnHO.— The 
Daily  Tdegraph  of  June  11, 
in  giiinig  us  some  news  from 
Cambridn  about  the  Mathe- 
matioal  Ti^oa,  had  this  para- 
graph — 

«<Tha  Senior  Wrangler,  Mr. 
Philip  Hulbibt  Cowbll,  aon 
of  Mr.  H.  CowBLL,  Priry  OonaeU 
Bar,  waa  bom  in  1$70,  and  waa 
prerioualy  educated  at  Bar.  S. 
St.  JoHjr  PAnmT*a  School,  Stoke, 
Slough." 

Now  didn*t  sueh  a  start  in 
life  as  being  educated  **jira- 
rMNis/y"  to  being  "bcirn," 
giye  Mr.  Cowxll  a  somewhat 
unfair  adyantage  over  the 
other  competitors  Y  Very  few 
come  into  the  world  with  suoh 
a  chance.  **Some  are  bom 
great,  some  achiere  greatneaa, 
and  some  haye  greatness  thrust 
upon  them,"  says  Shakspkabx. 
But  to  come  into  the  world, 
like  MonoiTA,  armed  CoiUge- 
eap^d'pU^  IS,  as  Xhmumt 
Sampson  would  haye  said, 
••Pio-di-gi-ous!" 


ESSENCE  OP  PARLIAMENT. 

XXTRACTED  FROM  THB  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  X.P. 

How  of  Commontf  Monday^  Jims 
13.— House  filled  up  in  manrellous 
style  to-night  Through  all  last  week 
Benches  nearly  empty ;  the  few  Mem- 
bers present  sunk  in  depths  of  de- 
pression.  To-night,  scene  changed; 
Benches  crowded ;  buzz  of  conversation 
testified  to  ill-repressed  excitement. 
Mr.  O.,  amonrst  others,  back  in  his 
place.  '*Andlookinjr  uncommonly  fit 
too,"  says  Feahcis  GaoEOX,  Viscount 
Babiho:  "not  at  all  sure  he  won't, 
after  alL  outliTe  Our  Jos.  At  any 
rate,  he's  in  fine  condition  for  the 
little  mill  that's  coming  off." 

What  eyeryone  gathered  to  hear  was 
Prince  Abthub's  views  as  to  date  of 
Dissolution.  He  has,  up  to  now. 
successfully  maintained  attitude  ot 
abselute  ignorance  that  DLisolutLon  is 


iprancia  George.' 


eren  pending.  Up  to  to-night  the 
blessed  word  on  ereryone's  tongue  has 
not  passed  his  lips.  When,  a  fort- 
night ago,  Mr.  G.  diplomatically' 
approached  topic,  the  Prince,  with 
charmingly  puzzled  look,  talked  of 
something  else.  Nearest  approach  he 
can  bring  himself  to  make  to  topic,  is 
to  refer  to  arrangements  of  puolic 
business.  This  utemoon,  when  he 
ita9d  at  Table^  a  ringing  cheer  went 
up  "^rom  serried  hosts  of  Mimsteria- 

X 


lists;  answered  by  doeed-up  ranks  of  Opposition.  **Ha  I  hal"  said 
Stuaxt,  scenting  the  battle  from  afar,  ^that  is  the  first  challenge 
and  reply  in  the  great  fight.  Soon  as  Balfoue's  finished  I  shall 
take  the  Shoreditch  'bus,  and  look  up  my  Constituents  at  Hoxton. 

Prince  Abthitb,  with  eyebrows  slighUv  raised,  . 

stood  waiting  for  opportunity  to  spesJL ;  eri- 
dently  marrelling  at*  this  unwonted  and  unao- 
countable  outburst  of  dunour.  When  it  ceased, 
he  obserred,  quite  incidentally,  that  perhaps 
it  would  be  oonyenient  for  him  to  make  a  state- 
ment '*  as  to  prospects  of  concluding  business 
before  termination  of  the  Session."  The  Session, 
note.  Not  the  life  of  Parliament,  nor  anything 
to  do  with  so  disturbing  a  thing  as  Dissolution. 
Kept  this  up  through  long  business  statement ; 
only  at  conclusion  accidentally  stumbled  on  the 
word,  and  then  regarded  the  prospect  as  so 
uninteresting  and  immaterial,  that  he  could 
not  come  nearer  to  its  contemplation  than  an 
interyal  of  seyen  days.  Not  before  the  end  of 
one  week,  and  not  after  the  middle  of  another, 
was  as  near  as  he  thought  it  worth  while  to 
approach  such  trifiing  contingtocy. 

Biuinen  don§. — A  great  dmd. 

Tu6»day. — Quite  toudung  to  obserre  Sauixi 
OF  Malwood'8  friendly  interest  in  progress  of 
public  Bills.  GoBST,  in  arranging  ounness  of 
Sitting,  anxious  not  to  appear  too  graspiog.  put 
down  only  limited  number  of  Bills  on  Orders. 
'*Why  not  put  down  all  you 'ye  got?"  the 
Squire  asks,  with  mildly  beneyolent  glanee 
bent  on  Treasury  Bench.  "Supposing  nst  is 
run  through,  there  is  end  of  your  opportu-  _  ^  ^^  «  ^t 
nity;  whereas,  if  you  put  'em  all  down  S<^|^  tta  Battle 
you 're  ready  to  benefit  by  any  aoddent,  and         fromafw. 
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Kr.  Olamtoxb  Hm  addrened  k  letter  to  the  Pmc— "Sim,— Th«  raqoMti  addnHsd  to  ■•  bj  Ubenl  (Hends ....  for  ptnenal  viiitt,  tfttebm. 
■ad  latt«n  hart  it  this  jonetoM  Wome  lo  nomenai  that  it  m  impcwible  to  reply  to  theai, ....  or  to  do  moro  than  to  a«iiio  than  that  aiy  tUM  aad 
thaoghtian  inmiMntly  ^pliad  to  tho  btat  modo  I  can  deriaa  to  tho  prflmotka  of  our  eemmon  «»uat." 
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may  some  night  do  wonderful  stroke  of  boaness,  working  eyery- 

thinf  off."  

Pnnoe  Abthub  listens  attentiTely^  regarding  with  qn^tioning  look 
the  Grand  Grey  Figure  on  other  side  of  Table.  '*  When  I  was  at 
school,"  he  says,  *'  we  were  taught,  in  a  foreign  tongue,  a  maxim 
about  fearing  the  Greeks  when  they  brought  presents.    Not  quite 

sure  the  right  Hon.  Gentleman  is 
chiefly  concerned  for  interests  of 
(Government  and  adyance  of  public 
business.  But  I'll  consider  his 
suggestion." 

Business  advancing  by  leaps  and 
bounds:  attendance  small ;  Opposi- 
tion effaced  itself ;  only  Clabx 
and  A1.PHEU8  Clkoph^s  take  ob- 
jection to  anything.  Being  in  Com- 
mittee of  Supply  they  naturallywant 
to  know  about  things.  The  Squire 
priyily  approaches  them  in  turn  and 
entreats  them  to  deust,  which  they 
regretfully  do.  Presently  trouble 
bxiBaks  out  in  fresh  quarter. 
FxBoussoir  takes  opportumtr  on 
Post  Office  Vote  to  ask  Candidates 
at  forthcoming  Election  to  ignore 
appeal  made  to  them  by  Telegraph 
clerks  for  pledge  to  yote  for  Select 
Committee  to  inquire  into  working 
of  Tele8;raph  serrice.  Says  Mr.  G. 
and  Squire  concur  with  him  in  bis 

Sotest.    This   brings  up  Gxobge 
DWELL,  big  with  indignation  at 
^^  J        what  he  calls  '  *  a  conspiracy  against 
>^         the  Working  Men  of  the  country." 
« «.      ..,. .  ^.     ..^.         Habut  Lawsov  and  Siobst  join  in. 
"Big with mdignstion."  Feboussoit  sorry  he  spoke;  didn't 

mean  anything ;  Opposition  mollifled;  vote  agreed  to. 
Buntiess  d(m«.— Supply  dosed. 

ThuTBday.'-Mi.  G.  hurried  in  just  now,  a  little  late.  Been  these 
two  hours  at  Carlton  Gardens  '.wrestling  with  representatires  of 
the  British  workman  on  Eight  Hours'  Question.  A  little  out  of 
breath  with  skipping  upstairs  and  running  along  corridor  to  be  in 
time.  Otherwise,  as  fresh  as  if  his  afternoon  had  been  spent  lounging 
on  lawn  at  Dollis  Hill,  where  the  other  night  the  Archbishop  of 
Cantebbubt  went  to  dine  with  him.  Wants  to  know  about  the  date 
of  Dissolution.  It  will  be  conyenient,  he  says,  *'  at  least,  for  those 
who  haye  youth  and  yigonr  sufficient  again  to  submit  themselyes 
to  the  constituencies."  Mr.  G.'s  face  wrinkled  into  smile  as  he 
uttered  this  witticism.  House  spontaneously  burst  into  cheer  as 
hearty  on  the  Conseryatiye  side  as  with  Opposition. 

Rattling  on  with  business.  Speakeb  out  of  breath  with  putting 
the  question  and  declaring  *'  the  fAyes  haye  it."  Irish  Education 
Bill  not  only  passed  Committee,  but  reported  and  read  a  Third  Time. 
Sextoit  sits  content,  haying  done  gooa  stroke  of  work  in  amending 
Bill.  Managed  affair  with  skill,  address  and  indomitable  perse- 
yeranoe.  Resisted  all  temptation  to  make  long  speeches;  pegged 
awayat  his  Amendments,  and  carried  the  most  important  in  teeth  of 
the  Ulstermen. 

'*  All  yery  well,"  said  Dukbab  Babtok,  "  Jacxsoit  giying  way  to 
those  fellows,  and  Prince  Abthub  saying,  as  Toole  does  on  the 
House-boat,  *  Oh,  it 's  nothing ! '  It  may  be  nothing  to  him,  but  it 's  » 

food  deal  to  us.    Macabtnet  and  I  haye  done  our  duty.  For  myself 
diall  say  no  more.  I  was  christened  Dunbab  Babtoit.  Henceforth 
let  me  be  known  as  DuH  Babtoit." 
BtuinesM  done. — More  than  oyer. 

Friday. — ^Met  Bbookfield  in  corridor  just  now.  Capital  fellow 
Bbookfisld,  though  not  yery  well  knownSin  House,  much  less  to  fame 
outside.  Was  in  the  13th  Hussars ;  is  now  promoted  to  the  lieu- 
tenant-Colonelcy of  Ist  Cinque  Ports  Rifle  Volunteers.  Has  sat  for 
Rye  these  seyen  years,  but  neyer  yet  spoke.  This  the  more  remark- 
able since  he  is  a  trained  student  of  art  of  public  speaking;  has, 
indeed,  just  written  profound  treatise  on  the  business.  Fisheb 
XJKwnr  sent  me  copy  from  Paternoster  Square.  Sat  up  all  night 
reading  it.  The  speech  of  **  our  worthy  Member,"  proposing  **  The 
Town  and  Trade  of  X,"  is  thriUing.  Another,  put  into  the 
mouth  of  **  the  youngest  bachelor  present,"  responding  for  "  the 
Ladies,"  makes  your  flesh  creep.  Bbookfibld's  idea  noyel  and 
ingenious.  Sets  forth  what  he  calls  a  conyentional  speech.  This 
fiUs  up  Column  A.  In  Column  B.  he  comments  on  it,  rather  seyerely 
sometimes ;  in  Column  C.  throws  out  suggestions  which,  duly  fol- 
lowed, make  speech  perfect.  All  possible  occasions  are  dealt  with, 
whether  responding  for  Bishop  and  Clergy.  Army,  Nayy,  Besenre 
Foroes,  House  of  Commons,  or  Mouse  of  Lwds.  Bbookfuld,  m<»e- 
oyer,  goes  behind  the  scenes :  shows  the  wretched  man  who  has  to 
make  speech  preparing  it.    You  see  him  making  up  his  mind  what 


he  has  to  say ;  jotting  down  a  note ;  reyising  it  after  asking  eyenr- 
one  he  meets  what  he  thinks  of  it.  Then  you  write  out  your  speech ; 
leam  it  off ;  get  up  to  address  company ;  things  swim  before  your 
eyes :  tongue  deayes  to  roof  of  mouth ;  and  you  sit  down. 

Admirable  book :  useful  on  all  occasions  <n  daily  life ;  inyaluable 
on  eye  of  General  Election.  Surroised  to  find  Bbookfekld  looking 
miserably  dejected.  Tell  him  ne  ought  to  be  quite  otherwise. 
Explains  that,  fact  is,  means  to  catch  Spsakeb's  eye.  Parliament 
can  t  last  many  more  days ;  hasn't  made  maiden  speech  yet ;  mu«t 
do  it  now,  or  neyer ;  Rye  getting 
anxious.  Could  I  giye  nim  a  few 
hints  P  With  great  pleasure ;  full  of 
the  sulg'ect.  Beein  at  the  beginning. 
Ideas;  memoranda;  methods:  (a)  The 
arrangement  of  speech,  (6)  the  manage- 
ment of  theyoice,  (e)  attitude  or  get* 
ture.  On  this  last  I  am  yery  particular. 
'*  Holding  up  one  finger,"  I  say,  *'  is  a 
f ayourite  way  of  bespMkinff  special 
attention  to  some  *  point'  which  yoa 
are  trying  to  make ;  and  waying  the 
right  hand,  with  outstretched  am, 
the  forefinger  leading,  is  an  easy  and 
not  ungraceful  method  of  illustrating 
the  narratiye  portion  of  your  speech* 
For  the  more  yehement  passages,  a 
sudden  flourish  of  the  hand  upwards, 
oyer  your  head,  generally  accompaniea 
some  aggressiye,  triumphant  assertion, 
such  as, '  I  care  not  who  he  may  be ! ' 
And  a  similar  moyement  downwards, 
with  both  hands,  would  indicate  some 
^.^  indignant  complaint,  such  as,  *And 
^  never,  ^m  that  day  to  this,  haye 
^  they  fulfilled  their  promise.' " 
U/  '^Excellent!"  cried  LsyESOV- 
— ^  GowEB,  who,  as  I  spoke,  inyblun- 
AnAptPupiL  ^7  wayed  the  right    hand,   the 

^      ^  forefinger  leading. 

*'  Yes."  said  Bbookfield,  looking  a  littie  more  uneasy  than  before : 
**  yery  clear,  and  to  the  noint  \  but  fancy— er— I  'ye  heard  it  before." 
"  Of  course  you  haye,"  I  said.  '*  It 's  in  your  book ;  see  pi^  123. 
Mind  you  let  me  know  when  your  speech  in  the  House  is  coming  off. 
After  reading  The  Speaker^e  A  B  C^l  wouldn't  miss  it  for  any- 
thing."   Bueineee  cltHM.— Dissolution  postponed. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 
To  A  Mineral  Water.    {Ad  Foittem  Bandubwm.) 

0  WELL  of  Mai- 
yem,  imma- 
culate foun- 
tain; 

Worthytoblend 
witntheDew 
of  the  Moun- 
tain, 

To-morrow,  thy 
rill,  gushing 
brightiy, 

SCHWEPPt 

shall  aerate 
slightly ; 

ScHWEPPE  (pronounced  with  an  accent  as 

spelt,  Sir.) 
ScHWEPPfe,  puryeyor  of  soda  and  seltzer, 
And  potass  (for  gout  in  one*s  joint  meant.) 
Unto  the  dxTEEX,  '*  by  appointment." 

Thee  not  the  furnace  of  Sirius  raging 
Touches ;  thy  natural  cool  is  assuagingg 
Unmixed,  to  the  temperate  classes. 
Mixed,  for  the  thirst  of  wild  1 


Malyem,  with  me  for  thy  rhapsodist.  what  '11 
Riyal  the  sparkle  of  bard  and  of  bottle— 
The  bottle  in  cups  efferyesoent. 
In  couplets  the  bard,  as  at  present. 


"  Likb  Niobe  "  {eugffeeUd  adcertiaement  for  the  ^ratid  TAiAMl, 
Instead  of  boards  up  on  which  is  inscribed. '^^otissAZ^,"  *'Jw> 
StantUng  Itoom,"  and  so  forth,  why  not  simply,  **  Niobe— «11  tien  " 
(fDllP^  Digitized  byVjUUX*-^ 


y  HOraaL— a^eeted  Cowiaimiftatiwis  or  Omtributioas,  iriMther  VS.,  FrinteA  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietnres  of  aay  destripilM,  «iU 
In  M  ease  be  rstmed,  set  tyen  nfk^m  m^ntmnH^  W  a  HaMfsi  aaA  Aidinsei  BnTNiqpe,  Oofw,  or  Wrapper.  To  this  mis 
th«re  will  be  np  eioeptioiL 


July  2,  1892.] 


PUNCH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


313 


OPERATIC  NOTES. 

Wednesday.— Waqver,  Yainly  the  Dangrhten  of  the  River,  re- 
presentiiigjthe  floating  oapital  of  the  Banks  of  the  Rhine,  cry  *'  Woa! 
Woa ! "    The  orchestra,  under  the  direction  of  Herr  Mahleb,  takes 

no  notice  of  them,  bat  goes 
on  Warnerianly.  inexor- 
ably. Thus  swimminirly 
we  reach  Walhall— where 
theflre-god  Loge  has  a  loge^ 
ment  with  very  heavy  insur- 
ance. Wotan  and  Loge  in 
search  of  the  gold.  Then 
we  meet  the  Nibelungs  and 
the  NibelighU,  all  ^yers 
under  a  water- cure  system ; 
and  then — it 's  like  a  musi- 
cal nightmare  —  Aiberieh 
changes  himstlf  into  a  toad 
and  is  towed  off  as  a 
prisoner.  Fafner  settles 
FatoU  by  a  drum  -  head 
Court  Martial,  so  that 
Fafner  gets  the  golden 
honey,  and  FomoU  gets  the 
whacks—  and—  please,  Sir, 
I  don't  know  any  more — 
but  some  of  the  music  is 
running  river  -  like  and 
lovely,  more  is  puzzling, 
and  much  of  it  must  remind 
Sir  Drubiolaivijs  of  the 
rum  -  tum  -  tiddv  -  iddy  - 
iddy-um-bang-whack  of  a 

gtat    Drory   Pantomime, 
ouse    full ;     Duke    and 
Duchess    of    EnniBUseH, 
with  Princess  Mabib  and 
Crown  Prince  of  Roumania, 
enjojring  themselves  Wagnerially  and  Rou-manicaliy. 

Saturday,— Le  Prophete.  JoHK  db  RBsnt  not  upto his  usual 
form  as  the  Sporting  Prophet ;  but  his  little  Brother  Edwabd,  and 
Messieurs  Moittabiol  and  Casielxabt,  first-rate  as  the  three  con- 
spiring undertakers.  Madame  Deschahps-J^hut,  as  Fides^  very 
f»n-     •♦  House,"  also,  very  fine,  and  large. 


Ancient  BraBs-Work,  in  memory  of  Wagner 
the  Great  Worker  in  Brass. 


hue. 


THE  BONES  OF  JOSEPH. 


Dbab  Mr.  Punchy— 'Wheti  writing  to  a  Journal  of  light  and 
leaders— or  misleadert— last  Friday,  I  kept  "a  little  bit  up  my 
sleeve,"  so  to  speak,  for  the  Brightest.  Lightest,  and  Leadingest  of 
all  jMiperi  yclept  the  one.  Sir,  that  hears  your  honoured  name. 


After  quoting  from  Mr.  Chahbeblaik  at  HoUowav  (not  m  Hol- 
loway)  on  June  17,  1885.  as  a  gentle  reminder  to  Mr.  QfMCBXS— 
their  "  Mr.  G."  —  I  observed,  **  Perhaps,  however,  there  are 
reasons  why  the  *Egy]^tian  Skeleton*  prefers  to  forget  the  speeches 
of  Mr.  Chahbeblaik  in  1885."  It  struck  me  that,  having  already 
an  Egyptian  Skeleton*  we  might  have  as  its  companion  a  Brum- 
magem skeleton,  which  everyone  can  see  through,  and  this  sketch 
I  beg  to  submit  to  you.  pro  hino  publico.  Always,  Mr,  Punch,  your 
most  obedient  *'  sulgeot^'  (artistically),  W.  Y.  H-bc-bi. 


THE  FfiTE  OF  FLORA. 

WxBX  it  not  that  the  salutation  were  infelicitous,  we  should  have 
said,  '*Hail,  all  hail!"  to  the  Fete  at  the  Botanical  Gardens, 
Regent's  Park,  last  Wednesday.  Besides,  thejr  have  always  an 
Aquarius  of  the  name  of  Watbbbb  on  the  premises,  whoee  Rhodo- 


t 


<^.^n 


^■^P. 


^^^ 


First  Prize— Love  among  the  Boses. 

dendrons  are  magnificent.  So  we  didn*t  say  **  All  hail  I "  and  there 
was  not  a  single  drop,  of  rain,  or  in  the  attendance,  to  damage  a 
charming  show  which  has  po  otten  been  spoilt  by  the  drop  too  much 
that  has  floored  many  a  FSte  of  Flora.  Toothing  could  have  been 
pettier.  Flowers  of  speech  are  inadequate  to  describe  the  scene. 
^'  Simply  lovely ! "  is  the  best  epitome  of  praise. 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 

Dbab  Mb.  Punch,  The  Look-out,  Sheepedoor,  Kent. 

Ascot  has  been  too  much  for  me  I  What  with  the  excite- 
ment of  racing  all  day,  and  bezique  half  the  night— (another  sign  of 
the  times ;  women  no  longer  **  play  for  love,"  but  **  love  to  play ! ") 
—to  say  nothing  of  the  constant  strain  on  one*8  nerves  as  to  what 
the  weather  was  goin^  to  do  to  one's  gowns,  I  have  had  a  severe 
attack  of  overwork,  with  oomplicating  symptoms  of  my  old  enemy, 
idleness  I— so  that,  on  my  return  to  town,  my  Doctor--(he  's  a  dear 
man,  and  prescribes  just  what  I  suggest)— insisted  that  I  should  at 
once  run  down  to  the  Seaside  to  recuperate.  Hence  mv  retirement 
to  the  little  fishing  village  of  Sheepedoor  in  Kent,  '*  far  from  the 
gadding  crowd ; "  a  most  delightfully  rural  and  little-known  resort, 
where  we  all  go  about  in  brown  canvas-shoes— (russia-leather 
undv'^Rmt  of !)— and  wear  out  all  our  old  things,  utterly  regardless 
of  whether  we  look  *'  en  euite*^  or  not.  The  only  precaution  /take 
is  to  cany  in  my  pocket  a  thick  veil,  which  I  pop  on  if  I  see  anybody 
with  evidences  of  *'  style  "  about  them  coming  my  way^ ;  fortunately, 
this  has  only  happened  once,  when  I  met  a  certain  well-known 
**  Merry  Duchess ''  and  her  charming  little  daughter,  who  both 
failed  to  penetrate  my  disguise  I 

I  am  sorry  that  my  selected  horse  for  the  Windsor  June  Handicap 
did  not  run— though  the  word  of  command  was  given,  ^*  Mac^ 
ready!  "—he  was  not  told  to  be  "present !  "-being  presumably  short 
of  a  gallop  or  two,  and  therefore  lacking  "fire!  *'  This  little  series 
of  jokes  IS  proucQv  dedicated  to  the  Military,  and  CiviUane  are 
"warned  off  I  "—which  is  another  turf  expression.  The  much-needed 
rain  has  come  at  last,  and  the  Heath  should  be  in  fine  condition,  which 
was  more  than  its  namesake  at  Ascot  was,  and  all  for  want  of  a  little 
attention— I  am  told  that  the  far  end  was  all  in  lumps,  which  caused 
the  "  Lover**  to  come  down  in  his  race— though  that  was  hardly  a 
surprise,  as  we  know  that  "the  oourse  of  true  love  never  did  run 
smooth  I " 

Now— dear  Mr.  Punch,  if  you  want  a  few  hours*  fresh  air,  oom- 
mand  the  spedal  train,  wnich  I  am  told,  is  kept  in  readiness  for  you 
at  every  Lraidon  Terminus,  to  transport  you— (not  for  your  counts 
good,  but  your  otm)— to  Sheepedoor,  Kent,  where  you  shall  receive 
a  heartv  welcome— Lord  Abthxtb  is  not  with  me,  but  my  French 
maid  wul  chaperon  xmr^  necessary . 

Yours  devotedly,  Ladt  Gat, 

Stud  Pboducb  SsLBcnoir. 
To  a  Circus  in  Lancashire,  once  I  went. 

To  see  a  performing  dog  dance ! 
But,  my  money  in  vain  1  lound  1  'd  spent, 

For  I  much  prefer  a  "  Clog  Dancer    ^  ^^j  ^ 

The  Two  Sabas  of  the  Sbasost.- Saba  Bebithabdi  and  Saba  Sate. 
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UNA  AND  TH£   BRITISH   LION. 

A  CABTOON  FBOU  A  BIBlCmOHAK  COLLECTION. 


•^t^X.  !_•*-  -^. 


[Mr.  CHAMBB&LAur,  in  hif  Election  Addreit, 
explains  how  be  hat  eo-operated  with  the  Conaer- 
ratire  Goremment  in  onler  to  mainf^iw  the  Union 
between  Great  Britain  and  Ireland.] 

Thb  l^on  would  not  ieaye  her  desolate, 
But  with  her  went  alonf  ai  a  stronff  gard 
Of  her  chaat  person,  ana  a  f aithf  ull  mate 
Of  her  sad  troubles  and  misfortunes  hard ; 
And  over  her  he  kept  both  watch  and  ward, 
With  the  assistance  of  two  valiant  knifrhtes, 
Prince    Asthijbb,   and   the    Bed  Crosse 

Paladin, 
A  pair  of  brotherlie  and  doughtie  wightes, 
Though  erst  had  they  indulged  in  mutual 

floats  and  spites. 

For  loe !  a  diyelish  dragon  didde  infest 
That  region,  and  fair  Una  strove  to  slay. 
Her  to  protect  from  that  prodigious  pest, 


IVhereto  a  Brmnimagtm  Bard  hath  iet  ihsse  Spenaerian  atanzas. 
The  Bed  Crosse  Knight— who  lived  out 


Midland  way — 
Didde,  with  Prince  Axthttub,  travel  day  by 

day, 
And  prodded  up  that  lyon  as  they  strode, 
With  their  spe&re  pointes,  as  though  in  jovial 

play. 
To  holde  fair  Una,  who  her  safety  owed, 
Unto    the    puissant    beaste   whereon    she 
proudlie  rode. 

Anon  they  heard  a  roaring  hideous  sound 
That  all  the  ayre  with  terror  tilled  wyde. 
And  seemed  uneath  to  shake  the  stedfast 

ground; 
£f tsoones  that  dreadful  dragon  they  espvde, 
Where  stretcht  he  lay  upon  the  sunn^  nde 
Of  a  great  hiU,  himself  fike  a  great  hiU : 
But,  all  so  soone  as  he  from  far  desoryde 


Those  glistering  knights  banded  in  right 

goodwill, 

He  rou8*d  himselfe  full  blyth,  and  hastned 
them  wwrill^ 

Then  badd  those  knightes  fair  Uva  yede 

aloof, 
Whiles  they  attacked  that  dragon  side  by 

side, 
And  put  the  issue  to  stem  battaille's  proof : 
'*  We  '11  giTC  this  Big  Green  Bogey  beans !  '* 

they  cryde. 
That  Bed  Crosse  Knight  of  Brummagem  in 

his  pride,  Icrebt. 

And  brave  Prince  Abthuhb  of  the  shining 
But  if  victoriouslv  their  blades  they  plied. 

Or,  baffled  by  the  dragon,  ^ve  him  beste, 

Why,  that  the  barde  will  sing  qfUr  the 
battaille*s  teste  I 
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"THROUGH   DARKEST   LAMBETH." 


71.^*^1 


POLITICS. 

{Si/  a  Conf,44<d  Ctlvxn. ) 

Whit  a  state  we  '11  soon  be  in  I 
Biich  a  clamour,  auch  a  din. 

Raised  from  Kaw  to  Dai s ton, 
Cork  lo  Cromer,  WiifUt  to  Wick  1 
Becking  Totes  tbroaijii  tbin  and  thick, 

GLAOsnuBT  and  Salstone  ! 
Talk  and  c]i  sitter,  Bpeeoh  and  cry  ! 
Some  ftssert,  then  some  deny 

In  a  near  or  far  a  hire ; 
Cail  each  other  namM  aod  I  aught 
Jeer  and  chuekks  joktj  and  chatf — 

DiJroicoCBT  and  H  a  its  n  mi  I 
Still  they  come  and  still  they  ^o ; 
Up  and  down,  and  high  and  low, 

Many  more  than  those  four. 
Speak  in  Council,  speak  in  Houao/ 
Think  mil  ]ret  of  golf  or  grouoe, 

Balbeut  aud  Rosbfqur 
Kunh  and  canvass  up  and  f!owii, 
Yillajfe,  hatnltit,  city,  towUi 

Stately  alrti^t  or  poor  lane ; 
Btart  com^miUecs,  advtrtise, 
Think  of  rousing  party  crics^ 

Chamd^blkt  and  Moelact! 
Buch  a  fidget,  such  a  fuisl 
Thf^re  is  no  escape  for  nn  \ 

We  ahall  have  it  ahorttf. 
How  I  wish  that  both  would  fo 
OS  to  Bath  or  Jericho, 

Sal  f  0  l  a  l a  i  >%  0  la  rcouetlk  r ! 


reported  to  hare  said  at  the  Ulster  Appeal 
Meeting  in  8t.  James' i  Hall  .last  Wednes- 
day, **  If  they  (iba  UUter  Irishmen)  had  to 
ohoove  between  arbitrary  oppreasioa  and  an 
aopeal^  for  justice  to  the  God  of  battles,  ho 
(Dr.  K4XE)  had  no  more  doubt  than  he  had 
about  his  existence,  that  that  appeal  would 
be  made,  and  that  God  would  defend  the 
rigbL^^  With  the  saving  clause  adroitly 
introduced  into  the  last  sentenoCt  ev^ry- 
one,  except  an  Atheist,  will  agre«;  and, 
bat  lor  thiSi  this  upeech  read^  a$  an  incen- 
tive to  Civil  War,  intended  to  stir  up  brother 
a^nat  brother  to  tight  to  the  death. 
Sach  Hcntiments  may,  in  the  future ^  be 
remembered  as  marked  with  ^*  the  brand  of 

A  DrFFiccLTt,— Jtf"r.  Dick  was  unable  to 
keep/*  King  Charles  the  First's  head  ^*  out 
of  bis  literary  work*  So  Gur  Oscar,  it  is 
laid^  has  been  unable  to  keep  the  head  of 
St.  John  the  llapti^jt  out  of  his  t>!ay,  Sahmi. 
accepted  by  Samah,  Henoe  ditficulty  with 
liceOAer.     The  rvai  truth,  we   believe,  is 


that  the  head,  aocording  to  reoeived  tra- 
dition^ should  be  brought  in  by  Sahtni 
•*  on  a  ehargcr,''  and  Sarah  protests  against 
thisf  as  ehc  i^  not  an  equestrian* 


A  Nrw  SoKoiTEMS,— Mr.  CuiiKS,  on 
Wednesday  Icwt,  acoompanying  ScHOiCAiTir. 
RuBiKSTEiK,  St  Co.,  may  fairly  he  described 
as  "  Cu  an?  i  G  erman,  *  *  A  very  sue  ee  ssful  Con  - 
oert,  musically  notable,  among  many  notable 
things,  for  the  debut  of  Mis*  Gwi^nttf  Woon, 
who,  bflinK  vociferously  encored^  gave  a 
Tyrolean  VolksUM,  or  **  Voxes*  Family" 
danoe  and  song,  playing  the  accompaniment 
herself.  *'ebe  ought  to  do  well.''— 1  quota 
Soakkspeark,  William  Sharr^pearr,  ^o 
Miisioiao,  who  Rang  tidini  with  Mme*  VALni, 
The  Concert  commenced  with  a  *' Septette 
(By  Dksier)."    Thia  is  a  new  C^mpofter* 


A  IT  ArrERNoos^  wite  Tho-sr  who 
^^EifTEBTAiN*^  Mori  tb^it  Aktoitr  in 
LoNOON. — '*  Chariiy  hfpim  at  home,'*  or 

rather 
it  begins 
a  t  til  e 
Grrvan 

Kb  K  DS,' 
a/jf*r  COE- 
KKTGtLAtK 

baa  ii  n- 
ished  L  ] 
a  m  u  i  i  n  g 
" Vocal 
Recital.'^ 
Then  it  ie 
that  never- 
failing 
Charity  be- 
gins, and 
goes  as  well 
as  ever. 
A  L  F  R  c  n 

Rsin  is 
immensely 


Thfl  Le;id]i  with  the  Gbrmao 
Eced*'  5t»m 


funnyj  especially  when  disguised  &&  a  Cha- 
rity Otrl.  On  no  etccount  mias  the  Grain  of 
Chaff's  capital  French  version  of  Cheva- 
LTta'a  Coster  song  about  '*  *Arry  ^Aw^ 
kui$.^*  It's  lovely!  Excellent  entertain- 
ment for  iverybocfy  at  bt*  George^*  Hall, 


Doctor  O'LrrrsBS,  —  July  cth,  —  Not 
**D.C.L/*  hut  *' honorary  degree  of  Doctor 
of  Letters/*  ia  to  be  conferred  by  Dublin 
University  on  ExirBr  Irvimq,  for  masterly 
management  of  vast  correspondence.  Let 
Oxford  follow  suit  with  a  'VPoetmaster- 
ship  of  Morton.**  Dr*  L,  OToolr  says 
"  I'm  »atLiJi4?d  with  *  L.L.L.  Thr««  Stars,* 
and  plenty  ol  it." 


Cooglp" 
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THE   HORSE-EDUCATOR. 

{A  Skiteh  at  SytUnham.) 

Bcsn^An  Arena  ai  North  End  of  Crystal  PaUtee.—The  Arena  u 
thiekii(  covered  with  eawduit,  ana  occupied  eolely  by  a  Ught 
American  waggon.  There  ii  a  »maU  iteam-engine  at  one  etde^ 
with  an  escape-fiipe  and  valve  projecting  into  the  Cireue^  and  a 
bundle  of  parti^coloured  ituffie  fluttering  overhead  oppo$iie. 
From  lioee-boxa,  three  or  four  horsee  are  examining  these 
ominous  preparations  with  apprehensive  eyes,  Enter  a  Portly 
Gentleman  tn  a  tall  hat  and  frock-coat^  who  oows  to  the  audience, 
and  is  but  faintly  applauded,  owing  to  a  disappointed  sense  that 
the  ideal  Horse-  tratner  would  not  tame  in  a  tall  hat.  However^  he 
merefy  appears  to  introduce  Professor  NoBTOir  B.  Smith,  who, 
turning  out  to  be  a  slender,  tall  man,  in  a  slouch  hat,  Uach  velve- 
teen coat,  breeches,  and  riding  boots,  is  received  with  enthusiasm. 

The  Professor  (with  a  slight  transatlantic  accent).  The  first 
animal  On  my  ILst,  Ladies  and  Qentlemen.  is  a  yurrj  bad  shyer, 
afraid  Of  strange  Objects,  Fireworks,  Masio,  Pftpef'  Almost  any- 
thing, in  fact.  Brin^  out  Number  One,  boys.  {To  a  taU  Chroom  and 
a  snort  one,  who  rush  to  the  loose-boxes,  the  short  Oroom  falling  over 
a  drum,  to  the  general  deliaht.  The  horse  who  is  afraid  of  almost 
anything  is  brought  in,  ana  begins  to  plunge  at  once,  as  though  defy- 
ing any  Professor  to  cure  him.)  Now,  this  animal  is  not  Vicious, 
he 's  only  Nervous. 

{^The  Horse  appears  to  resent  this  description  of  himself,  and 
lashes  out  by  way  of  contradiction. 

Paterfamilias,  in  audience  {who  has  a  spoilt  horse  at  home).  Just 
what  I  always  say  about  Tartar— it  *s  nerves,  not  vioe. 

His  Eldest  Da%tghter,  Shall  yon  send  him  hf're  to  be  cured,  Father? 

Pater f  No,  my  dear;  quild  iionocudsary.    Whf:n  I  ee©  ho^v  it's  done,  I  shall 
able  to  take  Tartar  in  hand  myself,  I  have  no  doubt. 

The  Prof,  {instruc- 
tivsly).  It  is  natural  For 
a  Horse  when  friirhtened 
at  anything  in  Front  of 
him.  To  jump  Backwards, 
and  when  xrifhtened  at 
anything  BacK  of  him, 
To  jump  Forwards.  {Ap- 
plause, in  recognition  of 
the  accuracy  and  obser- 
vation of  this  axiom,) 
Now  I  will  show  you  my 
method  Of  correcting  this 
Tendencv  by  means  Of 
my  double  Safety  Rope 
and  driving  Bein,  with- 
out Cruelty.  Always  Be 
Humane,  Never  causing 
any  Pain  if  you  Possibly 
can  Help  it.  Fetch  that 
Harness.  ,  {The  short 
Chroom  trips  again,  but  so 

elaborately  as  to  be  immeduitely  recognised  as  the  funny  man  of  the 
performance,  after  which  his  awkwardness  ceases  to  entertain.  The 
Frotesaor  shouts,  *^Woa/*^  and,  as  the  horse  declines  to  accept  this 
suggestion,  emphasises  it  by  pulling  the  double  rope,  which,  beina 
attached  to  the  animal's  forefe^s,  promptly  brinas  him  on  his  knees,  much 
to  his  surprise  and  indignation,)  Never  use  the  word  **  Woa! "  Only 
when  you  mean  your  horse  To  stop.  Woa !  (horse  down  again,  in- 
tensely humiliated.)  If  you  mean  him  just  To  go  quiet,  say  '*  Steady!  '* 
and  teach  him  The  difference  Of  the  words.  Never  afterwards  De- 
ceiving him.  (Paterf.  makes  a  note  of  this  on  Tartar's  account.) 
Steady.  .  .Woa!  [Same  business  repeated;  horse  evidently Jeeling 
that  he  is  the  victim  of  a  practical  joke,  and  depressed.  Finally, 
Professor  says  "  Woa  !  ^'  without  pulling,  and  horse  thinks  it  better  to 
take  the  hint.) 

Paterf,  Wonder  where  I  could  get  that  apparatus— just  the  thing 
for  Tartar! 

His  Daughter,  But  you  would  have  to  lav  down  such  a  lot  of  sawdust 
first.  And  it  might  teach  him  to  kneel  down  whenever  you  said 
''  Woa ! "  you  know,  and  that  wouldn't  do ! 

Paterf  Um  I    No.    Never  thought  of  that 

Prof,  I  will  now  introduce  To  his  notice  the  Bass  Drum.  (The  two 
Grooms  dance  about  the  horse,  banging  a  drum  and  clashing  cymbals, 
at  which  he  shies  consumedly.  Gradually  he  avj^ears  to  reaUse  that 
his  lines  have  fallen  among  Mnaties,  and  that  aw  wisest  policy  is  to 
humour  them.  He  does  so,  even  to  the  extent  of  steering  the  big 
drum  to  be  beaten  on  his  head  unth  patient  disgust,) 

The  Daughter,  You  might  tir  that  with  Tartar ^  Father.    You 


familiarWith  an  umbrella.  {Opens  it  suddenly :  horse  plunges,)  Now, 
Sir,  this  is  nothing  but  an  umbrella— vnrry  good  one  too— it  isn't 
going  to  hurt  you ;  look  at  it  I 

\^He  waves  it  round  the  animaPs  head,  and  finaUy  clajps  it  over 
his  eyes,  the  horse  inspects  it,  and  tacitly  admits  that  ho 
may  have  been  prijudiced. 

Daughter.  It  would  be  quite  easy  to  do  that.  Father.  We  could 
hide  in  the  shrubbery  with  parasols,  and  jump  out  at  him. 

Paterf,  Not  while  J'm— Well,  we  must  see  what  your  Mother 
says  about  that.  [Begins  to  wish  he  had  come  alone. 

Prof  ^j^roducing  another  horse).  This  animal  is  a  confirmed 
Kicker.  We  '11  give  him  a  little  tinware,  just  to  amuse  him. 
(Some  tin  pans  and  bells  are  attached  to  the  animaTs  tail,  but,  per- 
ceiving that  kicks  are  expected  from  him,  his  natural  contrartnese 
makes  him  decline  to  make  sport  for  Philistines  in  this  manner.) 
Hang  on  more  tinware,  bo^  I  Some  persons  here  may  feel  Disap- 
pointed that  he  Doesn't  kick.  Bemember— that  is  not  My  Fault. 
They  can't  be  too  vicious  to  please  me.^  (The  Horse  sees  his  way  to 
score,  and  after  bearing  various  trials  in  a  spirit  of  Christian  resigna- 
tion, leaves  the  Arena,  consoled  by  the  reflection  that  no  one  there  got 
much  fun  out  of  him,  at  all  events,    A  Jibber  is  broughtin  ;  the  'Pro- 


feeaarHlustrate's  his  patent  methodof  teaching  him  to  stand  while  being 
groomed^  by  tying  a  rope  to  his  tail,  seizing  the  halter  in  one  hand  and 
the  rope  in  the  other^  and  obliging  the  horse  to  perform  an  involun- 
tary waltz,  after  which  he  mounts  him  and  coriinues  his  discourse.) 
Now  it  occasionally  happens  To  some  riders  that  when  they  want  To  rp 
down  G.  Street,  their  horse  has  a  sort  of  idea  he  'd  like  to  go  up  £. 
Street,  and  he  generally  does  go  up  it  too  I 

A  Sister  (to  her  Brother),  Bobbrt,  that  's^ust  like  the  home  you 
rode  that  last  time,  isn't  it  ? 


eould  have  uie  dinner-gong,  you  faiow. 
Paterf,  (dubiously],  H'm,  I'm 


^ ,- 'm  not  at  all  sure  that  it  would  have 

the  same  effect,  my  dear. 
Prof,  (who  has  vaulted  on  the  horse^s  back),  I  will  now  make  him 


[RoBBBT  doesn't  answer, 
ftrventfy  hoping  that 
his     Swter^s    Pretty 
Friend  has  not  over" 
heard  this  comment. 
The  Prof.   Well,  the 
way  to  overcome  that  is 
just  to  turn  the  animal 
round— so— several  times 
till  he  eeta  dizzy  and  for- 
gets where  £.  Street  is, 
and  then  he  says  to  him- 
self, **  I  guess  I  'd  better 
go  wherever  the  gentle- 
man wants  1 " 

The  Sister,  Bobkst's 
horse  tiuned  round  and 
round   like   that — didn*t 

he,  ROBKBT  ? 

[RoBKRT  turns  rather  red 
and  grunts. 
Her  Pretty  Friend.  And 
then  did  he  go  where  your 
brother  wanted  him  to  P 

"  The  short  Groom  falling  over  s  drum.*'  iggt.      (RoBBRT   breathes 

more  freely.)  Onlv  without  Robbbt.  [Robbbt  wonders  bitterly 
why  on  earth  a  fellow* s  Sisters  should  try  to  make  him  out  a  regular 
muff  like  this. 

[Two  more  horses  are  brought  out,  put  in  double  harness  m  the  light 
waggon,  and  driven  round  the  Arena  by  the  Professor.  A  stMm 
whistle  is  let  off  over  their  heads,  whereupon  they  rear  and 
plunge,  and  back  frantically,  the  Professor  discoursing  un- 
perturbed from  the  wagoon.  After  a  few  repetitions  of  this,  the 
horses  find  the  steam-whistle  out  as  a  brazen  impostor,  and  be- 
come hardened  sceptics  from  that  mommt.  They  despise  the 
Comic  Groom  when  he  prances  at  them  with  ajtag.  and  the  per- 
formance of  the  Serious  Man  on  the  cymbals  only  inspires  them  with 
grave  concern  on  his  account.  The  bundle  of  coloured  rags  is  lei 
down  suddenly  on  their  heads,  and  causes  them  nothina  but  con- 
temptuous amusement;  crackers  bang  about  their  heels— and 
they  pretend  to  be  pleased  :  the  Funny  Groom  (who  is,  by  this 
time,  almost  unrecognisable  with  sawdttst),  gets  on  the  near  horse* s 
back  and  bangs  the  drum  on  his  head,  but  they  are  merely  pained 
by  his  frivolity.  Finally  he  throws  an  armful  of  old  newspapers 
at  them,  and  they  exhilfit  every  sign  of  boredom.  After  this, 
they  are  unharnessed  and  sent  back  to  their  boxes-^a  pair  of 
eqttine  Stoics  who  are  past  surprise  at  anything  on  this  earth."} 
The  Prof,  (concluding  amidst  loud  applause)^  Ladies  and  Gentle- 
men, I  have  only  To  say  that  I  don't  carry  any  horses  About  with  me, 
and  that  if  anyone  here  has  a  vicious  Or  nervous  animal,  and  likes  to 
send  him  to  me,  I  will  undertake  to  handle  him  free  of  all  charge. 

Paterf,  I  shall  have  Tartar  sent  here— less  trouble  than  trying  the 
methods  myself —and  safer. 

Prof,  And  after  I  have  treated  the  animal  as  you  have  seen,  the 
Proprietor  will  only  have  to  repeat  the  process  himself  for  a  week  or 
so,  and  I  guarantee  he  will  have  a  thoroughly  broke  horse. 
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Ths  Dauahter,  There,  70a  lee,  Father,  lome  of  the  taming  will 
have  to  be  done  at  home ! 

PaUrf.  (who  doe$n*t  quite  $ee  httmelf  dancing  about  Tartar  ufitha 
drum^  or  brandishing  an  umbrella  on  hie  back).  Well,  ToPFDr  will 
take  the  hone  oyer,  and  he  'U  be  here  and  see  how  it 's  done.  I  can't 
be  bothered  with  it  myielf .    1  'ye  too  much  to  do  I 

The  Daughter,  I  wiah  70a  would*  I  'm  sure  Tartar  would  rather 
you  tamed  him  than  Topfik  1 

[Paterf.  while  privately  of  opinion  that  this  ie  not  urUikely,  eeee 
no  neeeetity  to  eoneidinr  hie  horse's  preferences  in  the  matter. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

XXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DUBT  OF  TOBT,  K.P. 

Mouse  of  Commons,  Monday,  June  20.— Blaek  Bod  got  up  little 
joke  to-night  by  way  of  relieying  the  weight  of  these  moumfiu  part- 
ing moments.  As  soon  as  House  met,  word  went  round  that,  in 
abseuoe  of  Mr.  Q.,  and  other  Leaders  of  the  Opposition,  81.GS  07 
Qirxxir  Aiars*8  Gatb  intended  to  take  Prince  Abthub  in  hand,  and 
insist  on  his  making  clean  breast  of  date  of  Dissolution.  A  Royal 
Commission  arranged  in  other  House.  Black  Hod  despatched  to 
summon  Commons  to  assist  at  oeremony.  ' '  The  Saoi  wants  the  House 
of  Lords  abolished,  does  he  ?  "  said  Black  Bod.  to  his  friend  the 
White  Elephant.  "Very  well;  but  before  it's  done,  I'll  bet  you 
100  to  1,  as  JoHK  MoBLBT  says,  that  I,  as  representatiye  of  the  Lords, 
will  make  him  shut  up,  and  pretty  sharp  too.  He  little  knows 
there 's  a  Bod  in  pickle  for  him,  and  a  Black  'un.  too." 

Everything  worked  out  as  it  was  planned.  On  Motion  for  Third 
Beading  of  Appropriation  Bill,  Sags,  in  his  most  winning  way,  in- 
yited  Prince  Abthub  to  name  the  happy  day.  Black  Bod,  getting 
tip.  hurried  across  Lobby :  reached  the  door  Just  as  Baob  was  in 
middle  of  a  sentence.  '^  Black  Bod  I"  roared  Doorkeeper,  at  top 
of  his  yoice.  Saob  paused,  looked  with  troubled  glance  towards  door, 
stood  for  a  moment  as  if  he  would  resist  the  incursion,  and  catching 
sight  of  sword  by  Black  Bod's  side,  abruptly  sat  down  amid  general 
titter. 

Still  winding-up  business.  Gbobob  CuBZOir  explained  Indian 
Budget  to  Plowdxit,  and  Bey.  Bau  8xith«  who  thought  it  yery 
good.  80  it  was,  comprehensiye,  lucid,  here  and  tiiere  brightened 
with  felicitous  touches  of  eloquence. 

''Pity,"  said  Gbanb  Cboss,  when  I  mentioned  to  him  the  de- 
pressing circumstances  attendant  upondeliyery  of  speech ;  ''CuBZOV  *8 
a  deyer  youth.  When  he 's  been  with  me  a  month  or  two,  he  'U 
brighten  up  oonsiderabljr.  Great  adyantage  for  a  young  man  to 
haye  such  guidance,  coming  into  almost  daily  contact  with  a  penon 
like  his  present  Chief.  The  fact  is,  Tobt,  I  am  really  responsible 
for  the  state  of  the  House  to-night.  The  country,  England  and 
India  alike,  are  so  satisfied  with  my  rule  oyer  what  I  may,  perhaps 
without  offence,  call  our  dusky  Empire, 
that  people  do  not  think  it  worth  while 
to  go  down  to  House  to  hear  the  sffair 
discoursed  on  by  mjr  Under-Secretary. 
Amongst  the  natiyes  in  India,  I  'm  told, 
I  'm  regarded  as  a  sort  of  Fetish.  Tra- 
yellers  in  remote  regions  bring  home 
stories  of  finding,  set  up  in  humble  cot- 
tages, little  imsges,  more  or  less  resem- 
bhxig  me.  Gobbt  told  me  they  haye  a 
saying  there,  which  he  was  good  enough 
to  translate.  His  knowledge  of  Hindu- 
stanee  is  extensiye,  peculiar,  and  acquired 
with  remarkable  rapidity.  These  are  the 
lines: 


umbrella,  just  about  to  add  a  unit  to  the  number ;  stopped  on  the 
threshold  by  strange  eight ;  looking  in  from  room  beyond  the  Throne, 
sees  Dbnmait  standing  at  Table,  snaking  his  fist  at  Prime  Minister. 
DssuAX  is  wearing  what  Chet.H8F0BD,  who  is  short-sighted,  at  first 
took  to  be  red  Cap  of  Liberty.  But  it  'a  nothing  more  dangerous  than  a 
red  slnill-cap,  designed  to  resist  draughts.  Sfeedn't  be  red,  but  it  is. 
Business  before  House,  Third  Beaoixi^  of  Small  Holdinga  Bill 
Oocurs  to  DBKiLUf  to  moye  its  rejection ;  talks  for  ten  minutes ; 
difficidty  to  catch  his  remarks :  understood  from  fragmentary  phrases 
to  be  extolling  someone  as  a  luminous  Statesman ;  seeing  measure 
before  the  House  is  Small  Holdings 
Bill,  noble  Lords  naturally  conclude 
he 'stsJldng  about  CHAPLUf.  Mab- 
BI88  interposes ;  says,  '*  Noble  Lord 
not  speaking  to  Bill  before  House." 

It  was  at  this  moment  Chxlks- 
FOBD  arriyed.  Saw  Dmnux  draw 
himself  up  to  full  height,  shake  his 
fist  at  the  Mabkiss,  and  this  time 
at  f uU  pitch  of  quiyering  yoice  ery, 
*'  Ha !  na  I  you  wish  to  clCture  me 
again,  do  you  ?  I  'm  yery  much 
obleeged  toyou.  I  haye  a  right  to 
refer  in  a  hereditary  assembly  to 
the  best  man  that  oyer  stood  in  it" 

Then  noble  Lords  knew  it  couldn't 
haye  been  Chaplut.    Not  jeU 

Business  donc—StHl  winding  it 
up. 

Tuesday,  June  28.— Parliament 
proroguea  and  dissolyed.  **A11 
oyer  at  last."  says  Boscos,  putting 
it  in  another  and  more  original 
way.  Few  to  part  where  (six  years 
ago)  many  met.  Still  some,  cniefiy 
Metropolitan  Members,  remain  to 
see  the  last  of  the  old  Parliament. 

**  Good  -  bye,  Tobt,"  Prince 
A.BTHUB  says,  after  we 'ye  shaken 
hands  with  the  SPBiLBEB.  '*  Shall 
see  you  again  in  August.  You  're 
all  right.  One  of  those  happy 
fellows  who  are  returned  unopposed, 
my  seat,  and  my  life." 

**  You'll  comeback  too,"  I  said;  '*but  you'll  be  sitting  on  the 
other  side  of  House.    What  '11  you  do  when  you  're  in  Opposition  ?  " 

*'I'll  go  to  the  Ope-ra  eyery  Wednesday  night,"  said  Prince 
Abthub,  with  a  gleam  of  joy  lighting  up  his  jface. 

Bueineu  done, — Parliament  disiolyed. 


"AU  over  St  last!" 
As  for  me,  I  haye  to  fight  for 


If  you  'd  nerer  make  s  lost. 

Put  your  money  on  Gkand  Cross. 

A  free  translation,  Gobst  says,  but  giyes 
you  the  swing  and  the  spirit  of  the  distich. 
Bather  hard  on  Cubzov  that  my  popu- 
larity should  spoil  his  speech,  but  a  good 
thing  for  the  country." 
Bueineee  d(Ofi#.~^Budget  brought  in. 

7Ws<ffly.— Wonderfully  good  muster 
in  Lords  to-night.  £yery  man  upon  his 
mettle.  As  the  Mabkiss  says,  with  that 
epigranunatic  style  that  makes  him  so 
delightful,  ''  The  first  duty  of  a  Peer  is 
to  a|ipear."  Those  Badicals  been  pro- 
testing that  talk  about  necessity  for  nro* 
''Stopped  on  the  tbreihold.*'  longing  Session  oyer  week  all  a  flam. 
Simply  meant  to  make  it  impossible  for  our  delicate  friend,  the 
British  Workman,  to  get  to  polL  Peers  must  show  they  mean 
bufiness.  by  turning  up  with  regularity  and  despatch. 

Appeal  to  i>atriotio  feelings  nobly  answered;  nearly  a  hundred 
Lords  in  plaoe  to-night.     Cbblmsfobd,  walking  down  with  his 


Nxws  iBOUT  Bismarck  fob 
THB  Bbitish  Public— Professor 
Schwbkinoeb.  the  Bizzy  B.'s 
priyate  physician,  writes  priyately 
to  Mr,  Funch  the  following  news 


about  his  distinguished  patient 
*'Tell  the  B.  P.  that  P.  B.  sleeps 


like  a  top.  This  is  no  hum.  He  is 
up  at  7  A.M.,  and  wishes  eyery  one 
*  the  top  of  the  momin'  to  you,' 
puts  on  his  top-boots  and  top- hat, 
and  then  goes  out  for  a  spin." 


FbOH  a  COBBB8PONDBNT  ASrXHT 

THB  Tbustbis,  Mbssbb.  Cohbk 
Aim  Lvyr,  abb  thb  Gin  of 
£350.000  FOB  LiyEBPOOL  abb 
Maitchestbb.— Sir,— It  has  been 
asked,  what  will  they  do  with  it  ? 
Liyerpool  and  Manohester  are 
both  millionnaires  and  millowners 
too.  Why  not  send  a  little  to 
mef  Who's  Cohen,  I  mean  who's 
goin'  to  Leaye-y  me  anything? 
No  spare  Cohen— at  Coin — oyer 
oomes  my  way  I  Would  that  a 
Co-hen  would  lay  for  me  a  golden 
erg  as  yaluable  as  the  Kohenore  I 
Sir,  I  am  of  Irish  extraction,  and 
the  Irish  are  of  Hebraic  origin, 
so  I  haye  some  claim.  Why  r 
Because  Irishmen  are  Hebn^ws 
first  and  Irish  afterwards.  The 
first  settlers  on  settling-day  in 
Ireland  were  Hebrews  to  a  man. 
and  isn't  it  dear  that  ''Liffey" 
was  originally  '*  Leyy  ?  " 
Tours  impecuniously, 

Thb  O'Dukahoo. 
fFith  (he  accent  on  the  "  Owe' 
gitized  band  the  *'Dun.X  IC 
Leafy  June  SO. 
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ACCORDING   TO   HIS    FOLLY!' 


ffotUa.    "I  'Vl  GOT  8UCB  A  COLD  TO-DAY.      I  VEML  QUITB  STUPID  /  " 

Prize  Idiot  (callyug).  "  I  'ts  got  a  bad  Cold  too  ;  but  /  dom't  fkbl  pibticitlarly  Stitpid  ! " 

HosUu.    "Ah,    I  8BE  you  'BB  not  quite  YoUBSBLFl" 


THE  POLITICAL  JOHHHT  OILPIH. 

(LaUly-diawvtred  FragmmU  of  a  Grand  Old 
Ballad,  the  Sequel  to  toAieh  may—or  may 
not— turn  up  laUr  on. 

JoHK  GiLPnr  WBB  a  patriot 

Of  credit  and  renown ; 
A  Grand  Old  Leader  eke  was  he. 

Of  f  amooa  London  town. 

John's  Liberal  Lady  said,  "  Oh,  dear  1 

Out  in  the  oold  we  'ye  been 
These  seven  tedious  years,  and  have 

No  chance  of  Office  i 


"  To-morrow  is  Election  Day, 

And  we  may  then  repair 
Oar  Party-split  a  little  bit, — 

That  ift—ii  yon  take  care  I 

'*  Oar  Sisters^  and  the  Labour  lot, 

Need  soothing,  you  'U  agree ; 
If  we  can  all  together  ride, 

I  think  we  'U  nave  a  spree." 

He  soon  replied,  "  I  do  admire 

Of  Libextd  Dames  but  one. 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear ; 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done  1 

"  I  am  a  Programme-rider  bold. 

As  all  the  world  doth  know, 
And  my  good  friend  the  Party  '  Whip ' 

Will  teach  me  how  to  go." 

Quoth  the  good  dame,  "Liquor  we '11  want, 

The  *  Union  Tap'  is  queer ; 
We  'U  furnished  be  wiUi  our  own  '  Blend,' 

Sootoh-Irish  bright  and  dear." 


JoHK  OiLPiH  kissed  his  partner  shrewd ; 

O'eijoyed  was  he  to  find 
That,  though  on  conquest  she  was  bent. 

She  had  a  prudent  mind. 

•  •  •  • 

JoHK  GiLPnr,  at  his  horse's  side. 

Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane. 
And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride, 

But  soon  came  down  again. 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reached  had  he, 

His  journey  to  begin. 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 

Queer  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came ;  for  loss  of  time, 

Although  it  grieved  him  sore. 
Yet  loss  A  Votes,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

'Twas  long  ere  these  queer  customers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind, 
When   ScmrADDT,  shouting,  came  down 
stairs, 

*'  The  tipple 's  left  behind  I " 

**  Good  lack  1 "  quoth  he,  '*  yet  bring  it  me. 

My  leathern  belt  likewise, 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  blade 

When  foes  I  •  pulverise.' " 

His  Liberal  Lady  (careful  soul !) 

Had  two  big  bottles  found. 
To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  loved. 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear. 
Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 

And  hung  a  bottle  at  each  side. 
To  keep  his  balance  true. 


Then,  over  all,  that  he  might  be 

Equipped  from  top  to  toe. 
His  long  green  cloak,  well-brushed  and  neat, 

He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  docile  steed. 
Full  slowly  lacing  o*er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 

It  might  have  been  a  smoother  road. 

Nor  was  it  nice  to  meet 
First  off,  a  Pig,  who  Gilfdt  bold 

With  stubborn  grunt  did  greet. 

So  fair  and  softly  I    JoHirr  cried. 

But 

{Hero  the  fragment,  eo  far  as  at  present 
diacovered,  abruptly  endeth. 


Tip  pkom  Oxte  Owk  Boonwo-Oppic*.— 
Persons  about  to  go  to  the  Country,  whether  to 
defend  their  own  seat  or  attack  someone  else's, 
can't  do  better,  my  Baronite  says,  than  take 
with  them  P.  W.  Claydbn's  England  Under 
CoaUtum,  just  published  by  Fishbb  Uiiwnr. 
It's  not  much  to  carry,  but  it's  worth  the 
trouble  of  packing  up;  also  of  unpacking,  and 
reading.  It  tells  the  story  of  two  Parliaments 
and  three  Governments.  A  pretty  story  it  is, 
more  interesting  than  most  novels,  and  in  one 
volume  too.  A  marvel  of  condensation  and 
lucid  narrative.  Only  one  thing  lacking  to  a 
work  likely  to  be  constantly  used  for  reference, 
and  that  is  an  index.  **  But  you  oan*t  have 
everything,"  as  Queen  JEleanar  Mid  to  Fair  M^h 
eamond  wnen,  having  swallowed  the  contents 
of  the  poisoned  chalice,  she  asked  for  a  dagger. 
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THE  POLITICAL  JOHNNY  GILPIN. 

"NOW  SEE  HIM  MOUimSD  ONCE  AGAIN 
UPON  HIS  NIMBLE  STEED, 
FULL  SLOWLY  PACING  O'ER  THE  STONES,     njnitizpd  bv 
?nTH  CAUTION  AND  GOOD  HEED."  ^  ^ 
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OBVIOUS. 

^utimu  (/re$h/ram  tki  Couniry,  evidenUy  no  French  Scholar).  "  I  bat,  Mabt,  thb  Ouy'nos 

▲KD  MiMVt  AXE  DININO    OUT    TO-NIOHT.      BUT  I  CAK'T    FOB    THB    LIYB    07    MB   XAKB    OUT 
WHAT  A  B,   A  S,    A    F,   ANB  ▲  P  MBAN  ON  THIS  'BBI  CaBD  !  " 

Smart  Housemaid.  '*  Why,  of  ooubsb  it  mbaks  thby  'ke  going  to  havb  iSuMP  ^S^bab 
AND  Feal  Fie  I " 


ELECTION  NOTES. 

{By  Mr,  Funeh*$  Special  Commissioner.) 

Dbab  Bib,— I  am  glad  yon  eonaented  eren- 
toally  to  the  terms  I  proposed.  After  all, 
£100  a^week  (and  expenses)  is  a  mere  trifle  for 
the  ardnona  work  I  expect  to  do  for  tou. 
According  to  yonr  instmotions,  I  arriTed  three 
nights  ago  in  the  ancient  horough  of  Bnnk- 
hun-on-the-Marahj  and  at  once  took  steps  to 
nursne  those  inqmries  which  are  necessary 
for  a  satisfactory  estimate  of  the  j;K>litical 
sitoation.  M^  experience  as  a  lightning 
change  or<wi«  IS  quite  inyalnahle.  Iirisitthe 
Liberal  Committee-rooms,  and  attend  Liberal 
meetings  in  a  comidete  suit  of  corduroys  and 
homy  hands.  Five  minutes  afterwards  I  find 
myself  in  a  militarr  moustache,  a  frock  coat, 
and  patent  leather  boots  at  the  Conserratiye 


head-quarters.  In  the  former  disguise  I 
enthusiastically  advocate  the  Newcastle  Pro- 
mmme,  and  denounce  the  base  minions  of 
Coercion.  In  the  latter  I  rouse  Conserratiye 
partisans  to  frenzy  by  my  impassioned  ap- 

E^als  on  behalf  of  one  Queen,  one  Flag,  one 
mpire,  ami  a  pdioy  of  enlightened  Con- 
serratiTe  progress.  I  can  highly  recommend 
my  two  perorations,  in  one  of  which  I  consi^ 
Mr.  Gladstonb  to  eternal  infamy,  while  in 
the  other  I  hold  up  Lord  Salisbubt  to  the 
derision  of  mankind. 

I  send  you  herewith  extracts  from  the  two 
newspapen  published  in  Bunkham.  The 
Bunkham  News  is  the  organ  of  the  Liberals ; 
the  Bunkham  Standard  (with  which  are 
inoomrated  the  Bunkham  Messenger  and 
the  Bunkham  Oumrdian  and  Mangelshire 
Express)  exj^renes  the  views  oi  the  Conser- 
vatives in  this  important  district. 


The  Bunkham  News,  The  Bunkham  Standard. 

Axiastl  The  period  Thb  date  of  the  Dis- 
of  subterfuges  and  solutionhasbeen  fixed, 
evasionsispast  Fraud  and  by  making  it  im- 
and  dishones^  have  possible  for  the  Elec- 
had their  day,Coercion  tions  to  be  held  on  a 
has  done  its  worst,  Saturday,  the  Qovem- 
and  the  time  has  come  ment  have  given  one 
when  the  most  scan-  more  proof  of  their 
dalous  and  disgrace-  deep  and  sincere  de- 
ful  Government  of  votion  to  the  highest 
which  history  bean  interests  of  the  work- 
record,  wiU  nave  to  ing  -  classes.  There 
submit  itself  for  judg-  never  has  been  any 
menttotheopimonsof  Ministry,  we  make 
those  who  are  dis-  bold  to  say,  whose 
honoured  by  being  its  record  will  better  bear 
fellow  -  countrymen,  the  fierce  li^ht  of 
We  can  have  no  doubt  public  investigation, 
whatever  as  to  what  Grievances  have  been 
the  result  of  the  con-  redressed,  moderate 
test  will  be  in  this  en-  reforms,  such  as  the 
lightened  constitu-  country  desired,  have 
enoy.  The  men  of  been  passed  into  law. 
Bunkham  have  been  and  turbulence  and 
at  all  times  noted  for  outrage  have  been  re- 
tbeir  love  of  freedom  pressed.  No  body  of 
and  justice,  and  for  men  ever  deserved 
their  hatred  of  those  mora  fully  what  they 
who  base  themselves  now  possess,  and  ara 
upon  oppression  and  sura  to  ratain— the 
iniquity.     The  Libe-  confidence  and  irrati- 


ral  Candidate,  Mr. 
Hbnbt  Plbdobb,  has 
now  been  befora  the 
Constituencyfor  mora 
than  a  year,  wherever 
he  has  gone  he  has 


tude  of  their  fellow- 
citizens.  Our  Member, 
Mr.TiTFFAN,  has  borne 
a  not  unimportant  part 
in  assisting  the  Go- 
vernment by  his  pra- 


been    received    with  sence  in  the  House  of 
unparalleled   demon-   Commcms.  His  manly. 


strations  of  enthusi- 
asm  by  the  immense 
majority  of  our  fellow- 
townsmen.  His  elo- 
quence, combined  with 
his  engaging  man- 
nen,    have   won    all 


straightforward  inte- 
grity, and  his  uni- 
versal generosity, 
have  endeared  him  to 
all  classes  in  Bunk- 
ham. We  look  for- 
ward   with    absolute 


hearts.   The  fight  will  confidence  to  his  ra- 

be  short,  but  severa.  turn  by  an  immense 

Men     of    Bunkham,  majority.    From   the 

will  you  la^  in  the  disorganised  ranks  of 

raar  f    The  issue  is  to  our  adversaries  thera 

those  who  work  fram  is  little  to  fear.    Let 


nowtoUie  polling  day 
If  you   only  make  a 


us  stand  shoulder  to 
shoulder,  and  leave  no 


united  effort,  triumph  stone  unturned  to  win 
is  assured.  a  viet^y  which  is  even 

now  within  our  grasp. 

I  have  had  interviews  with  prominent  poli- 
ticians on  both  sides,  and  have  Deen  assured  on 
both  sides,  that  victory  is  certain.  Both  Can- 
didates ara  constantly  occupied  in  driving  all 
over  the  boroueh  in  nair-horse  carriages, 
lavishly  decorated  with  the  party  colours, 
orange  for  the  Liberals,  blue  for  the  Conserva- 
tives. Mrs.  Plbdobb  is  magnificent  in  an 
orange  silk  dress  ;  Mn.  Tufpan  overwhelms 
me  with  blue  ribbons.  Master  Plbdobb  waves 
an  orange  banner  in  every  street;  Miss 
Tuffan  distributes  blue  cards  in  all  the  shops. 
The  Liberal  Committee-rooms  ara  ablaze  with 
pictuTPs  of  Mr.  Glaiwtonb  ;  the  Conservative 
Office  flames  with  Union  Jacks,  and  other  Im- 
perial devices.  Eight  meetings  ara  to  be  held 
m  different  parts  of  the  Constituency  to-night. 
Immense  efforts  ara  being  made. to  captura 
the  votes  of  the  Association  of  Jam  Dealers, 
which  has  its  dbief  factory  hera.  Master 
Plbdobb  has  just  gone  by  in  a  Victoria,  with 
a  huge  pot  of  **  Bunkham  Jam  "  on  the  seat  in 
front  of  him.  He  had  a  spoon,  and  was  ap- 
parantly  enioying  himself.  This  manauvra 
has  much  oeptoMcd  the  Conservatives,  who 
consider  it  disgracefuL  Mora  next  week. 
Toun  always,  Thb  Mait  or  xxs  Moov. 


)23 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


fJuLT  2,  1892. 


Digitized  by  VjiJiJ^  It " 


C^VOnOB.— 14tnMlCmwuiMttaatrOntrttmtiMt,vlMU«MS^  MitttA 
iB  m  MM  U  iMwmt4,BM  tm  wfem  MMspuM  fej  a  IMfti  aaA 

UtM  will  to  M  tSMftiM. 


V  BrswlBgt.  M  PlMiiM  •£  Aij  MMTif  Ura,  will 
~  iBfNtpti  Otftr,  tr  Wniyf«.   T»  Ikia  i«la 


JuLT  2.  1893.] 


PUNCH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


323 


Adtics  Qrmtia,  Ml,  t06 

After  DUmer— At  the  Qoee  of  the  Teer,  1 

Alter  the  Brent.  M8 

^  AlTT  Peiry  Lilly 'Ub  r  lis 

••  Aire  (Fftlriy)  Well,- 1» 

'*  And  a  good  Jndge,  too,**  87 

Asglo-ADierleen  French,  106 

Another  Ronl  Oonflveiioe,  17 

Another  Shekipeere,  lU 

Any  Men  to  any  Woman,  SS7 

A|»ril  tthowers,  IM 

Archdeeeon  Anewered  Crhe),*810 

''AreyonHaneardnow!'*  iZi 

'Arry  Examined,  15 

'Arry  on  Wheela,  S17 

Are  Longa,  ttl 

Art  in  the  City,  ttf 

AtrabUione  Lfverpool,  6 

Aaplretlona,  mt 

At  Mra.  Ram'e,  49 

Attaek  on  the  *•  Oaidtal  **  CTbeX  M 

BaoHBUoa'i  Growl  (A),  SM 

Berlm  Citiaen'M  Diary  (A),  190 

Better  and  Better,  tea 

**  Beyond  the  Drearae  of  Ararioe,"  161 

BifdofPray(AX»0 

Blisard  from  the  North,  S71 

Boat-Baee  Day,  109 

Boftle  Man  (TheX  188 

Bonee  of  Joeeph  (TheX  SK 

Boev.  Boe^9 

Bounds  of  Sdenoe  (TheX  18S 

Bosina  Imbroglio  (TheX  89 

Brawling  at  Home  and  Abroad,  179 

Breaking,  186 

Brer  Poz  and  Old  Xaa  Grow,  181 

Bridal  Wreath  (TheX  4S 

Broken  Bonds,  18t 

Brother  Brash,  A.B.A.,  65 

Brown-Jones  Incident  (The),  19^ 

Borial  of  the  "  Broad  Gauge  "  (TheX  166 

Boraing  Words,  187 

•'  Bntchered  to  make—."  147 

Batter  and  Boeh,  188 

By  a  Small  Western,  98 

By  One  of  the  Unemployed,  189 

Oaktal  I  15 

**CiU  yon  this  Bsckingyonr  Mends  mi 

Oudinal  Xanning.  89 

"OnreKanemfaU 

Ohaane  of  Name  saggested,  41 

Oharles  Haddon  Spanreon,  78 

"  Chariee,  his  FHrads,"  88 

Ohefs  New  Dish  for  TraTeUen  (TheX  IM 

Chimes  (IlieX  1 

Ohrlstmas  in  (Sennaay.  14 

(Jhoriish  Oabman  (TheX  157 

a^  Men,  94 

•*  dUrk  me  no  CUrku,"  158 

Climatic  Nomenelatoce  for  the  New  Tear,  6 

Cockney  Claeslcs,  179 

**  Combining  Amoaement  with  Instroe- 

tion,**  100 
'*  Gome  hither,  Hnbert  I  **  69 
(doming  of  Ninety-Two,  6 
Complicated  Csse,  89 
Conleeeloos  of  a  6nfli».  85,  45,  49,  76,  97, 

115.  141. 160. 101,  <f9, 166.  185 
Connected  with  tha  Puss,  189 
Considerate,  1^5 
Conplet  by  a  Crnie,  1^ 
(3oarier  of  the  Hsgoe  (TheX  HO 
Court  CsnU.  188 
Corent  Garden  Masqoe  (TheX  87 


CHes  wlthoat  Wool,  48, 119 
Criterion  of  Morals  (AX  115 
Oossed-Biamlnatioa,  14 
Cmes  Krsminer^s  Yade  Meeam  (TheX  17 
Capid'a  TMrnis-Ooorts.  81 
Carsory  Obeenration  (AX  HI 
"Cute!"  868 
DAmBni»DaTitIe(AX71 
Dawn  of  a  New  Bra  (TheX  48 
Dey  at  Antweip  (AX  r  7 
"  Deadly  Ogarettir  (TheX  t61 
Death  in  the  Pop,  114 
Dentivtrs  Waitlng.Room  (AX  161 
**DePn>nindis/^109 
Destroying  the  Spider's  Web,  159 
DIalogne  of  the  Patare  (^X  87 
Di»eolation>-(ss  the  Enemy  o(  the  Lon- 
don SeaikmX  190 
Dogs  and  Cats,  94 
Doing  the  Old  Masteta,  171 
Dreams,  181 

Drinks  and  Dramas,  189 
Dake  of  Deronshire  (TheX  1 
Dynamite  Dragon  (TheX  186 


Dynamitieal  Argaments,  II 
EAM.sCoartId9l(An:  " 
Karty  Spring,  119 


BITeetiTely  SettUng  it,  171 
Bleetion  Notes.  881 
Empty  Triumph  (AnX  171 
Encounter,  114 
Entatement  Britannlque,  188 
Episcopacy  in  Danger,  168 


Parliament,  84,  90,  101,  114, 
181,  148,  155.  166,  179.  190,  IH,  188, 
144, 164,  r  4, 186, 800,  810,  817 

PAmPhiIceopher(AX4l 

Pair  Traders.  161 

Psney  BaU  (TheX  106 

P6teofPlora(TheX818 

Petteied,  196 

Pegged!  n 

Poroe  of  Efample  (TheXl86 

POrdgn  and  Home  News,  78 

**  PMesters  "  (TheX  161 

Pree  and  Essy  Thcatree,  86 

*'  Progs  "  at  Oxford  (TheX  145 

Prom  a  Lahore  Psper,  198 

Prom  Parliamentary  Exam.  Pftper,  99 

Promi  RoWrt,  1?4 

Prom  the  Bhbirs,  KH 

Prniq  u<i  Tbmtjief.  Ac,  OommisBion,  190 

Pod^R  FomiDla  (AX,  UH 

QtUKKiL's  Littis  F(i£id  (TheX  Ml 

Giruj  B*[Dg  (A),  no 

Gifti  for  ilie  N«v  Tiu,  ft 

Oifiii^rui«  Pffiod.*e« 

Qood  Qrit^'ioiit  I  1$ 

Gr««t  hcma  Ui  Everybody  (AX  185 
Grt^k  [EL6«ti  OrMk,  9 
**U^!R'CurT[}ia,  Siuf«lag,  and  Shampoo- 
ing "  IM 
Hamlet  in  half  an  hour.  181 
Hamlet  in  the  Haymarket  (TheX  186 
Hamlet ;  or,  Keeping  it  Dark,  1X5 
'*  Hard  to  Beer  1  "^  1ft 
Haunted  Heoee  (TheX  150 
'*  Heavens  • "  69 
High  (Beerbohm)  Treawm !  65 
History  as  she  Is  Ptoyed  1 178 
Hero  of  the  Bamoier  Sale  CTheX  60 
Honoor  of  the  Bar  (TheX  46 


Boma  ta  iMafSi&m,  n,  1^,  UT,  149, 109, 

HnT*B  fe)mr»trir  {Th*3»  »l* 

HD#piUHty  %  Im.  W'>le.  US 

now  thiv  bring  the  Good  Neirt,  114 

fipw  to  Eepon  tht  FracUee  of  the  Crews, 

1*9 
How  to  S*Ta  London,  118 
Bumptr-Dutm.ly  up  Agalig  I  IT 

lawr-mki,  Jark  in-ihtj-Boi  (Th*),  51 
la  Defeac*  o/  the  Great  Fuvloiut,  161 
Ifidl*  rurffio  m»h  I  99 
In  Pincy  Df«a,  IPA 

InTiArmonJonj  Cokuri,  BO*i 

'■  hjuSnaa  dtcliffed  Clowd,"  £12 

In  Stmtii.—qiio*  ?0 

In  the  8ft«t  fit  Wifcdoro,  U 

la  th»»  fft^le.  Bli-aaid  Eightpcoee,  fil 

■*  It  wta  Wauhr'  m 

JtM  ■  Jottlrhgi,  U,U 

J^ktxn'A  LfttV4t  Little  Join,  fH 

Jndh^M  in  C*r\iattil  (TlieX  ^ 

Justice  for  JiMftiev,  ICMi 

Killing  no  Unj-dcr,  ISA 

Ksfig  atjd  Hit  down  (Tht).  175 

'  Kdow  aLI  mtn  by  tjj««  ProBrnt*, '  118 

L*Dr  Gif  i  HeI«clloii«j  Wl,  r*t,  IM,  800. 

SOI  Sl» 
'*  La  Orljvpe,"*  «l 
La  JmrtiM  p^jur  IHre.  Ill 
LMt  of  the  Gii«iJ4  (TbeX  H 
LAttffT^Ur  YftUntine  (A),  89 
Uyina  s  QbMt.  ni 
Lay  of  tha  Analytic  K<*ifell«t  (T^ieX  17 
Laj  of  the  Lit^truy  Autoljcug  (TheX  118 
Li7  of  th  ft  U  tifiui  t  tTh*X  60 

Lej«  of  Mi>*irtTi  Home,  f 

Lri^ml  erf  thm  Hutton  Boq^  (Tb«),  191 

[^tt4!<n  td  AUtneUoiia,  5,  TS,  III,  i64 

Lienor  QuettirjQ  (A).  1 B3 

Limb  a.Dd  lbs  Ltw  (TheX  ^Ot 

"  LittJv  llalida^  "  (AX  134 

Local  Oolour^  1^4 

LockvcKXl  the  Leeluier,  145 

Lord  WndFrmer«'t  Mothef-tn-LaWf  XIS 

Lnat  LiigK«Ke,  306 

"  M  *rri*d  A&d  SiQgla,''  tTl 

Marvt^i  <>r  Hcxlfini  S«i«uce  (Th«).  1^7 

MfttlnAc  Manta,  IQA 

llatiiDiot]/  Up  id  DatAp  S9 

'^  M««tiii[^  of  Uii  WaUrt  "  (TbeX  n8 

Ueius.  of  Theatrr-i,  jte.,  Qommlwltm,  144 

Mimu  n-ora  BtrmlnKhais  (AX  TO 

Menu  from  Eatffoid  (AX  U 

MUed,  i45 

M4*n  of  tht  Miiait^HtJl  Bfowi  (TbeX  178 

Kr>dt:m  Aifi»adei-'ji  FmaI  iTTi*}^  til 

Mt>d«itT  nf  ilmilufl  (T.bO    131 

Mnr?   I^)i>e4  vt  Pic^  witti  tJie  School- 

Uorv  t^iu  flaUifl^dn  ^41 
Homing  of  the  D^rUy  (TTlii«!>,  175 
Mf.  Uajrty  E  Oiaat-8(wctre,  47 
Mr.  G^isch^d^i  Biidg^r^t,  If  3 
yUr  Punch  *  AfiliJti'lllDral  Nn^sl^  Hfl 
Hr,  Pouch  i  Bc*i'fUea  Novel ^  tW 
Mr.    Pmscb't    Hvbfldean    halmoti-Fly 
Book«ao^ 


Mr.  Panoh's  New-Tear  Honours,  Gifts, 
Oood  Wishes,  sad  Oreetinn.  IS 

Mr.  Pnneh's  Rojal  Academy  Cluide.  ISO 

Mr.  PoDch's  Up-to-Date  Poetiy  tut  Chil- 
dren, 145,  li8 

Mr.  Ponch  to  the  Dlnstrated  London 
News,  141 

Mr.  PonehtotheLife-boatMen.  74 

Mrs.  Ram  on  Cnrreut  Politics,  69 

*- Harder  in  Jest,"  187 

•*  Music  in  Oar  Street  **  (TheX  57 

*•  Mast  it  come  to  this  r^'  lk9 

"MydearKyeel  What  I  See-nsan  I '*  158 

My  Soap,  198 

**  Names  and  their  Meaning,'*  171 

Neo>Dramatic  NurMry  Rhyme,  198 

**  Ne  Plus  Ulster."  805 

Newest  NarciPsas  (llieX  194 

New  OaUerr  (TheX  217 

New  Learning  (TheX  149 

New  Monitor  (TheX  18 

News  about  Bismarck.  817 

New  Songstress  (AX  815 

Night  Lights.  57 

"  Not  at  Home  I  **  194 

Ode  to  a  OiralTe,  17S 

Odont  I  198 

"OffbU  Feed,"  lis 

Old  Friend  at  the  Criterion  (AnX  101 

Old  Song  Rerived  (AnX  294 

On  a  New  Yearling.  18 

**  One  Tooeh  of  Nstore,"  161 

Only  Fancy  I  11, »,  19,  89 

On  my  Lady's  Poodle,  Ml 

On  Religiims  Cymbelism,  106 

**  On  the  Blasoned  Scroll  of  Feme,"  141 

On  the  First  Green  Chair,  189 

On  the  (Poet)  Cards,  109 

On  the  Row  among  the  Romanoen,  140 

*' On  the  Sly."  88 

On  the  Traill,  60 

Opera-Goer's  Diary  (TheX  157, 180 

Operatic  Notes,  160,  lyi,  805.  818 

"Ormel    Sweet  Orme  1 "  141 

Otker  ••  Weetminster  Stable  "  (TheX  MO 

Oar  Booking-OfBce,  4,  11,  86,  41,  60,  94. 
108. 109.  188,  149, 185,  197,  ttO,  157, 158 

Oar  Oookery.Bookery,  149 

Our  Cricketers,  179 

Oar  Hamoroas  Composer,  15 

Oar  Sal  YoUtUe ;  or,  ▲  Wriggler  Sarpint 
of01dNUe,178 

«  Oat  in  the  Cold!**  68 

Paxm>twhack  and  Dr.  Birch,  106 

Palmy  Day  at  St.  Raphael  (AX  66 

Paragon  Frame  (of  Mind)  (AX  69 

Pariiament  h  U  Mode  de  Paris,  51 

Parliament  in  Sport,  68 

Pereonal  Pangraphs,  181 

Philosophic  Stupidity.  118 

PUyftxl  SaUy  (TheX  804 

Playing  Old  Harry  at  the  LroeonL  88 

Plea  for  the  Defence  (AX  187 

**  Pleaeed  ae  Ponch,"  65 

*« Pleasing  the  Pigs  I"  78 

Pnet  and  the  Songs  (TheX  178 

Point  of  View  (TheX  206 

Polite  Literatunt,  59 

Politloal  Johnny  Gilpin  (TheX  818 

Political  Lady-Crieketen  (TheX  >&« 

PoUtire.  815 

Poaseh,  Prince  nf  OllendnrH.  148 

Popolar  Songs  Re-sono.  18.  109.  148, 187 

POssr  for  Mr.  Weatherby  (AX  116 
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PreaervM  Yenice,  6S 

Preox  Oheraller,  86 

Private  aud  the  Public  (TheX  ISO 

Private  Rf flections  of  the  Pabllc  Orator 

at  Cambridge,  tm 
'*  Probable  Starten,"  S83 
Prudea  and  Nudes.  174 
Puzzler  for  a  Gostninier,  60 
QuKKR  Queries,  il8 

^uDiy  by  a  Depressed  Conyalescent,  89 
juery  by  •*  Pen  "  (AX  »4 
^uestioD  of  Politeness,  171 
^ui^e  Appropriate,  840 
Suite  Ci«ar,  V 
5uiie  i»  Ktieptng,  S7S 
&ATHBR  Largtt  Order  (A),  184 
Etfoeipt  against  lofliieuZA.  61 
Eieckoniiig  without  their  Host,  S23 
Elrcollectinns   of  (Gucknoj)  ** Arabian" 

Days  aiid  Nights,  S84 
Eteddie-turus  Ualutat,  S18 
'  Regrets  and  Greaves,"  946 
Elembrandt.  Titian,  Velasquez,  Ac,  180 
Reported   Disappearance  of  the  Broad 

Uauge,  258 
RepuUing  the  Amazons,  S16 
'  Resignation  of  an  AJderman,"  280 
ElespeotabUity,  87 
'  Returned  Binpty"  (The),  26 
Eliee  and  Prunes,  101 
[lieh  V.  Poor.  188 
Riddle  (A).  69.  S27 
'  Ring  sud  the  Book  **  (TheX  120 
[tiibert  in  a  Fog  I  24 

nobrrt  on  the  Uartintic  Copperashnn,  206 
ftubert'M  Cure  for  the  Hinfluenzy,  94 
[loyal  Academy  Banquet,  2231 
Jaimts  or  dinners  ?  2ii5 
Sanitary  (ingress  at  Venice  (TheX  89 
icnle  with  the  FalM  Weights  (TheX  124 
terewrd  up  at  Magdalen.  118 
)-asonab1e  (and  Suitable)  (3ood  Wishes,  9 
ieaaonabie  Weather,  228 
JtiUler  for  Mr.  Woods  (A),  121 
ieven  Ag^s  of  Woman  (TheX  230 
Shady  v;iet  (AX  195 
"  Signs  "  of  the  Times,  171 
Simple  Stories,  4 
Singular  Plurality,  262 
Sly  Old  Socrates.  809 
'Soldiers')  Life  we  Live  (TheX  214 
Something  New  in  Soap,  65 
Song  for  Lord  Bos«bery,  4< 
Sonnet  on  the  South-Eastem,  218 
Spring'n  Deiighta  in  London,  198 
Spring  Time  in  Leap  Year,  150 
St.  John's  Wood,  262 
Strange  but  True,  87 

Strange  (charge  against  a  Great  Poet,  182 
Studies  in  the  New  Poetry,  268,  2v2 
Sunday  Observance.  178 
S>lingisms  of  the  Stump,  297 
Take  Care  I  88 

Faking  a  Sight  at  Ringandknock,  201 
ratk  over  the  Tab  (AX  54 
'•Ta-rvra"  Boom  (TheX  149 
Telephone  (Cinderella  (TheX  ^^^ 
Telephonic  Theatre-goers,  206 
Tennysonian  Fragment  (AX  89 
'•Textuel,"282 
Theatres  and  Music  Halls  O>mmlssion, 

173 
Theft  V.  Thrift,  28 
••  There 's  the  Rub  I "  80 
"  This  Indenture  witnesseth,"  78 
rimes  Gliange.  99 

Tip  from  Our  Own  Booklng-Oflice,  818 
Tip-top  Tipster  (AX  280 
'•  Tls  Merry  In  Hall,"  IftT 
To  a  Railway  Foot- Warmer,  183 
To  be  or  Not  to  be— discovered,  278 
To  Justice,  9 
To  Lord  SalUbnry,  258 
To  my  (^garette,  58 
To  my  Cook,  201 
Too  CouRcientious,  240 
Too  Much  of  a  Good  Thing,  48 
TootinK.  161 
To  Police-Constables  Smeeth  and  Tappin, 

81 
To  Queen  C!oa],  188 
To  the  Future  A.RA.,  72 
To  the  Grand  Old  Tory,  287 
To  the  New  *' Queen  of  the  May,**  210 
To  the  Queen,  61 
To  the  Young  City  Men,  147 
Town  Thonghta  from  the  CJountry,  19S 
Tramways,  245 
Travflliiig  Companions  fl^eX  11,  16,  23, 

40,  64,  84 
THal  in  Novel  Form  (AX  12 
True  and  Trusty,  70 
True  Modesty,  241 
Truly  and  Reely,  84 
Two  Archera  (The),  227 
Two  Dromios.  I'l 
Two  ShapherdH  CTheX  87 
llVA  and  the  British  Lion,  314 
Unaxked,  SO 
Unobserved  of  One  "  Observer  "(TheX  106 


Upon  Julia's  Onat.  189 

UsefU  Cncketer  (TneX  297 

Vans  de  Luxe,  252 

Venice  at  Olympia,  86 

Venice  in  Lond«>n.  41 

Venice  Reserved,  268 

<•  VerHaillvs  "  in  Leic«>ster  Square,  801 

Vrry  "  Dark  Hone  "  (A),  2i0 

Very  "French  befoie  Breakfast,"  262 

Very  Natural  Krrur,  288 

Very  Orchid  I  168 

Vigorous  Vicar  (TheX  288 

"Vive  la  Liberty  I  "106 

Volunteer  Review  at  Dover  (TheX  ITS 

Waitino  Game  (AX  174 

Walt  Wtiitman,  17^ 

Want  (AX  198 

Water-Coiour  Boom    at    the  Academy 

(The),  227 
Way  they  hare  in  the  Army  (TheX  292 
Weather  Reform,  96 
Wellington  Monument  (TheX  213 
What  do  they  Mean  by  itr  12>» 
'*  When  Greek  meets  Greek,"  306 
Whipped  in  Vain,  78 
Wilde  '•  Tag"  to  a  Tame  Play  (AX  118 
Wilful  Wilhelm,  146 
William  the  Whaler.  irO 
With  their  Easter  tm,  185 
World  on  Wheels  (The;,  222 
Wrestling  with  Whistlers,  181 
Wright  and  Wrong.  85 
Yk  M«Hierates  of  London,  145 
Young  Giri's  Companion  (The),  204,  216, 

225,262 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

April  Showers;  or,  A  Spoilt  Easter 

Holiday,  19v 
Atuck  on  the  ••  Capital"  (TheX  67 
Bogie  Man  (TheX  1>9 
'•  (^ming  of  Arthur"  (TheX  91 
Coming  of  Ninety  Two  (TheX  7 
Dynamite  Dra«nn  (Th*-},  187 
Gift  tmm  the  Greeks  (A),  108 
•'Her  Mi^wtys  Servants,"  71",  79 
"Innings  Closed,**  2b8 
January  U.  1892,  48 
"  Little  Hpllday"  (AX  127 
New  Monitor  (TheX  19 
New  '•  Queen  of  the  May"  (TheX  211 
"  Not  at  Home  I "  235 
Old  Song  Rerived  (AnX  295 
Other  "Westminster  SUble'*  (TheX  217 
Political  Johnny  Gilpin  (The),  819 
Reckoning  without  their  Host,  228 
"  Short 'Anded,"  55 
Spring  Time  in  Leap  Year.  151 
Telephone  (Cinderella  (TheX  168 
•'There's  the  Rubi"  81 
'*  UndAr  which  Thimble  f  "  259 
Very  " Dark  Horse"  (AX  271 
Waiting  Game  (AX  175 
"  When  Greek  meets  Greek,"  807 
Younger  than  Ever ;  115 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 

XmvKno  Idea  of  Plate-Glass  Window,  278 
Archie's  Sister  reading  Fairy  Tales,  174 


•Arry  'Untln'  in  the  Frost,  8 
Au  Revoir  to  the  Poxes,  214 
Antumn  Goods  in  Pictures,  2f  6 
•'  Bandy  "  Association  playing  Hockey,  101 
Baronet  ezpUins  •'  Early  and  Late,"  2£0 
Banister  suggests  a  **  Bad  Objection,"  185 
••  Bloaters  "  after  Luncheon,  9rt 
Bismarck  Cot  by  Emperor,  £08 
BLsmarek  "  Out  in  the  0>ld,"  62 
Black  and  White  Boxing  Contest,  287 
British  Uon  and  the  New  Khedive,  88 
Buffulo  and  Broncho  at  Earl's  Court,  276 
Rumble  and  the  Evicted  Poor,  14 
Burial  of  the  *•  Broad- Gauge  "  (The),  267 
Candidate  Catching,  289 
"  Chanipdgne  ftrnt,  then  Claret,"  147 
Chancery  Judges  airing  Infkut  Suitors,  94 
Chaplin  and  the  Pigs,  78 
Cheeky    Artist    and    (German   Picture- 
Dealer,  124 
Chief  Groups  in  Commons'  Waxworks,  178 
Chimes  of  1892  (TheX  2 
"  Claiming  the  Land,"  822 
Cockney  Art-Teacher  and  Papll,  288 
Ck>ok  Basting  a  Joint.  109 
Dancing  Lady  very  much  Engsged,  802 
Dancing  Meu  at  Supper.  126 
Dean's  Wife  and  Bishop's  Butler,  75 
Destroying  the  Money-Spider's  Web,  158 
Dissatisfied  with  her  Dressmaker,  54 
DiKsolution  Spectre  (TheX  2v0 
Doctore  Irving  and  Toole,  8)0 
D'totor's  Uvly  Children  (TheX  222 
Drummondo  Wolff^'Z,  the  Bull-fighter,  59 
D.  T.  Patieut  and  hia  Skeleton,  89 
Edith's  Grace  after  Pu<1ding.  254 
Rffle  on  Rabbits  and  MuUipliration,  246 
Ethel  and  the  •*  Lion  of  the  Season,"  209 
Ethnl's   Question  on    Face    and  Hair- 
Powder,  268 
Faint  Comet  (AX  179 
Pair  Matron  and  Great  Mathematician,  70 
Fancy  Portrait  of  Oscar  Wilde,  118 
Fanner  Murphy  at  the  Box-Ofllce,  280 
Paahionable  Lsdy's  Ugly  Side  (A),  284 
Fashionable  Mother's  Child's  Age,  294 
Fat  and  Thin  Pug-Dogs,  102 
Father  Time  and  Coming  Events,  )0 
Footman  and  Page-Boy,  23 
Footman  recommending  a  Dentist,  185 
Fox-hunten  among  the  Turnips,  29 
French  and  English  Infantrymen,  207 
General  BoomMstes  Booth.  106 
c^eorgie  Porgie  Gladstone,  279 
German  Emperor  as  Jupiter,  110 
German  Emperor  destroying  Papers,  146 
German  William's  Wheeling  Expedition, 

170 
Gladstone  and  Friends*  Lettera,  811 
Golf  Implements  without  the  Links,  94 
«•  Good  SUying"  Mare  (AX  61 
Grand  Old  Energy,  180 
Group  of  Cktorraongs  (AX  150 
Harcourt  as  a  Commercial  TraTeller,  274 
Haunted  House  of  O>mmons  (TheX  251 
History  Exam,  on  the  Great  Sspolio,  210 
Housemaid  and  Footman  (X>n7ening,  179 
Housemaid  defines  R.8.V.P.,  881 
House  of  Lords  Waxworks,  107 
Hunter  hmig  np  on  a  StUe,  129 


Hunting   Man   has   bad    "a  Drop  too 

much,"  87 
Hunting  Man  walks  wlthont  Boots,  177 
Impatient  Old  Gent  at  Post-Ofllue,  182 
Imperial  Jaek-in-the-Box  (ThnX  M 
Inebriated  Gent  at  Signal-Box,  128 
Jones  and  Dinner  Conversation,  Sb2 
Jones  and  Press  Oriticiama,  66 
Judge  bearing  Two  Cases  at  Onoe,  65 
Judgi«  Herring  in  Renreshmeut  Bar,  81 
Kent  Road  Belle  and  Omtrast  2»1 
Labonehere    Ferret    and    Blaekmaillsg 

Rat,  148 
Lady  and  Ignorant  Voter  s  Wife,  287 
Lady  and  M.P.  meet  in  the  Park,  198 
Lady  Diana  and  the  Horse-dealer,  150 
Lsdy  Harpy  (TheX  ^^ 
La  France  forsaken  by  the  Rosa,  188 
Leaving  out  the  '*  Onabt,''  194 
Little  Charlie's  (}ood-bye  at  a  Station,  111 
Little  Ethel  and  the  Whipped  Cream,  198 
Little  Swell  and  Wild  West  Indians,  809 
London  in  Venice,  1 19 
Lovere  in  a  French  Oemetery,  25 
Maid  and  Dowager^s  Dress,  68 
Maid  who  didn't  Suit  the  Situatfon.  298 
Maiden  who  wishes  to  be  engaged,  69 
Mamma  on  People  worth  Knowing,  42 
Mariana's  difficulty  with  Curling  Tonga,  58 
Married  Vicar  and  hia  Curate,  292 
Master  sdministHriug  the  Rod,  109 
Middy  snd  the  Bay-Rum,  158 
Middy  and  the  Bishop.  x58 
Miss   (Tertiinsge   beUevea   she  will   die 

young,  242 
Miss  Eugenia's  Taste  for  Antiques,  181 
Miss  Tweiahnlght's  Charactera.  22 
Mndtm  Criminal  Hero  (TheX  19S 
Morley'a  Stny  Sheep,  86 
Mr.  Punch  congratulates  Msdame  lUos- 

tiatcd  London  News,  248 
Mr.  Punch  Golfing.  1 
Mrs.    Dasher    and    the   OompUmsotary 

Ml^Jor,  155 
New  Companion's  H.'s  (TheX  296 
New  L.O.C.  Waxworks  (TheX  1*2 
Newly- Married  M.P.  and  Wife,  806 
Old  Maid  and  (Hiapel  going  Servant,  198 
Our  Artist* 8  Execution.  99 
Our  UtUe  Artist's  Tall  Women,  270 
Over  Time  in  Leap  Year.  12 
Page-Boy  and  the  Door-Plate,  197 
Page-Boy  and  the  Major's  Coat,  47 
Page-Boy  in  Love  (The),  187 
Pair  of  Old-fashioned  Snuffere,  6 
Parliamentary  Safety  Bicycle  Champion- 
ship, 82 
Parliament  Membei's  Thought*.  908 
Pavement  Artist  at  Whistler's  Show,  171 
Picking  a  Funny  Bone,  186 
Picture  of  "  Olympia  "  (AX  190 
Polite  'Bus  (}ondiietor  (The),  218 
Political  Lady-Cricketera  (The).  2'  5 
Political  Wirepuller  at  Work  (TheX  58 
Private  View,  Royal  Academy,  215 
Prise  Idiot  with  a  Cold,  818 
Punch  and  the  Lifeboat-Men,  74 
Race  for  the  (^nn try  (The),  299 
Racer  *'  Msjority  **  Off  his  Feed,  122 
Railway  TraveUere*  Last  Match,  114 
Randolph  returned  ftvm  Mashonaland,  96 
Representations  of  the  London  0>unty 

Council,  191 
**  Round  "  or  •*  Square  "  t  IB 
Royal  Parliamentary  Tounament,  268 
Rn««ian   Recruiting  Setgeant  and    the 

Shah,  219 
Saivaiiou  House  «f  Commons  CTheX  IM 
Schoolboy  making  his  Sister  *•  Fkg/*  1|8 
Scotch  Gamekeepers  and  Londoner,  18 
Scotchwoman  on  Lady  Doetnn  (AX  245 
Sea-sMe  Ballad-Singer  and  Old  Lady,  21 
Short  Dancing-Man  and  his  HoateM,  162 
Sir  Bonamy's  Dinner-Book,  90 
Sketches  in  the  Saddle,  84 
Sketches  of  Balfour  the  Leader,  W 
Sketching  in  the  Train.  46 
Speaking  French  without  an  Aeeeat,  t14 
Speaking  Likeness  of  a  Dmnb  Modal,  M 
Sporting  (}entleman  and  Pkrson,  166 
Street  Masie,  57 

"Through  Darkest  Lambeth/'  816 
Tommy  and  his  Orendpapst,  Ml 
Tommy  and  Jimmy  eritioislag  Pfetors^  M2 
Two  Hamlets  (TheX  78 
Una  and  the  Brittah  Lion,  814 
Unvrilling  Imiutor  of  Lottie  OoIUm.  2S7 
Venus  of  lby2  rising  f^m  the  Sea,  296 
Volunteer  and  the  Jury  Uat  CTheX  184 
"Waking-up"  for  the  Opening  of  fha 

Session,  71 
Westminster  Waxworks,  1802  (TheX  M 
William  the  Conqueror  and  the  Bsota 

Act,  98 
Wiahing  he  had  been  a  **  Bear,"  2f74 
Wishing  Mamma  was  a  Kangaroo,  804 
Worried  Journalist  and  Philistine  Wife,  27  L 
Young  Lady  Popular  Novelist  (AX  hS ,  1 1 
Young  Wife  and  -Cflub  Telephone,  51    \  "^  ^^ 
Toong  Wife  and  Old  Sjtastar,  87 
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SCEXFi — Chicago.  Mr.  PuKcn  seated,  like  I^Iarius,  not  however  amidst  Carthaginian  ruins,  but  amidst  the  colossal,  Hiongh 
incomplete,  evidences  of  "  the  grand  style,  the  perfect  proportions,  and  the  magnificent  dimensions  of  tlie  buildings  of  the 
World's  Columbian  Exposition.**     To  him  enters  a  Majestic  Presence,  bearing  an  Eagle,  falcon-like,  on  lurfist. 

Mr.  Punch  {rising  and  saluting).  Hail,  Columbia  I 

Toby  {greeting  the  Bird  of  Freedom).  Bow-wowwow  I 

Eagle  {affably).  Squ-a-a-a-kkk  ! ! ! 

Columbia  {with  an  Olympian  air,  and  a  slight  accent),  Tha-a-anks,  and  welcome,  Stranger !  When  I  say  "  Stranger," 
I  don't  mean  that  jou  are  one.  But  it  is  a  dolicat^  compliment  to  a  Britisher  to  adopt,  in  some  small  measure,  the  quaint 
diction  with  which  his  wandering  wags  credit  me.  I  ought  to  have  said  "  air  "  instead  of ''  are,**  and  to  have  already  dropped 
in  an  "  I  reckon  "  or  two.    But  I  *m  sure  your  politeness  will  hold  me  excused  of  that ! 

Mr.  Punch.  Madam,  there  is  no  need  to  carry  the  conventionalities  of  international  caricature  into  the  courtesies  of 
international  intercourse. 

Columbia,  Well  said,  Mr.  PoKcn  !   Shake !  And  be  seated.     [They  sit,  whilst  Aquila  hops  down  to  hob-nob  with  Todt. 

Mr,  Punch  (admiringly).  Columbia,  you  look  particularly  fit  and  high-toned  to-day.  Like — how  shall  I  put  it? — 
well,  like  an  extremely  up-to-date  Juno,  out  for  an  airing  with  the  Bird  of  Jove. 

Columbia.  Comparisons  are — fragrant,  from  j^our  truthfol  lips.  Never  mind  me,  however,  just  now.  What  do  you 
think  of  my  Big  Show — as  far  as  it  goes  ? 

Mr,  Punch.  That,  unfinished  as  is  its  condition,  it  bears  the  promise  and  potency  of  licking  all  Creation — in  tho 
exhibiting  line.  Even  that  colossal  conglomeration  in  the  Champs  de  Mars  was  scarcely  a  circumstance  to  what  I  see  around 
me  here.     England  had  the  credit  of  starting  the  game,  France  trumped  her  last  card,  but  Chicago  "  clears  the  board.** 

Columbia.  Now  then,  Aquila,  leave  Tody's  tail  alone !     A  fine  fowl,  Mr.  Punch,  but  rather  fond  of  mischief. 

Mr,  Punch.  Just  a  touch  of  the  magpie  strain,  eh  ?  I  fancy  I  *ve  noticed  it  before — once  or  twice.  Tody  won't 
mind.    He  knows  Birds  o'  Freedom  are  apt  to  take  liberties. 

Columbia  {smiling).  Mr.  Pukch— you  do  beat  all — out  of  sight ! 

**  Who  is  it  dares  say  thet  our  naytional  eagle 
Wan*t  mnoh  longer  be  claased  with  the  birda  thet  air  rejal  ?  '* 

I  ought  to  resent  your  sly  suggestion !     But,  like  Tody,  I  'm  good-tempered,  and  sha*n't  ■  ■  r^y    '^^  "^  ^^  "^    ^ 

Mr.  Punch.  Madam,  you  disarm  me  1     The  Bird 's  a  beauty,  and  I  'm  a  bruto.    [PaU  A^\^i^  proud  crest  paternally. 
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Columbia.  Stars  and  Stripes !     He  doesn't  peck  you  !  I 

Mr,  Punch.  He  knows  I  love  him — and  his  Mistress.  Let  the  jays  of  Journalism  chatter,  the  finches  of  Fashion 
flutter,  and  the  kites  and  crows  of  Party  claw  and  scuffle, — Leo  and  Aquila  are  not ''  in  that  crowd." 

Columbia,  That 's  so,  and  don't  you  forget  it ! 

Mr,  Punch,  I  won't — even  when  Jim  Blaine  hlusters,  M'Kikley  crows,  Harrison  eggs  on  Canada  to  revolt,  high 
tariffs  threaten  our  interests,  or  long  quarantines  our  comfort. 

Columbia,  Nor  I  when  emigration  agents  dump  down  your  human  refuse  on  my  shores,  or  your  callow  cocky  Kiflikos 

mock  my  institutions,  and  run  a-muck  at  my  manners,  till  I  'm  tempted  to  say  with  "  Hosea  Biolow  " — 

•*  Of  all  the  sarse  thet  I  can  call  to  mind, 
England  doos  mak  the  most  onpleasant  kind." 

Mr,  Punch  {8miling)\  Quits  !  Well,  Columbia,  I  'm  infinitely  interested  in  your  imminent  Exhibition — I  beg  pardon. 
Exposition !  I  trust  the  other  (theoretically)  imminent  things,  such  as  the  threatened  Strikes,  Epidemics,  Preposterous 
Prices,  and  other  public  nuisances,  will  not  interfere  with  its  complete  prosperity,  or  hinder  its  achieving  the  pyramidal 
success  I  most  heartily  wish  it 

Columbia,  Thanks  !  I  'm  not  quite  sure,  Mr,  Punch,  that  Loweli.'s  nobly  hospitable  words,  so  often  quoted,  apply 
now  quite  as  forcibly  as  once  they  did : — 

*^  An'  whose  free  latch-etring  never  was  drawed  in 
Aginst  the  poorest  child  o*  Adam's  kin/' 

Humph  !  You  see  Homeu  Wilbur,  A.M.  ••didn't  know  every  thin'  down  in  " — Jaalam  !  And  my  dear,  high-souled  James 
Russell  perhaps  lived  just  long  enough  to  suspect  that  the  policy  of  the  ring-fence  might  have  to  supersede  fiiat  of  the  "  firee 
latch-string,'*  after  all.  But  you  'U  be  welcome,  Mr.  Punch,  you  and  your  Young  Men,  if  you  can  manage  to  run  them  across 
to  Chicago,  as  you  did  to  the  Champs  de  Mars. 

Mr.  Punch.  Ah  !  It's  a  far  cry  from  Fleet  Street  to  Lake  Michigan,  Madam.  But  1 11  tell  them  what  you  say. 
One  of  them — a  "  dear  clever  boy,"  bearing  a  famous  name  that  is  well  beknown  to  you — has  lately  paid  you  a  flying  visit, 
and  is  about  to  tell  the  world,  with  pen  and  pencil,  what  he  thinks  of  you. 

Columbia  {sighing).  Ah  !  They  all  do  it !  Max  ORell,  Furniss,  Kipukg,  it 's  all  the  same.  They  're  awfully 
anxious  I  should  see  myself  as  others  see  me — in  a  few  weeks.  But  somehow,  Mr.  Pukch,  dear  Britakkia  and  I  do  not 
always  quite  recognise  ourselves  in  the  perhaps  slightly  distorting  mirrors  held  up  to  Nature  by  caricaturists  on  either 
side  the  herring-pond. 

Mr,  Punch.  Well,  Columbia,  humour,  like  poetry,  does  not  always  bear  translation — or  transatlanticisation.  Britishers 
and  Yankees  are  much  given  to  mutually  contemning  each  other's  comicalities.  Much  that  strikes  as  smart  or  laughable  on 
one  side  the  Atlantic,  may  eeem  coarse  or  dull  on  t'other.  You  see  we  don't  fully  understand  each  other's  politics,  especially 
in  their  personal  details,  and  there  are  local  fashions  in  fun  as  in  other  things.  Still,  one  touch  of  genuine  free  humour — 
like  one  touch  of  Nature — should  make  tho  whole  world  kin,  much  more  you  and  me,  who  are  nature's  kindred  already.  'Tis 
in  the  hope,  my  dear  Columbia,  that  you  may  find  in  its  pages  a  few  such  touches  of  Nature — as  I  am  sure  you  will  find  no 
intentional  touches  of  i7Z-nature,  to  you-wards  particularly — 'tis  in  that  hope,  and  with  heartiest  wishes  for  the  complete 
success  of  your  colossal  Columbian,  CoLUMOus-glorifying,  Chicago-booming,  Civilisation-comprehending,  World-astounding 
Wonder  of  a  Show,  that  I  venture  to  present  you  with  my 

dite  Punto  aitjir  C|rrJr  ^tAmxt ! ! ! 
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SIMPLE  AS  A  ''B''  ''C." 

Deak  £z-Chakcellob  with  a  Past,— I 
AM  Sony  to  have  to  address  you,  especially 
as  to  you  I  owe  my  inromotion.  Bat  matters 
are  coming  to  a  crisis,  and  the  Fatherland 
is  suffering  from  your  indiscretions.  Tou  are 
making  a  great  mistake—you  are,  indeed. 

Now,  I  ask  }rou,  what  would  you  do  under 
the  following  circumstances  P  Sapposing  you 
were  in  my  position,  what  would  you  do  if 
your  predecessor  held  you  up  to  ridicule, 
spoilt  all  your  fayourite  diplomatic  plans, 
insulted  your  employer,  and  made  himself 
generally  disagreeable  all  round  ?  You  must 
know,  my  ^ood  Prince,  that  you  are  sowing 
dissension  in  every  direction.  You  are  em- 
broiling us  with  Russia,  and  running  the 
chance  of  a  war  with  France.  Moreoyer,  you 
are  breaking  the  very  laws  you  made  for  the 
solitary  purpose  of  meeting  Uie  case  you  have 
raised  yourself !  So  now,  with  every  kindly 
recollection  of  the  past,  tell  me  wh]f  I  don't 
arrest  you,  why  I  don'tput  you  intopnson,  why 
I  don't  break  your  newer  once  and  for  ever  f 
Yours  troly,  Vok  C . 

Xepfy  to  the  above, 

DsAB  Chakcxllob,  wiTHorr  a  Futuui,— 

I  will  answer  you  whv  you  do  not  arrest  me  ? 

The  simnle  reason  is  tnat  you,  my  dear  friend, 

are  not  Buocabck.      And  I  am,  yours  truly, 

VowB . 


A  CoBBSSPOHDEKT  Signing  himself  **  Ohe 
Who  Livxs  asd  Ljubks,"  wishes  to  know 
what  is  the  meaning  of  the  expression,  '*  The 
Minute  Gun  at  Sea  P"  We  will  tell  him.  **A 
Minute  Gun  "  is,  of  coarse,  a  very  small  one. 
When  it  goes  wrong,  it  is  **  at  sea."  No  extra 
charge  for  this  gun. 

Miex.— You  can't  expect  much  from  the 
Speakers  at  a  Convention,  where  the  Speeches 
must  be  Conventional. 

*'  Havft  THOV0EX I  "^Mr.  JohvThoicas's 
Grand  Harp  Concert. 


A   WILDB    IDEA. 

Ob,  Korb  Injvsticb  to  IkblandI 


Thb  lioenoe  for  the  produotiofli  of  his  French 
Play  of  Salom^y  accepted  by  Sarah  B.,  hariog 
been  reftised  by  the  Bazoa  Luenser  of  Plays,  The 


O'ScAB,  dreams  of  becoming  a  Fienoh  Citixen,  but 
doean*t  quite  **  see  bimieir/'  at  the  beginning  of 
hii  career,  as  a  oooscript  in  the  French  Army,  and 
•0,  to  adapt  the  Qilbertian  lines,  probably — 

"  In  spite  of  great  temptation 
To  French  na-tn-ra-li-ta-tion, 
He  '11  remain  an  Irishman ! " 


MYPUGGY! 


[A  Oorrespondent  writes  to  the  SUmdmrd  in 
praise  of  pugs,  as  the  most  useftil  household  dogs  to 
prevent  burglaries.] 

Who  bears,  despite  a  wrinkled  skin, 
A  heart  that 's  soft  and  warm  within, 
And  hates  a  visitor  like  sin  P— 
Mypnggyl 

Who  has  a  little  temper  of 
His  own,  and  sports  a  winter  cough. 
And  thinks  himself  a  mighty  toff  P — 
Mypuggyl 

Whose  voice,  disturbing  midnight  rest, 

Do  wily  house-breakers  detest. 

And  move  to  some  less  guarded  nest  P — 

My  poggy's  I 

Who  does  not,  like  a  stupid  cat, 

'Gainst  burglars'  boots  rub  himself  flat,— 

Soliciting  a  felon's  pat  ?— 

Mypto^gyl 

And  when  tke  buxj^lar's  body 's  hslf 
Inside  the  sash,  with  doggish  laugh. 
Who  masticates  his  nearest  calf  ^ — 
Mypuggyl 

Who  owns  a  phix  (which  J  could  hug), 
That's  called  by  stnpid  boys  an  ug- 
ly sulky  unattractive  '*  mug  P  "— 

Vypognrl 

0(JK  old  friend,  Mrs.  Bamsbothak,  has 
been  sightseeing  in  the  country.  Being  asked 
whether  she  had  seen  the  Midgetts,  she  said, 
*'Don*t  mention  'em.  my  dear!  I've  seen 
'em,  and  felt  'em— thousands  of  'em— they 
very  nearly  dosed  my  eyes  up." 
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THROUGH    EVER-GREEN   GLASSES. 


["  On  the  tide  of  thoie  poor  men  who  conftitute  the  IrUh  nation,  with 
their  few  and  dispara^  leaderi,  we  hare  found  a  ooniideration,  a  cammeu, 
and  a  liberality  of  yiew,  a  diapodtion  to  interpret  ererrthin^  in  the  best 
•enie,  and  to  make  eyenr  ooaoeedon  that  could  poeaibly  bnng  hannony 
about."— ifr.  Oladiton$  in  £dinburyh.] 

AiB— ••  The  Wearing  of  the  Cfreen." 

Ever^Oreen  SUUeeman  tinge  .— 

OcH^Erin  dear,  and  did  ye  hear  the  or^  that 's  going  loond  P 
The  Home-Rule  plant  they  would  forbid  to  grow  on  Irish  ground, 
/had  my  doubts  at  one  time,  but  more  clearly  I  have  seen 
Sinoe  I  took— in  ahamrock  apectaoleflr— to  Wearing  of  the  Green. 

Chorue. 
I  'm  Ever-Green  myielf.  ye  know,  so  take  me  by  the  hand, 
And  tell  me  how  Ould  Oireland  is,  and  how  our  ohanoes  stand. 
'Tis  the  most  disthressful  country,  dear,  that  ever  jret  was  seen ; 
But  I  'm  sworn  to  right  ye,  darlint,  now  I  'm  Wearing  of  the  Green  I 


With  unsurpassed  frivolity  and  cruelty,  'tis  said. 
That  you.  Mavoumeen,  wish  to  set  your  heel  on  Ulster's  head. 
If  yoti.  who  under  Orange  foot  so  lonff  time  have  been  trod, 
Would  trample  down  your  tyrants  old,  it  would  be  passing  odd. 
CAoruf.— I  'm  Eyer-Green  myself,  ye  know,  &o. 

When  the  law  can  stop  your  friends,  my  dear,  from  growing  as 
they  grow,  fflow. 

When  the  Tories  stop  mj  **  flowing  tide  "^ from  flowing  as 'twill 
Then  I  will  change  the  colour,  dear,  that  in  my  specs  is  seen. 
But  until  that  day,  please  Heayen,  I  'U  stick  to  Wearing  of  the 
Green. 

Chorue, 
I  am  Eyer-Green  myself  as  is  your  own  dear  Emerald  Land, 
And  that  is  wh^  the  Green  Islets  ease  I  'ye  learned  to  undersl 
'Tis  the  most  disthressful  oountir,  you    , 
But  /  'tf  right  ye.    Twig  my  gliuaefl,  dear  1 
Green! 


understand. 
,  yours,  that  eyer  yet  was  seen  ; 
I'm  Wearing  of  Oie 
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THE  LAST  TRAIN. 

It  will  fade  frammortal  Tiricm, 

So  the  faahion-platee  ordain ; 
Worthj  anbjeot  of  deriaioxi. 

Not  the  mail,  but  female, 
trainl 
It  has  ffoaded  men  to  mutter 

Words  nnhamnlj  profane, 
Trailed  in   ball-room   or  in 
^tter.  [train. 

Whether  oneap  or  first-class 

Far  and  wide,  on  floor  and 
paying,  [swain; 

8pr^  the  dress  to  catch  the 
Sometimes  lon^— in  distance 
waving; 
Sometimes  wide— a  '*  broad- 
gauge  train." 

It  has  draffged  a  long  existence 
Througn  the  dust,  the  mud, 
the  rainy 
Qreat  is  feminine  persistence. 
She  would  neyer  lose  the 
train. 
Booby  -  traps    were    beaten 
hollow. 
Hapless  man  stepped  back  in 
Tain,  [follow 

Knowing  what  a  trip  would 
If  he  onlj  caught  the  train! 

Oh,  the  anguish  that  it  gaTe  us. 
Quite  unnecessary  pain ! 

WoBTH,  not  WnmroHOUBB, 
will  save  us. 
And  at  last  will  stop  the  train ! 

Mbs.  R.,  hearing  her  Nephew 
say  that  he  had  been  discussing 
— "-^  ••Two-year-old  Stakes*^ 


with  a  frienjL  obsenred  ^at 
she  was  afraid  they  must  have 
been  dreadfully  tough,  adding, 
after  consideration,  **  Perhaps 
they  were  frosen  meat." 


AN    EXCITING  TIME. 

POOB  JONXS  IS  OOKmrCID  THAT  HIS  W0B8T  FSABS  AmX  AT  LAST  BBALISXD,  AKD  HX  19 
WITH  A  DASGMROUa  LUNAfWH  (It  WAS  OKLT  LITTLX  WOBBLM  BUNKING  ANXIOUSLY  OYBB 
07  HIS  COMING  SpXXCH  TO  THX  ElEOTOBS  07  PLUHPWILL-ON-TnOE  t  I  ) 


LB7T  ALONB 
THB  POINTS 


THE  CANDIDATE'S  COMPLETE  LETTER-WRITER. 
{In  Answer  to  a  Sweep  aekvng/or  a  F, 0.  CUrkship,) 

Mt  Dear  Mb, , 

NoTHiNO  would  nve  me  greater  pleasure  than  to  secure  for 
Tour  interesting  son  a  Clerkship  in  the  Foreign  Office.  The  fact  that 
he  has  a  distaste  for  the  profession  to  which  you  belong  would  be  no 
disqualification.  I  agree  with  you  that  chinmey-sweepinf  is  better 
than  diplomacy.  Howerer,  if  ne  won't  help  you  it  can't  oe  helped. 
I  am  exceptionally  busy  just  now,  but  please  repeat  the  purport  of 
your  letter  after  the  Eleotion.  Who  knows  I  may  not  be  in  a  oetter 
position  then  than  now  to  assist  you*  Yours  sincerely, 

SoPHT  Sawder. 
(In  Answer  to  a  Letter  about  meeting  a  Duehesi.) 

Mt  Dear  Madam, 

Yb8,  I  haYe  the  honour  of  the  Duchess's  acquaintance. 
As  you  say.  Her  Grace's  **  at  h<»nes"  are  charming,  but  of  course  they 
are  not  equal  to  her  dinners.  I  shall  be  only  too  ideased  if  I  can 
bring  about  a  meeting  with  the  Duchess. 

I  am  exceptionally  busy  just  nowjbut  please  repeat  the  nurport 
of  your  letter  after  the  Election.  Who  knows  I  may  not  be  in  a 
betier  position  then  than  now  to  assist  you. 

Yours  sinoCTely,  Sopht  Sawder. 

(/h  Anetoer  to  all  Letters  generally.) 

Mt  Dear , 

07  course  I  shall  be  only  too  delighted  to  help  you  in  auY 
.  in  my  power.  You  may  always  command  me— only  too  pleased, 
ly  too  OYCQoyed.  But  the  fact  is,  I  am  just  now  exoeroonally 
buqr.  Please  repeat  the  purport  of  Your  letter  after  the  Election. 
Who  knows  I  may  not  be  in  a  better  position  then  than  now  to 
assist  you.  Yours  sincerely,  Sopht  Sawder. 

(Common  Form  Reply  to  Answers  to  the  ahooe,) 

Mr.  Sopht  Sawder,  M.P.,  presents  his  compliments  to .  and 

begs  to  say  that  he  has  no  recollection  of  haYing  promised  anytbing. 
Mr,  8.  8.  regrets  to  say  that  he  has  no  time  for  an  interview. 


way] 
onlyl 


PEICKLE-ME-UPS. 

Sir.— I  am  delighted  to  obseire  that  some  Constant  Contributors 
(to  other  papers,  not  yours,  Sir)  are  making  dietetic  experiments  on 
Nettles.  Perhaps  you  would  allow  me  to  mention  that  Ghroundsel 
Salad  is  a  delicious  dish,  when  you  get  used  to  it,  and  that  a  Purie 
of  Chickweed  rarelY  fails  to  create  delighted  astonidunent  at  a 
crowded  dinner  -  table.  Bramble  Pie  is  another  excellent  recipe 
straight  from  Dame  Nature's  Cookery  Book.  With  great  care,  it  is 
possiDle  to  cook  Thistles  in  such  a  way  as  to  make  them  taste  just 
like  Artichokes,  My  family  often  has  these  and  similar  delicacies  at 
their  mid-day  meal,  when  i  am  away  in  the  City. 

Yours  truly,  Loyer  of  Eookomt. 

Sir.— I  saw  that  letter  about  eating  Nettles.  Of  course  it 's  all 
rot  (it  you  will  excuse  the  expression),  but  I  thought  it  would  be 
fun  to  trf  the  nettle  diet  on  my  Uncle  James,  idio  ncYcr  giYcs  me  a 
tip  when  I  go  to  Yisit  him.  although  my  Mother  says  he 's  as  rich  as 
Creesers,  though  I  don't  know  who  the^  are.  So  I  got  one  or  two 
good  stinjnnff  ones  (I  Imew  they  were  stmgers.  because  I  tried  them 
on  Cook  first)  and  cut  off  little  bits  and  put  them  in  Uncle  James's 
sandwiches,  which  he  always  has  for  lunch.  It  was  awful  larks  to 
watch  him  eat  them.  I  thouffht  he  'd  haYe  a  fit.  Then  I  said  good- 
bye, and  I  haYcn't  been  near  nim  since.  But  I  got  Cook  to  take  him 
in  a  dock-leaf  from  me,  and  I  hone  he  ate  it  uter  the  sandwiches. 
I  thought  it  might  do  him  good.  I  'm  going  to  try  nettle  sandwiches 
on  a  boy  I  know  at  school,  who 's  a  beast  1  expect  it  willgiYe  him 
nettle-rash.    No  more  now  from    Yours  respectfully,       Tommy. 

SnL — I  frequentlY  recommend  patients  suffering  from  adYanced 
atn^hY  to  try  Nettle  Broth.  I  must  say  that  I  am  myself  nettled^ 
when  they  reply^  that  they  prefer  the  adYanced  atrophy.  A  good 
counter-irritant  in  cases  of  blood-poisoning  is  a  stout  holly  leaf,  eaten 
raw.  In  serious  cases  of  odlapee,  if  a  patient  can  be  ffot  to  consume 
a  cactus  or  a  pricklY  pear,  the  stimulatiYe  effect  is  really  surprising. 
In  the  absence  of  tnc«e  products  of  the  YCgetable  kingdom,  a  hedge- 
stake,  taken  directly  after  a  meal,  will  do  equally  well. 

Yours  professionally,  Solitble  Salt,  F.R.C.P. 
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AT  THE   WILD  WEST. 

(A  Sketch  at  EarV$  CourU) 

The  Orator's  Opening  Discourse  (as  Tisard  in  the  hack  rows). 
Ladies  and  Oentlemen,  I  desire  to  draw  your  attention  to  an  impor- 
tant fact.  It  will  be  my  pleasure  to  introduce  to  you.  .  .  (*'  The  real 
American  popcorn,  equally  famous  in  Paris  and  London^  tuppence 
each  packet : "  from  Vendor  in  gangway) . .  .  history  and  life  of  the 
•  •  •  (  Bt^alo  Bill  Putzle^^  one  penny  / "  from  another  vendor  he- 
hina) . . .  impress  one  fact  upon  your  minds ;  this  is  not . . .  (roar 
and  rattle  of  passing  train) ...  in  the  ordinary  or  common  accepta- 
tion of,  .  .  {^'Pt^'puff'-puff!^^  from  engine  shunting  trucks) .  .  . 
Many  unthinking  persons  have^  said.  .  .  (Piercing  and  prolonged 
scream  from  same  engine,)  This  is  not  so.  On  the  oontrary.  .  . 
(MetaUie  hangs  from  trucks.)  Men  and  animals  are. . .  (^^Pro- 
grammes  /  Opera-glasses  on  hire  !  ")  • .  •  purely  the  creatures  of.  .  . 
[Remainder  of  remarks  hopelessly  lost  amiebt  the  clank  of  coupling 
chains,  whistles,  snorts  and  puffs  from  shunting  engine. 

An  Old  Lady  in  Audience,  He  has  such  a  beautiful  clear  voice,  we 
ought  to  hear  every  word.  If  I  were  BufEalo  Bill,  I  should  positively 
insist  on  the  trains  keeping  quiet  while  the.Orator  was  speaking  I 

OrtUor  (tkaring^  the  (Srana 

Processional     Meview),     A 

X^oop  of  Arapahoe  Indians  I 

[Band  strikes  up  ;  a  party 

0/ painted  Indians  gallop 

mto  Arena,  uttering  little 

puppy-like  barks. 

An  Artistic  Lady  (shud- 
dering). Look  at  that  crea* 
ture  with  a  raw  pink  body, 
and  a  pea-green  face— it's 
too  frightftu,  and  such  crude 
yellows  I  I  wish  they  could 
DC  taught  to  paint  them- 
selves some  decent  colour ! 

Her  Sister,  Reallj[,  dear, 
as  far  as  decency  is  con- 
cerned, I  don't  exactly  see 
what  di£Perenoe  the  mere 
colour  would  make. 

Her  Husband.  That  isn't 
ouite  what  Emilt  meant. 
She  'd  like  to  enamel  'em  all 
in  Art  shades  and  drape 
Liberty  scarves  round  'em, 
like  terra-ootta  drainpipes  or 
wicker- chairs— eh,  Emily  P 

EmUy  (loftily).  Oh,  my 
dear  HxiaiT,  I  wasnH  speak- 
ing to  you,  ]  know  what 
a  contempt  you  have  for 
all  that  miakes  a  home  beau- 
tifull 

Henry,  Meaning  Indians  P 
My  love,  I  respect  them  and 
admire  them — at  a  distance ; 
but,  plain  or  coloured.  I 
cannot  admit  that  the^ 
would  be  decorative  as  furniture— even  in  your  drawing-room  I 

[Emilt  endures  him  in  silence. 

Orator,  A  party  of  Women  of  the  Ogallalla  Tribe  I 
[Three  mounted  Indian  ladies  in  blankets — walk  their  horses 
slowly  round  the  Arena,  crooning  **  Aye-eia^ha-ya-^hee^hi- 
ya  !  "  with  every  sign  of  enjoyina  their  own  performance. 
What  strange  wild  singing  it  is,  JoHir  I  There's 


[The  Daughters  repudiate  with  gratifying  unanimity  any  denre  to 
shoot  gentlemen  on  horseback, 
A  Bloodthirsty  Boy  (as  the  hostile  Indians' attack  the  train).    Will 
the  Indians  scalp  anybody.  Uncle  P 

His  Uncle.  No.  my  boj,  they  don't  let  'em  get  near  enough  for  that^ 
yon  see  I         [The  Indians  are  ignominiousfy  chased  off  by  Cowboys. 
The  Boy  (Reappointed),  They  'd  a  splendid  chance  of  scalping  the 
Orator  that  time — and  not  one  of  them  even  saw  it  I 

Orator,  Captain  Jack  Bubtz,  of  the  United  States  Army,  will  now 
give  vou  iLn  example  of  his  phenomenal  Lightning  DrilL 

[The  Captain  takes  up  his  position  with  an  air  of  fierce  re- 
solution, and  proceeds  ,to  do  wonderful  things  with  a  rifle 
and  fixed  bayonet,    which   he  treats  with  a  famiUartty 
bordering  on  contempt. 
A  Lady  (to  a  Military  Friend— «  the  'Captain  twirls  the  rifie 
rapidly  round  his  neck).  Have  you  ever  seen  anyone  ^drill  like  that 
before  P 

The  MU,  F,  Saw  CnraiTEVALLi  do  something  very  like  it  at  the 
Empire.    But  he  had  a  cannon-ball  as  well. 

The  Lady,  Look  at  him  now— he 's  making  the  gun  revolve  uMide 
down  with  the  luiyonet  on  the  palm  of  his  hirnd  I    Could  you  do  that  f 
The  M.  F.  Not  without  dziUing  a  hole  in  myself . 

The   Lady.   It  really  is 

wimderful  that  he  shouldn't 

i^\  the  point,  isn't  it  now  P 

The  M.  F,  Well,  I  don't 

see  much  point  in  it  myself 

—but  so  long  as  it  amuses 

him«  I  daresay  it 's  all  right. 

[The    Captain    discharges 

the  gun  in  the  air  and 

teltref    at     the    double^ 

feefingthat  his  countries 

safety  is  secure  for  the 

present.  JoHmrr  Baksr« 

the      young     American 

Mnrksman,  apgears  and 

exhibits  hisskiu  in  shoot- 

IN (7  upside  down. 

The  itigid  Matron.    He 

miflsed  one  that  time— 4ie*a 

not  quite  suoh  a  good  shot 

aa  thy  girl  was. 

One  of  the 
Daughters.  Oh, 
but.  Mother,  you 
forget!  Miss  Ak- 
lOB  Oaxlmt  didn't 

stand  on  her 

The  R,  M,  (in 
an  awfkd  voice).  1 
am  perfectly  aware 
ofthat,EaPBXMik; 
so  pray  don't  make 
such  unneoessary 
remarks! 
[ErPHEMlA  sub- 
sides in  confusion. 
An  Unsophisti" 
cated  Spectator  [as 


« I  am  perfectly  aware  of  that,  Euphemia  1 " 


A  Poetical  Lady, 
something  so  creepy  about  it,  somehow. 

John  (a  nrosaic  but  frivolous  person) .  There  is.  indeed.  It  explains 
one  thing  I  never  quite  understood  betore,  though. 

The  Poetical  Lady,  I  thought  it  would  impress  yon— but  what 
does  it  explain  P 

John.  The  reason  why  the  buffalo  in  those  parts  has  so  entirely  died 
out. 

A  Rigid  Matron  {during  the  Emigrant  Train  Scene).  I  don't  care 
to  see  a  girl  ride  in  that  liold  way  myself.  I  'm  sure  it  must  be  so 
unsexing  for  them.  And  what  is  she  about  now,  with  that  man  P 
They  're  actually  having  a  duel  with  knives— on  horseback  too !  not 
at  a2/  a  nice  thinff  for  any  young  girl  to  do.  There  I  she 's  pulled  out 
a  pistol  and  shot  nim — and  gallopied  off  as  if  nothing  had  happened ! 
I  nave  always  heard  that  American  girls  were  allowed  a  good  €leal  of 
liberty— but  I  'd  really  no  idea  they  went  as  far  as  this !  I  should  be 
sorry  indeed  to  see  any  girl  of  mine  (here  she  plances  instructively  at 
three  dumpf/  and  dough-faced  Daughters)  acting  in  that  forward  and 
mo9<  unfeminine  manner.  (Reassuringly.)  But  1 'm  very  sure  there 's 
no  fear  of  that,  is  there,  dears  P 


Master  Bakek,  a/ter  rubbing  his  forehead,  discovers  a  brickbat  tmi 
the  mat  where  his  head  had  been).  Now,  how  very  odd !  He  found  a 
brick  in  exactly  the  same  place  when  I  was  here  before !  Someone 
must  have  a  Grudge  against  him,  poor  boy !  But  he  ought  to  look 
before  he  stands  on  his  head,  next  time ! 

Mr,  Timmerman  (carelessly^  to  his  wife,  as  the  Deadwood  Coach 
is  introduced).  It  would  be  rather  fun  to  have  a  ride  in  the  Coach- 
new  experience  and  all  that. 

Mrs,  T  (who  doesn't  intend  him  to  go).  Oh,  do  be  careful  then. 

Mr,  T,  (feeling  quite  the  DaredevU).  Pooh,  my  dear,  what  is  there 
to  be  careful  about  P 

Mrs,  T,  It  does  look  such  a  ramshackle  old  thing— it  might  break 
down.  Accidents  do  happen  so  quickly. 

Mr,  T,  (reflecting  that  they  certainly  do).  Oh,]f  it  wasn'tpeifeotly 
safe,  they  wouldn't 

Mrs,  T,  Well,  promise  me  if  j<m  go  on  the  box  to  hold  on  tight 
round  the  comers,  then  I 

Mr,  T,  (who  doesn't  see  much  to  hold  on  by).  I  shan't  po  on  the 
box — I  shall  go  inside. 

Mrs,  T,  There  mavn't  be  room.  There  are  several  people  waiting 
to  go  already.  You  'U  have  to  make  haste  to  get  a  seat  at  alL  I 
shall  be  mtserai20  till  I  see  you  safe  back  again  I 

Mr.  T,  (who  is  not  sure  he  doesn't  share  her  feelings).  Oh  well«  if 
you  feel  like  that  about  it,  I  won't ^  ^^  I  ^ 

Mrs,  T.  Oh,  yes^  do,  I  want  you  to  go^it  will  be  so  exciting  for 
you  to  see  real  Lidians  yelling  and  shooting  all  round* 
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Mr.  T,  (thinking  that  it  may  he  more  exciting  than  pleasant). 
Might  bring  on  one  of  my  headaches,  and  there'll  be  such  a  meU  of 
gunpowder  too.    I  hardly  think,  after  all,  it  'a  worth  while. 

Mr$,  T.  If  YOU  feel  in  the  least  nervoui  about  it.  (Mr.  T.  dentee 
this  indiffnanily,)  Then  go  at  onoe — you  may  never  hare  the  chanoe 
again ;  only  don't  stay  talking  about  it— go  I 

Mr.  T,  {jnUling  himeelf  together).  Very  well,  if  70U  really  wish  it. 
. ..  Confound  it!  Moet  annoying,  really  I  (8U9  down  relieved.) 
They  've  started  I  It  *s  all  your  fault,  if  you  hadn't  kept  me  here 
tallong! 

Mrs.  T.  [humbly).  I  am  so  sorry— but  there 's  another  performance 
in  the  CTemng ;  we  might  dine  here,  and  then  you  could  easily  go  on 
the  Coach  afterwards  if  you  're  so  anxious  to  I 

Mr.  T.  And  sit  through  the  show  twice  in  one  day  f  No,  good  as  it 
is,  I  really— and  I  've  some  letters  I  must  write  after  dinner,  too. 
[Mrs.  T.  emilee  to  herself  dieereeUy^  satisfied  with  having  gained 
her  point. 

XJNOPPOSED  ELECTION. 

Ok  Saturday  last,  b^iag  the  first  da}[  permissible  under  the  statute, 
the  nomination  of  a  Kaight  to  serre  in  Parliament  for  the  Shire  ox 
Barks,  was  held  in  the  cutmtytown.  The  proceedings  were  marked 
by  a  pleasing^  nntiniiaitsr,  and  an  outburst  of  popmar  enthusiasm 
which  serioTialy  tried  the  resources  of  the  local  police.  There  was 
only  one  candidate— Tobt  once  more  M.P.  The  nomination  paper 
was  sign^  b^  Mr.  Punch,  Mr.  Giadsiohb,  Lord  Salisbust,  and 
most  of  the  Crowned  Heads  of  Europe. 

The  Bberil!  inanired  if  it  were  desired  to  nominate  anjr  other 
Gentleman.  {A  Vmce—""  I  should  think  not!")  There  being  no 
other  re^t)ouie,  the  Shen:^  declared  the  Hon.  Gentleman  duljr  elected| 
and  said  ne  would  Ilka  to  be  permitted  to  forego  his  fees,  if  indeed 
any  were  due. 

In  response  to  loud  calls  from  the  assembled  crowd,  Mr.  Punch 
said  he  had  great  pleasure  in  recommending  his  young  friend  to 
the  suffrages  of  this  important  constituency.  (Cheers.)  He  caUed 
him  young,  for  though  he  had  been  on  his  (Mr.  PtineA's)  establish- 
ment for  over  fifty  years,  he  was  very  little  altered.  There  were 
some  people  who  never  grew  old  (A  Voiee^**  Bully  for  you,  Mr. 
Punch/  ")  and  amongst  them  he  might  indude  his  faithful  follower, 
whom  they  had  just  unanimously  re-elected  Member  for  Barks. 
He  trusted  that  in  the  future,  his  young  friend  would  pursue  the 
course  honourably  followed  by  him  in  the  past.  ("  Sear  !  Hear  /  ") 
This  was  the  fourth  Parliament  to  which  he  had  been  diected,  and  he 
trusted  it  would  not  be  the  last.  ( Cheers.)  He  might  perhi^  allude 
to  a  rumour  current  in  the  ordinaiy  channels  of  information,  which 
seemed  to  point  to  their  friend*s  transference  to  another  place.  He 
had  the  authority  of  Tobt,  M.P.,  to  say  that,  as  far  as  his  freedom 


of  action  is  ooncemed-^-and  Mr.  PtmcJk^  thanked  Heaven  this  is  still 
free  England— (/Imm/  eA«ert)— that  prognostication  would  never  be 
realised.  The  highest  honour  ever  done  to  his  friend,  was  the  selec- 
tion of  him  by  the  men  of  Barks  to  represent  them  in  the  Commons 
House  of  Parliament.    (Itenewed cheering.)    His  fullest  pleasure  was 


THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  EXTERNALS. 

"But  why  don't  you  sknd   fob  Db.  Mashxb,  Auirr  Janb? 

Hb  'S  THB  CLBVBBIST  DoOTOB  IK  THB  WHOLB  COUNTT  I " 

"Oh,  mt  dbab,  I  couldh'tI    Hb  xuuusjes  so  Ibrbuqiouslt  1 " 


to  retain  their  confidence  and  to  serve  them  and  posterity  to  the 
utmost  extent  of  his  power  and  opportunity*  yDisturbanee  at 
the  rear  of  the  haU  ;  cries  of  "  Put  him  out!  "  "  8ti  on  'is  'ead!  ") 
Mr.  Punch  begged  they  would  do  no  such  thing.  It  would  be  sure 
to  give  way  under  pressure.  (Laughter.)  In  conclusion,  he  begged 
to  Qiank  them  for  toe  honour  they  had  done  his  friend,  and  he  might 
add.  themselves. 

There  were  loud  cries  for  Tobt,  M.P.,  but  the  Hon.  Member 
begged  to  be  excused  from  making  a  speech  on  this  occasion.  For 
one  reason  he  shrank  from  coming  into  competition  in  the  lists  of 
platform-speaking  with  his  revered  friend  and  Leader.  Another 
thing  was,  ne  was  really  so  overcome  bv  the  honour  Just  done  him, 
that  ne  could  not  trust  himself  to  speak.  He  would  write— as  soon 
as  the  new  Parliament  met.. 

After  the  customary  votes  of  thanks  had  been  carried  by  acclama- 
tion, the  new  Member  was  hoisted  shoulder-high  by  the  enthusiastic 
mob,  and  carried  off  to  his  country  residence,  Tne  Kennel,  Barks, 
where  he  will  remain  during  the  Beoess. 


Votes  and  the  SCan! 

'*  Oini  Maii,'ane  Vote ! "    A  fine,  fair-sounding  pbtt  I 
Would  we  could  also  get '  *  One  Vote,  one  Man  !  ^ 
Then  we  might  also  reach,  **  One  Vote,  one  value." 
But,  England,  jrou  have  never  found,  nor  shall  yoa« 
Alas!  (ostpite  the  democracy's  promoter) 


7^ 


FBOM  TAPLOW. 


F^rst^Arry.  I 'U  tell  you  a  good  name  f or  a  Biverside  Inn— "  jT^ 
*  Av'O'launch,^^ 

Second  'Arry.  I '11  tell  you  a  better—'*  The  'Ave-a-lunch."  Come 
along! 
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WHITE    LIES 

Fritky  Spinster.  **How  makt  Dahobs  au  tov  ooiko  to  gits  mb  to-bioht,  Caftain  Waxham  f " 

Captain  Waacham,  *'0h,  I  'm  so  bobbt,  but  thxm  's  hot  snough  Mnr,  tou  mrow,  avd  I  "ys  jctst  bbot  told  opf  by  Mss. 
Mabham  to  bamcb  with  thv  Giblb  who— a— who  axe  not  ukxlt  to  gxt  Pabtnbbb  1  ** 

[A9k9thM(Hrljutih€kiiidKimforihru  WaUua  and  a  FMa  ! 


"CLOSED  FOB  ALTE&ATIOHB  AVD 
SEPAIBS.** 

(A  Song  o/the  Theatre  Royal^  St,  Stephen's,) 
Am--**  KiUaloe.'' 
Closkd  I    The  long  wild  whillaloo 
That  oft  smaoked  of  *'  Killaloe," 
The   oontagious  wrath  of  Biukin  and  of 
Sock 
Hath  abated  for  awhile, 
And  no  more  the  Emerald  lale 
On  the  stage  and  in  the  green-room  seems 
to  shock. 
The  curtain  is  rang  down, 
The  comedian  and  the  clown, 

With  the  sombre  putter-on  of  tragic  airs, 
Are  gonejjivith  all  toe  cast. 
And  the  Theatre,  at  last, 
Is  '*  Closed  for  Alterations  and  Repairs." 
Ther  may  cheer  for  Gladstoitb  hearty, 
For  Balfoub  or  McCabtht, 
This,  that,  or  t'other  party. 
As  it  pleases  them  to  do. 
They  may  howl  like  Msenads  orazy, 
For  policies  dark  and  hazy; 
Kew  stars  ere  long 
The  sta^e  may  throng, 
To  play  in  pieces  new. 

The  managerial  soul 

Though  relieyed,  upon  the  whole, 

Fnnn  the  six  jears'  run,  and  all  its  stir 
and  strain; 
Feels  anxiety,  no  doubt. 
As  to  *'  stars  "  which  may  so  out, 

And  others  that  may  probably  remain. 
He  has  run  a  popular  play, 
Whieh  the  Treasury  says  will  pay. 


Despite  of  gallery  hisses,  groundling  blares ; 
But  there 's  care  upon  his  taoe, 
'Tis  a  most  expensiTe  place. 
And  'tis   ''^aosed  for    Alterations    and 
Repairs." 

They  may  cheer,  Ac. 

No  doubt  there  has  been  fun. 
But  the  piece  has  had  its  run. 
And  now  from  stage  and  playbill  dis- 
appears. 
Now  east,  west,  north,  and  south. 
The  auidnuncs  are  giying  mouth. 
Till  the  Manager  would  gladly  dose  his 
ears. 
Two  companies,  neither  loth. 
Seek  his  suffrages^  and  both 
Haye  a  rSpeirUnre  Uiai  hslf  attracts,  half 
scares. 
He 's  aware  it  will  need  now 
To  make  choice.    Meanwhile  the  House, 
Is  **  Closed  for  Alterations  and  Repairs." 
They  may  cheer,  fto. 

Much  monev  must  be  spent 
Ere  the  puUic  is  content. 
Says  the  Manager,  **  By  Jingo,  I  'm  pcr- 
plext 
Shall  I  keepon  SALiSBtrRXK, 
Or  engage  old  W.  G.^ 
Ana  what's  the  piece  [that  I  shall  put  on 
next? 
WelL  no  more  need  be  said. 
Till  JuIy  hasfulljT  sped. 
And  August  brings  the  Autumn  Season's 
cares, 
Then  we  '11  learn  the  cast  and  play— 
'Tis  sufficient  for  to-day 
That  we've  *aosed  for  Alterations  and 
Repairs.' 


They  may  cheer  the  Old  Man  hearty, 
Braye  Balfoub,  mild  McCabtht, 
This,  that,  or  t'other  party. 

As  it  pleases  'em  to  do. 
Their  noise  half  diiyes  me  crazy, 
The  future 's  rather  hazy. 
But  interest  strong, 
I  trust,  ere  long. 
Will  crowd  my  House  anew  I " 


OH,  SAUNDER80N.  MY  COLONEL  I 
Air—**  John  Anderson,  myJof^ 

Oh,  SAUin>KB80K,  my  Colonel, 

You're  stout  and  eloquent, 
But  boding  as  the  raven. 

Knock  ninety-nine  per  cent. 
From  your  Cassandra  prophecies, 

As  bogeyish  as  eternal. 
And  you  'U  be  nearer  to  the  truth. 

Brave  SATTiroxRSOir,  my  Colonel ! 

Oh,  Saxtvdsbsok,  mv  Cdonel, 

Could  you  but  pull  together, 
Oranffe  and  Green,  a  truce  were  seen 

To  bigotry  and  blether. 
'Tis  they  that  keep  the  Emerald  Isle 

In  pother  so  infemaL 
Drop  hate  and  fear,  try  love  and  trust, 

Brave  Saxjkdkrsoit,  my  Colonel  I 


Obviotts.— The  Daily  News  reports  the 
mysterious  disappearance  from  the  Govern- 
ment Saw  Mills  at  Portsmouth,  of  2,570  feet 
of  deal  '*  No  one  can  say,"  it  is  added, 
**what  became  of  the  wood."  Why,  it 
walked  off  of  course,  with  so  many  feet  the 
temptation  was  irresistible. 


PUNCH,   OR    THE    LONDON    CHARIVARI. -July  9,  1892. 


"CLOSED  FOR  ALTERATIONS  AND  REPAIRS." 

Mb.  Pukch.   ••  CHANGE  OF  ACTORS  AND  PROGRAMME,  EH,  MR,  BULL  P  "  ^^  _  _  _T . 

Ma.  JoHir  Bull  {Manager  and  PropriHor).  '*  CAN'T  TELL  YET,  MR.  PUNCH.-DON'T  OPEN  TILL  AUGUST  I  " 
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A   FUTURE   DIPLOMAT. 

"Mumns,  dxab,  toit  hayvn't  oiyxn  ms  xnouoh  Sugar  for  xt  Stbaw- 
aBixsI"     (Mummie  helps  him  to  some  more  sugar.)     ** Now,  Muxmib,  tou 
hayxn't  oiyxn  XX  XKouoH  Stxawbxrrixs  for  XT  Sugar  1 " 

[Mummu  helps  hhn  to  more  StrauUrries  I 


ELECTION  NOTES. 


{By  Mr,  Pvnth's  Special  Commissioner.) 

Thx  esLoitement  b  getting  terrific  In  the  priiunpal  fltreets  party  flags  are 
WRYing  gailY.  In  the  saborba  eYerj  other  house  is  hiaden  beneath  Yast  posters, 
setting  forth  the  merits  of  the  riYal  parties.  The  Association  of  Jam-Dealers 
held  a  priYate  meeting  last  night.  I  was,  howeYer,  enabled  to  be  present 
haYin^  disguised  myself  as  Mr.  Blacxfobd,  one  of  the  Yioe-Presidents  of  the 
Association,  who  was  taken  ill  at  the  last  moment  and  whose  letter  of  excuse 
for  non-attendance  I  managed  to  intercept  The  proceedings  opened  with 
prayer,  on  the  model  of  the  recent  Ulster  ConYention.  After  this,  the  discussion 
began.  A  series  of  questions  had,  it  appears,  been  addressed  to  both  Candidates. 
Here  the^  are: — 

il)  Will  you  oppose  any  attempt  to  increase  the  import  of  foreign  jam-stuffs  P 

(2)  Will  you  support  a  measure  making  it  compulsory  for  the  London  Co- 
menMye  Stores  to  sell  only  Jam  manufactured  by  the  Bunkham  Jam-Dealers' 
Association? 

(3)  Will  you  oppose  any  measure  calculated  to  depriYC  the  rising  generation 
of  one  of  the  necessaries  of  life  in  the  shape  of  Bui^ham  Jam  ?  And  will  you 
therefore  oppose,  by  all  lawful  Padiamentery  means,  the  use  of  the  domestic 
irod  as  apumshmfloit  for  so-oalled  Jam-stealing  out  of  store-room  cupboards  P 

(4)  Which  do  you  prefer,  gooseberries,  raspberries,  or  strawberries  P 

(5)  Will  YOU  adYooate  a  tax  of  twopence  per  pot  on  all  jam  not  manufactured 
In  the  Bunkham  district  ? 

Both  Candidates  had  sent  written  replies.  But  it  was  irenerally  felt  that 
fn  the  answers  to  the  fourth  question  the  Yote  of  the  meeting  would  depend. 
Bunkham  is  a  district  in  which  raspberries  and  gooseberries  are  almost  exdu- 
•iYely  grown.  Now  it  is  well-known  that  Mr.  Plxdgkr,  the  Liberal  Candidate, 
has  an  almost  nassionate  affection  for  strawberry-jam,  and  much  interest  was 
Ihown  as  to  whether  he  would  be  true  to  his  f aYOurite  food,  or  renounce  it 
in  order  to  capture  Yotes.  I  am  glad  to  say  that  the  honourable  gentleman 
refused  to  jpalter  with  his  couYiotions.  In  a  manly  and  straithtlorward  answer, 
hededineato  be  a  party  to  '*a  system  of  espionage  which  had  iuYaded  the  break- 
fast table,  and  might  go  far  to  make  CYen  luncheon  intolerable.^ 

"From  my  youth  up," he  continued,  '*IhaYeneYerwaY«rediBtheooiiYiotioB» 


that  of  all  known  preserYes,  strawbenr-jam  is  both  the 
best,  and  the  most  sustaining.  I  should  disgrace  myself 
if  I  were  now,  at  the  elcYenth  hour,  to  declare  a  ixre- 
f erence  which  I  do  not  honestly  feel  for  gooseberry  or 
raspberry." 

This,  of  oourse,  settled  the  matter.  Mr.  Txtffait 
declared  emphatically  against  the  obnoxious  strawberry ; 
and  the  result  was  that  the  Association,  by  an  enormous 
migority,  decided  to  support  him.  The  Liberals  were  at 
first  muchdiscouraged[,  out  they  haYO  now  taken  heart 
again.  One  of  their  CanYassers,  it  seems,  has  succeeded 
in  makiny  himself  a  persona  grata  to  a  lady  who  occupies 
the  position  of  under-housemaid  in  the  establishment 
of  the  TuFFAirs.  Through  her  he  obtained  an  empty  pot 
of  strawbeiry-jam.  lately  consumed  by  the  Tuffajt 
family.  This  has  been  fixed  upon  a  long  pole,  with  a 
placard  underneath  it,  to  the  following  effect : — 

Takxit  frox  Tuffav'b  Tablk  I 
YoTX  FOR  PLEDGER,  akb  Hovest  CokyigtioksI 
And  the  dcYice  is  now  bein^  carried  all  OYer  the  Town  by 
the  Junior  Liberal  Association. 

The  polling  takes  place  to-morrow.  Both  sides  are 
confident,  but,  on  the  whole,  after  rcYiewing  all  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  case  as  impartially  as  poMible,  taking 
into  account  CYeiTthing  that  tells  for  or  against  both 
parties,  and  not  forgetting  the  effect  produced  by  the 
public  secession  of  Mr.  Honxtdew,  the  tobacconist,  and 
Ex-President  of  the  Liberal  500, 1  am  disposed  to  bcdicYe 
in  the  Yictory  of  Mr.  Pledgxr  ;  that  is  to  say,  unless  Mr. 
TuFFAir  should  manage  to  secure  a  sufficient  number  of 
Yotes  to  defeat  his  opponent  Tours  &«., 

Thx  Man  nr  thx  Mooir. 


ME.  PUNCH'S  ELECTION  ADDEESS, 

To  the  Electors  of  the  United  Kingdom ! 

I,  PUNCH,  who  shoot  at  follies,  and  haYe  wing'd  'em 

For  fifty  years,  and  shall  for  fifty  more. 

Greet  ye  I    It  were  to  force  an  open  door 


Lslcye  one  and  all,  to  giYC  your  Yotes 

METI     There,  there,  my  boys  I  don*t  strain  your 


To  ask 
To 

throats!  ^ 

My  tympanum  is  tender.    Punch  r^'oices 
To  listen  once  more  to  *'  your  most  sweet  Yoioes," 
Only  you  need  not  howl  and  make  them  raucous. 
I  'm  not  a  PartY  Nominee,  no  Caucus 
Has  wire-pullea  Me  I    I  'a  like  to  see  'em  do  so! 
I  am  Man  Friday  to  no  party  Crusoe. 
Salisbury,  Gladstonx,  Balfoux,  Haxcox:bt,  Goschkn, 
Are  all  on  mY  Committee.    Moblxt's  notion 

i Shared  for  the  nonce  by  Jox  the  shrewd  and  able), 
8.  that  it's  safe  to  sit  at  my  Round  Table. 
Where  they  all  hob-a-nob  as  friends,  not  foes ! 
E'en  the  Macullum  Mobx  cocks  not  his  nose 
Too  high  in  Punch* s  presence ;  he  knows  better ! 
Supremacy  unchallenged  is  a  fetter 
E*ento  patrician  pride,  proYincial  Yanityj; 
Scot  modesty,  and  Birmingham  urbanity^ 
Bow  at  my  shrine,  because  the:^  can't  resist 
Thus  I  'm  the  only  genuine  Umonist, 
While  all  the  same,  my  British  Public  you  'U  err, 
If  you  conceiYC  I  'm  not  a  firm  Home-Ruler. 
Perpend  I    There 's  sense  and  truth  in  my  suggestions. 
And  therefore,  do  not  ask  superfiuous  questions. 
You  might  as  fiUy  paint  Dame  Venus  freckled. 
As  fancy  Punch  will  stoop  to  being  **  heckled.'' 
I  hsYC  no  '*  Programmes,^  I.    My  wit 's  too  wide 
To  a  wire-puller's  "  platform  "  to  be  tied. 
I  know  what 's  right.  I  mean  to  see  it  done^ 
And  for  the  rest  good-tempered  chaff  and  fun 
Are  my  pet  "  principles  "—till  fools  grow  rash 
From  toleration,  then  the^  feel  the  lash. 
I  am  a  sage,  and  not  a  |mg  or  pump. 
Therefore  I  ncYcr  cauYas^  spout  or  stump. 
I  'm  Liberal—as  the  sunlight— of  all  Good, 
Which  to  ConserYC  I  striYe— that 's  understood. 
But  Tory  nincompoop,  or  rowdy  Rad, 
The  thrall  of  biffotry.  the  fool  of  fad 
I  hate  alike.    There 's  the  straight  tip,  my  bloaters  I 
Now  run  and  Yote  for  PimeA— ail  who  are  Yoters ; 
And  if  some  lew  haYe  not  that  boon  indeed. 
Well  those  who  cannot  run  at  least  can  read.^      T  ^ 
There  I  that's  enough,  my  lads  I    I  'm  off  to  lunch. 
You,  go  and  do  your  duty ;  phimp  for     llfiWS[(SM  1 1 1 
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OTHERWISE  ENGAGED! 
[A  StnHmental  Fragment  Jrmn  HenUiy. ) 

Akd  80  they  lat  in  the  boat  and 
looked  into  one  another's  eyes^and 
f  onnd  much  to  read  in  them.  They 
ignored  the  presence  of  the  house- 
boats, and  scaroelT  remembered  that 
there  were  such  tninsrs  as  launches 
propelled  bv  steam  or  electricity.  And 
they  tnmea  deaf  ears  to  the  niggers, 
and  did  not  want  their  fortunes  told 
by  dirtf  females  of  a  gipsy  type. 

*'This  is  very  pleasant,"  said 
Edwik. 

**Isn*t  it?"  replied  Akoxliva; 
"and  it's  such  a  ffood  place  for 
seeing  all  the  eyents. 

''  Admirable ! "  and  they  talked  of 
other  things ;  and  the  time  sped  on. 
and  the  dark  shadows  grew,  and  atill 
they  talked,  and  talked,  and  talked. 

At  length  the  lanterns  on  the  riyer 
began  to  glow,  and  Henley  put  on  its 
best  appearance,  and  broke  out  yio- 
lently  into  fireworks.  It  was  then 
Mrs.  Gbuitdt  spied  them  out.  She 
had  been  on  the  look  ontfor  scandal  all 
day  long,  but  could  find  none.  This 
seemed  a  pleasant  and  promising  case. 

"  So  you  i^e  here  I "  she  exdiuLmed. 
*•  Why,  we  thought  you  must  haye 
gone  long  ago  I  And  Fhat  do  you 
say  of  the  meeting  P  " 

^'  A  most  perfect  success,"  said  he. 

"And  the  company?" 

"  Could  not  be  more  charming," 
was  her  reply. 

"  And  what  did  yon  think  of  the 
racing?"  Then  tiiey  looked  at  one 
another  and  smiled.  They  spoke 
together,  and  observed  :— 

"OliL  we  did  not  think  of  the 
radngl" 

And  Mrs.  Gbtthbt  was  not  alto- 
gether satisfied. 


Beauty  (with  cool  candour).  "  Ob  tbs,  nmnn,  I  frxqukntlt  make  Bits  ;  but  I  am  so  vkluokt  ! " 

JSporting  Youth  {trying  to  be  sympathetie),  **  Riallt  ?    But  I  supposx  tou  XTEyxR  HAyx  much  oh 

—THAT  la— I  M»AN " [OoUopee, 


Mbic.  bt  "  Oke  who  Mabeisi)  nr 
Hastb."— "  The  real '  Battle  of  life ' 
begins  with  a  short  engagement." 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 

DxAX  Mb.  Puvch,  The  Looh-wd,  Sheepedoor^  Kent. 

Mr  rest  at  the  seaside  has  done  me  such  a  world  of  good 
that  I  feel  more  lazy  than  eyer !  But  I  fear  I  am  in  danger  of  a 
relapse  into  excitement,  owing  to  a  letter  I  receiyed  a  few  days  ago 
from  an  old  military  friend  of  mine.  General  Eleciiok,  in  which 
he  asks  me  to  lend  my  invaluabie  assistance  in  "canyassing  "  for  his 
nephew,  the  Hon.  Chablix  Hullothxbe,  who  is  standing  for 
Sheepsdoor.— Ah,  how  little  did  I  think  that  my  reference  to 
"canyas"  shoes  in  my  last  letter  would  be  so  prophetiol  The 
General  is  yery  gallant,  and  fully  appreciates  the  usefulness  of 
women  in  canyassinff;  and,  in  order  to  be  quite  "  up  to  date," 
I  haye  ordered  in  a  large  supply  of  gingerbread-nuts  and  oyster- 
shells,  which  I  obserye  (see  daily  papers)  are  distributed  as  marks 
of  respect  among  Candidates  and  their  wiyes  I 

Haying  also  heard  that  a  Brass  Band  b  indispensable  (the  more 
brass  it  is,  the  better),  I  haye  made  friendly  oyertures  (musical,  of 
course)  to  the  Sheepsooor  Puryeyors  of  Brassharmony,  with  the 
flattering  result  that  they  now  condnde  eyery  performance  with  my 
speddly  composed  "  Election  War  Ory"— the  refrain  of  which  is 


most 


seotiye  when  giyen  by  a  dioms  of  trained  Constituents  !~ 
HullLo-there !  i  We  respect  him ! 

HullLo-then!  We  Ul  elect  him ! 

He's  the  man  forus;  |  And  we  might  do  wuas  1 1 


In  faot,  our  Candidate  is  yery  jpopular,  and  is  sure  to  "  romp  in  an 


easy  winner' 


another  puzzling  racing  expression,  as, 
although  I  'ye  seen  plen^  of  horses  indulge  in  a  game  of  romps 
before  the  start  (noUbly,  L'AbbS  Morin,  in  Uie  '*  City"),  they  seem 
to  haye  had  more  than  enough  of  it  before  the  fini^  I 

I  hear  from  Newmarket,  that  I  missed  an  extremely  feasant 
week's  racing— and  although  my  selection  for  the  Stud  Treduce 
Stakes  was  rather  wide  of  the  mark,  I  fairly  hit  the  bullseye— (what 


a  painful  q;>eration  this  must  be  for  the  bull)— in  my  one  *'  Songfimn 

the  Birdcaae,*^  which  I  warbled  in  the  ear  of  a  racing  friend  whom  I 

met  down  here ;  it  was  a  propoe  of  the  July  Stakes  and  ran  thus :— 

The  night  waa  dark  when  <*  FertUnd  Bill  *'  escaped  by  Cheeil  Beach  t 

And  hope  beat  high  within  hia  heart,  that  he  the  goal  mi^t  reach  I 

For  '*  Mil/ord**  Uaren  lies  in  sight !— one  effort  and  he  '■  there ! 

But  see !— At  lait--he  'i  caught !— he  '■  pasMd !— just  by  the  Judge's  Obsir ! 

Which  really  remarkable  prophecy  was  fully  home  out  by  the  race, 
in  fact,  so  close  a  description  might  almost  haye  been  written  qfter 
the  ractf— a  jgreat  compliment  to  my  powers  of  diyination  I 

Next  week  takes  us  to  Bibury  and  Stockbridge.  and  if  this  hot 
weather  continues,  the  motto  of  the  Club  should  be,  *'  Dum  vito 
Bibere  "—or,  freely  translated—"  Half  the  soda,  please  I "  The  race 
to  which  I  propose  to  Egiye  my  attention  is  the  Alington  Plate,  and 
as  I  am  nothing  if  not  thorough,  you  will  see  that  my  tin  is  influenced 
by  my  being  at  the  Seaside  P         Yours  deyotedly,       Ladt  Gat. 

AuHGTOK  Flats  Sxlxctiok. 
THEstorm 
I  tossed  upon  my: 


I  raging  through  the  |  And  pitied  any  luckless  wight 
nmy^low,  [night,  I     Who  tossed  upon  the  "J^Oioic.'" 


A  SuoHT  Muddle.—'*  I  hear  "  said  Mrs.  R.,  *'  that  the  Cassocks  are 
performing  at  the  Buffalo  Bill  plaoe— though  not  knowing  the  gentle- 
man personally,  I  would  prefer  calling  him  Buffalo  William  or  Wil- 
liam BuFFELLOW,  which  would  be  a  less  outlandish  name — and  I 
confess  I  was  astonished,  as  I  alwajs  thought  that  Cassocks  were 
Clergymen,  or  had  something  to  do  with  the  Clergy.  I  suppose  I  had 
connected  them  with  Hassocks^  wMoh  are  always  in  Jllhurch,  and 
were, 
made 

Thestation 

had  all  the  Cassocks  sent  down  to  her  at  Windsor.  They  must  haye 
been  quite  worn  out  by  the  end  of  the  day." 


Jolt  9,  1892.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


11 


ELECTION   FEVER.    A  CANDIDATE'S   DREAM. 
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OPERATIC  NOTES. 

Monday,-— Lohengrin,  HooBe  full  to  hear  BroUier  Johh  and 
Madame  Mblba.  ''  Please,  Sir,  Mr.  Jowmns  db  Riskt  ain't  here," 
blurts  out  the  pale  and  trembling  call-boj. 

Sir  Augustus  calm,  impassible.  Crisis.  If  no  one  tamed  np,  he 
wonld  act  the  part  himself,  and,  it  bein^r  Wagnerian  music,  the 
orchestra  would  play  what  of  the  part  had  to  he  played.  At  that 
moment  lounged  in  Monsieur  Yak  ])tck,  just  to  see  how  things  were 
going  on  without  him.  **  I  'm  a  little  hoarse  to-night,"  quoth  Yak 
jDrcK,  pleasantly.  ** Nonsense!"  cries  Sir  Drusiolakub,  cheerily, 
'*  a  *  Van '  can  neyer  be  a  little  hoarse."  Much  merriment.  **  DrcK, 
my  boy,"  ocmtinues^Sir  D.,  **  you  'ye  come  in  the  yery  nick  of  time 


—quite  a  Deyil's  Dyke,  you  are  "—the  accomplished  yoMlist  was 
in  ecstasies  at  his  Manager's  joke, — **and  you  shall  distinguish 
'self  to-night  as  Lohengrin! "    Oh,  what  a  surorise  I    No  sooner 
than  done.    Armour  for  one  ordered  immediately.    Isaac  of 
c  Street  goes  to  work,  and— presto !— Van  Drcac  is  "  ready  in 
"    ••  Now,"  asks  Dbubiolanus,  **  what  are  we  waiting  for  ?  " 


yourself  to-night  as  Lohengrin! "    Oh,  what  a  sui^^rise  I    No  sooner 

said  than  done. 

York 

case. 

**  Please,  Sir,  Madame  Melba  isn't  here  I  " 

'^Melba  not  here  to  play  £lsa!"  exclaims  Sir  Dbubiolasds, 
immediately  adding,  with  that  wit  which  is  always,  like  the  British 
Tar,  •  Beady,  aye  ready  I '— **  then  we  must  get  somebody  Else  Sir !  " 
and  scarcely  had  the  words  escaped  his  lips,  than  Madame  Nobdiga, 
who  happened  to  be  passing  by,  san^  out  in  an  extempore  recitatiye. 
"  Me  votci .' "  **  Braviseinia  !  "  cned  Sir  DBUBiOLAinJS.  **  Sayed  I 
Sayed  !  "    (General  dance  of  joy. 

So  the  Curtain  was  rung  up,  and  the  Opera,  with  Madame  Nobdica 
(riM  Melba)  as  Eha^  and  Van  Dtce  (vice  Little  Johitkib  the 
Riskt)  as  Lohengrin^  made  a  big  success.  House  crowded.  All's 
well  that  ends  as  well  as  this. 

Tueeday  with  itfbzar^— What  a  ^food  starting  idea  for  a  Comic 
Opera  would  be  the  notion  of  making  those  two  tjrpes  of  knayes, 
Leporello  and  Figaro^  meet  as  counter-plotters.  Monsieur  Maubel 
suggests  a  step  in  this  direction,  when  one  night  he  impersonates  the 
gay  Spanish  Don,  and  on  another  he  appears  as  the  roguish  Italian 
barber,  no  longer  an  intriguing  bschelor  but  a  jealous  bridegroom. 
Merry  Melodious  Mozabt  I  Old-fashioned  he  may  be,  like  not  a  few  of 
the  best  melodies  and  the  best  stories.  Elegant  Countess  is  Madame 
Emma  Eames.  Can  she  possibly  eyer  haye  been  Baeina^  Dr,  Bar^ 
tolo^s  tricky  ward  I  What  a  change  matrimony  makes  in  some  folks ! 
Old  Dr,  Bartolo  bears  not  much  resemblance  to  the  other  Dr,  JSar- 
tolo^  and  Don  BasUio,  a  kind  of  Ecclesiastical  lawyer,  is  quite  a  rol- 
licking wag  as  compared  with  the  BasiUo  of  the  Barber  of  Seyille. 
Nothing  could  be  oetter  than  the  Susanna  of  MUe.  Tblbki,  or 
sweeter  than  the  duet,  heartily  encored, 
betwef'E  htr  and  the  Connfeit.  Edotiaed 
DB  EeszKE  is  a  mairnificeBt  repreaeDta- 
tiye  of  the  gloomiij^-jeabua  County  who. 


Cherubino  takes  the  Chair  at  a  imall  Meeting.    A  De  BUky  aituation. 

hayinff  onoe  been  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  still  retains  something  of' 
his  ola  riy-boots  character  in  priyate.  He  is  always  going  wrong,  and 
always  being  in  the  wrong  when  found  out :  a  Count  quite  at  a  dis- 
count, for  whom  there  will  perhaps  be  no  rest  until  he  is  **  par."  with  a 
family.  Needless  to  say,  the  part  was  well  acted  and  sung  by  Brother 
Ned,  whom  a  gentleman  near  me.  who  **  knew  all  about  it,''  mistook 
for  his  brother  JoHir,  and  criticised  accordingly.  As  Cherubino,  Mile. 
SiOBiD  Abholbsok  is  a  delightfully  boyish  scapegrace,  giyi^g  us  just 
that  eoup^on  of  natural  awkwardness  which  a  spoilt  sunny  wmthem 
lad  of  sixteen,  brought  up  in  such  mixed  society  as  is  represented  by 
Couni  Almaviva^s  household,  would  occasionally  show  when  more 


Sir  Druriolanus,  M.P.(ressario) 
for  CoTcnt  Garden. 


than  usually  *'  spoony."  Mile.  ABiroLBflOir  sings  Mozabt  pure  and 
simple,  withont  interpolating  cadenzas,  roulades,  flourishes,  or  exer- 
cises of  musical  fireworks,  and  the 
audience  rewarded  her  artistically 
simple  rendering  of  '*  Voi  che  sa- 
oeie  "  with  an  encore,  which  was  as 
hearty  as  it  was  well  -  deserytrd. 
Capital  House.  Parliamentary  mu- 
sicians conspicuous  by  their  absence. 
Ex-M.P.'s  represented  in  a  body 
by  Sir  H-kbt  Edw-bds  the  eyer- 
green. 

It  was  reported  in  the  House^ 
the  Opera  Mouse— that  Sir  Dbubio- 
LAinis  was  standing ;  but  for  what 
Constituency,  was  not  mentioned. 
The  rumour  was  justified  by  his 
apx>earing  at  the  Stall  entrance, 
where  he  stood  for  some  time,  but 
as  he  finely  obseryed,  **I  am  not 
in  search  of  a  seat— in  Parliament. 
No  I  Let  who  will  make  the 
people's  laws,  giye  me  the  bringing  out  for  them  of  their  Opjeras  and 
Pantomimes."  So  saying,  he  bowed  gracefully  to  nobody  in  parti- 
cular (who  happened  to  oe  talking  to  him),  and,  with  a  refreshing 
waye  of  the  hand.  Sir  DBUBiOLAin78  was  waited  away  into  the  offing, 
and  •*  lost  to  sight,"  while  still  *'  to  memory  dear." 

Trumpet  Note  in  advance,— The  Trompeier  of  Sakkingen  is  an- 
nounced as  '*in  aotiye  prejiration."  Needless  to  say  more,  as,  of 
course,  he  blows  his  own  trumpet  for  himself.  The  question  is,  will 
it  be  a  big  truinp  in  tfie  hand  of  Sir  Dbubiolakus  P 

Saturday, — £laine  changed  her  mind,  and  wouldn't  come  oat 
to-night.         '      

New  RsNSEBiKe  op  "Coksulr  Plahco"— "Coksult  Plav- 
CHETTS.^ — ^If  **Planchette"  can  giye  such  accurate  information  aa 
it  appears  to  haye  done  at  Mr.  Cha&les  Wtitdham's  supper-party, 
and  elsewhere,  as  recounted  in  the  Diiiy  Telegraph,  why  is  it  not  at 
once  put  into  general  requisition  f  Why  is  there  any  Parliamentair 
debating?     Why   not   use  "Planohette?*^ 

Why    rtiQ    any    chanoe   of  ^^\        Iminn  on  a  raee« 

but    simply    ^'  aak     Plan-  W      J\        cbette  ?  '*     Only, 

by  the  way^   if  this  were         ^^^^va*  'iL     ^""'ersal,  and  if 


eyeryone  is  to  win,  who  is  to  lose  P  Thus  Planohette  wonld  put  an 
end  to  nearly  all  speculation.  Planohette  would  inaugurate  a  new 
era  of  complete  and  unqualified  success.  No  doubt  Mr.  Chables 
WtNDHAH  consulted  Planohette  before  producing  The  Fringe  of 
Society,  and  is  in  consequence  being  amply  rewarded  for  placing  his 
trust  in  Planohette.  Failure  would  be  impossible  except  to  the 
obstinate  few  who  should  persistently  refuse  to  pin  their  faith  on 
the  utterances  of  **  Planohette."  But,  suppose  after  doing  enough 
to  establish  her  reputation,  **  Planohette,"  being  feminine  and  there- 
fore **varium  et  mutahite  iemper^  should  suddenly  deceiye  her 
followers,  as  did  ZamiePe  seyentn  charmed  bullet  (which  ought 
always  to  haye  been  kept  up  Caepar^s  sleeye — but  Caenar  was  an 
idiot),  and  the  Weird  but  lArky  Sisters  who  captiyated  Mad>eth  f 
*'  Trust  her  not,  she's  fooling  thee.  Beware !  Beware  I "  and  Plan- 
ohette, the  little  plank,  will  make  more  of  J  her  followers  *' plank 
down  "  than  pick  up  gold  and  silyer. 


<<  Dearest  Chuck  I  "-iSAaibfMaiy. 

'*  Mr,  G^."  {to  the  Ardent  Female  Supporter,  henceforth  to  he  Am- 
torieaUy  known  at  **  The  Oingerbread-nut-  Chucker  ")  .*^ 
'TwAB  all  yery  well  to  dissemble  your  loye, 
But  why  chuck  the  nut  in  my  eye  P 
[Mr.  G-.  is  aware  that  the  Divine  Williams  has  spoken  of  ginger 
as  '*  hot  in  the  mouth,*'  but  Mr.  O.  says  '' he  got  it  m^ 
commonly  hot  in  the  eye.**] 

*'Thb  BxTUBir  OF  THE  PBODieAL."— Lord  EatooQkIa  tctm 
forSeathPaddingt(m.    The  First  to  azriye. 


p  VOTIOI.— Jmeeted  OoiBBumieations  or  Contribntions,  whether  Ml 
in  BO  ease  be  retnmsd,  not  eyen  when  sooomMkMI  by  a 

■  aC t««  t._  ^- ab ■  * 


Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietues  of  any  ae8oripuo%  wUi 
*  and  Addressed  Snyelope,  Coyer,  or  Wrapper.    To  this  rttls 
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ELECTION    INTELLIGENCE. 

BrillimU  Elector  (at  the  Polling  Station).  "  It  '8  A  stovtibh  koikd  of  a  Mak,  with  a  Bald 
'Bad,  ab  ab  wishes  to  Yotx  fob,  but  ab  'm  blbssbd  if  ab  kkow  'is  Naams  1 1 " 


TO  THE  nRST  BATHING-HAGHINE. 

{4/Ur  Wordsworth.) 

0  BLAKK  new-oomer  I    I  have  seen, 

1  see  thee  with  a  start:^ 
So  eentle  looking  a  Machine, 

Infernal  one  thou  arti 

When  first  the  son  feels  rather  hot, 

Or  eren  rather  warm, 
From  some  dim,  hibernating  spot 

Rolls  forth  thy  clumsy  form. 

Perhaps  thou  babblest  to  the  sea 
Of  sonshine  and  of  flowers ; 

Thou  bringest  bat  a  thought  to  me 
Of  such  Dad  quarter  hours. 

I,  grasping  tightly,  pale  with  fear. 

Thy  very  narrow  bench. 
Thou,  bounding  on  in  wild  career. 

All  shake,  and  jolt,  and  wrench. 

Till  comes  an  unexpected  stop ; 

My  forehead  hits  the  door, 
And  I,  with  cataclysmic  flop. 

Lie  on  thy  sandy  floor. 

Then,  dressed  in  Nature's  simplest  styld, 

I,  blushing,  venture  out ; 
And  find  the  sea  is  still  a  mile 

Away,  or  thereabout. 

Blithe  little  children  on  the  sand 
Laugh  out  with  childish  glee ; 

Their  nurses,  sitting  near  at  hand, 
All  giggling,  stare  at  me. 

Unneryed,  unwashed,  I  rush  again 

Within  thy  tranquil  shade. 
And  wait  until  the  rising  main 

Shall  banish  child  and  maid. 

Thy  doors  I  dare  not  open  now. 
Thy  windows  give  no  view ; 

'Tis  late ;  I  will  not  bathe,  I  vow . 
I  dress  myself  anew. 


VOL.  nil. 


Set  wide  the  door.    All  round  is  sea  I 
•'  Hold  tight.  Sir ! "  voices  call. 

And  in  the  water,  jerked  from  thee, 
I  tumble,  clothes  and  all! 

0  blessed  thiuff  I  this  earth  we  pace 
Thy  haunt  should  never  be, 

A  quite  unmentionable  place 
That  is  fit  home  for  thee  1 


STUDIES  IN  THE  NEW  POETEY. 
No.  III. 

It  is  with  the  greatest  possible  pleasure  that 
Mr.  Punch  presents  to  his  readers  the  follow- 
ing example  of  the  New  Poetry.  It  is  taken 
from  a  collection  entitied  **  Ithymes  of  the 
Bopet.^*  These  Bhymes  are  intended  to 
illustrate  the  everyday  life  of  the  British 
prize-fighter,  his  simple  joys,  his  manly 
sorrows,  his  conversational  excellences,  and 
his  indomitable  pluck.  The  author  has 
never  been  a  prize-fighter  himself,  but  he 
claims  for  these  Rhvmes  the  merit  of  abso- 
lute trutii  in  every  aetail.  In  any  case  it  is 
auite  certain  that  every  critic  who  reviews 
[le  volume  will  say  of  it,  that  no  previous 
book  has  ever  presented  to  us.  with  such  com- 
plete fidelity,  the  British  prize-fighter  as  he 
lives  and  moves,  and  has  nis  being— not  the 
gaudy,  over-dressed  and  over-jewelled  crea- 
ture whom  the  imagination  of  the  public  pic- 
tures as  haunting  the  giddy  palaces  of 
pleasure,  and  adored  by  the  faiivst  of  the 
fair,  but  the  rough,  uncouth,  simple  creature 
to  whom  we  Britons  owe  our  reputation  for 
pluck  and  stamina.  How  the  critic  knows 
this,  never  having  been  a  prize-fighter  him- 
self, and  never  having  associated  with  them, 
is  a  question  whidb  it  might  be  difficult  to 
answer.  But,  nevertheless,  the  critic  will 
guarantee  the  '*  Ithymes  of  the  Ropet,'^ 

If  some  of  Mr.  Punches  readers,  while 
recognising  the  force  and  go  of  the  lines, 


shall  think  them  tarU  eoU  pen  coarse  and 
brutal,  the  fault  must  not  be  ascribed  to  Mr. 
Punch,  but  to  the  brilliant  young  author. 
Moreover,  Mr.  Pttneh  hega  leave  to  say,  that 
squeamishness  of  that  kind  is  beoominff  more 
and  more  absurd  every  day  under  the  in- 
fiuence  of  the  New  Poetry  and  its  professors. 
Here  then  is — 

KNOCKED  OUT. 
By  Mb.  R»d**bd  K*pl*ko. 

Oh  it 's  bully  when  I  land  'em  with  a  counter 

on  the  jaw, 
When  the  ruby 's  all  a  drippin'  and  the  oonks 

are  red  and  raw ; 
And  it's  bully  when  I've  downed  'em,  and 

the  lords  are  standin'  booze. 
Them  lords  with  shiny  shirt-fronts,  and  their 
patent-leather  shoes. 
But  you  'd  best  look  jolly  meek 
When  vou  're  up  afore  the  beak. 
For  they  hustle  you,  and  bustie  you,  and  treat 
you  like  a  aoff. 
And  its  'OUoway  for  you 
For  a  month  or  may  be  two. 
Where  the  Widow  keeps  a  mansion  and  por- 
vides  you  with  your  prog. 

It  was  'ero  'ere  and  'ero  there,  I  might  'ave 

been  a  King, 
For  to  'ear  'em  'ip  'urraying  as  I  stepped  into 

the  ring, 
When  I  faced  the  Tipton  Slasher,  me  and  'im 

in  four-ounce  gloves. 
Just  to  mi^  us  look  as  'armless  as  a  pair  o' 
bloomin'  doves. 
Then  I  bruises  'im  and  battov, 
And  'e  cuts  my  lips  to  tatters^ 
And  I  gives 'im  'alf  a  dozen  where  'is  peepen 
ought  to  be. 
And  'e  fiattens  out  my  nose 
With  a  braoe  of  bally  blows. 
Which  I  'ardly  'ad  expected  from  a  pug  as 
couldn't  see. 

Next  round  the  Slasher's  groggy,  'e  'angs  'i 

'ands  and  ^pes 
(I  'd  knocked  him  orf  'is  legs  at  last)  a-feelin' 

for  the  ropes. 
And,  lor,  'e  looked  so  cheerful  with  'is  face  a 

mask  of  red 
That  \1  bust  myself  with  laughin'  when  1 
Iwshed  'im  on  the  'ead. 
Then  they  oounted  up  to  ten. 
But  'e  oouldn't  rise  again : 
'£  gasped  a  bit,  and  puffed  a  bit,  and  laid 
there  in  a  'eap. 
And  I  copped  a  thousand  nounds 
For  a  fight  of  seven  rounos. 
Which  was  all  the  time  it  took  me  for  to  put 
my  man  to  sleep. 

Ah,  the  soft  uns  call  it  brutal ;  there 's  Mr. 

H.  P.  Cobb^ 
And  'is  talk,  which  isn't  pretty,  about  ruffians 

(meanin'  us). 
I'd  like  to  tap  'w  claret  when  'e  's  up  and  on 

the  job. 
And  send  'im  'ome  a  'owlin'  to  'is  mammy  or 
'isnuss. 
But  I  'd  rather  take  the  chuck 
For  a  show  of  British  pluck, 
And  do  my  month  in  chockee,  and  eat  my 
skilly  free; 
And  I  'U  leave  the  curs  to  snivel 
With  their  'Ouse  o'  Commons  driveL 
Which  may  suit  a  pack  of  jaw-pots,  but,  by 
gosh,  it  don't  suit  me. 


'*  What  I  suffer  from,  at  this  time  of  year, 
when  I  go  into  the  country,"  says  Mrs.  B., 
**is  'Flybites.'"  She  pronounced  it  as  a 
word  of  three  syllables,  and  then  added,  **I 
ratiier  think  the  learned  way  of  spelling  it  u 
•Phlybites.'" 
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CORIOLANUS. 

'  I  WOULD  EB  HAS  OOMTIHU'D  TO  EU  OOUXTKY 

As  HI  BioAx,  AKs  MOT  vmciriT,  Hiiuxu',  Digitized  by 

Thb  xobu  XKor  hx  maox."— OwioimuM,  Act.  lY.,  Seen*  2. 


Google 
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HENQENIOUS   IDEA. 

£ir/y  VitUor.  "  Wht,  what  on  >aetk  ask  tou  dodto,  Hatbiu>s,— TininKO  tovk  Boitsoir  ihto  a  Poultbt  Yakd  t " 
MathiUe.  "  Wku^  mt  sbab,  A8  it  is  ihpossibu  to  but  ok  arrrnro  Nxw-laid  Esos  ik  Town,  I  havx  had  mt  pbt  Ooobin- 
Canr A  vp  rxoM  thb  Coumtht,  akd  sbb  u  thorooohlt  to  bb  trvstsd  ! " 


COEIOLANUS. 

**  I  would  he  had  eontinuM  to  his  country 
Ai  he  bcmiif  and  not  unknit,  himieli^ 
The  noble  knot  he  made." 

Cariolamm,  Act  IV.,  Scene  2. 
"Hit  ICajeitj  diMriminatee  between  the 
Prince  BI8MA&CK  of  former  timet,  and  of  to-day. 
and  it  anxiout  that  hit  Ooremment  thould  aroia 
eTerything  which  might  tend  to  diminith,  in  the 
eyetofthe  Oennan  nation,  the  familiar  fij^ure  of 
m  greateit  Stateiman.''~ifif  (mcliofa  to  ImptritU 
G^rwutH  Biprmmtativm  abroad  .*— 

Cur  this  be  he  who  *  *  At  the  Gatet "  • 

Of  Janiu'  Temole  stood  of  old, 

Proteotiye,  Yiguant,  and  bold, 
As  one  who  calmly  dares—and  waits  F 

**  So  fancy  limns  him,  toho^U  not  eeate 
**  To  watch  oW  what  Aw  brain  upbuilt,** 
Punch  san|(.    And  now  he  lifts  tne  hilt, 

Warlike,  agiunst  a  Patriot  Peaoe. 

Calm  warder  then,  ohallenffer  now. 
The  tower  he  reared  would  he  attack, 
Becanse—they  haire  not  odled  him  back 

like  Cnrcnnr^Tus  from  the  plongh  f 

"  The  wonnds  that  he  doth  bear  for  Rome," 
Should    speak    wide-lipped    against    the 

change. 
The  new  Coriolanus!    Strange, 

80  great  a  past  to  thit  should  oome  I 

The  imperious  Roman,  banished,  bared 
Against  Rome's  walls  a  traitor  blade. 
But  yoM— reTenge  is  soaroe  your  trade, 

flero,  in  faction's  mazes  snared. 

•  8e$  Cartoon  "At  the  Gates,'*  p.  151,  toL  85, 
year  1883. 


The  shirt  of  Nessus  poisoned  not, 

Nor  angered  Hercules  as  you 

Seem  angered,  poisoned*    Tet  you  knew 
On  Ajurm's  shield  to  bare  the  blot. 

What  should  it  say,  Count  Hulbt's  ghost, 
Could  it  beside  your  oouch  appear. 
And  wlusper  in  his  foeman's  ear  P 

Share  you  not  that  which  shamed  him  most  ? 

Tou  flaunt  the  Press  against  the  Throne  ? 

Tou  bare  Sute  secrets  to  the  crowd  ? 

You  who  against  the  Mob  were  loud, 
With  mockery  Mabcixjs  well  might  own  P 

It  doth  not  fit  a  splendid  past. 

The  Sentinel  in  arms  arrayed 

Against  the  Citadel,  a  sluuie 
Of  gloom  o'er  glory's  sheen  will  cast. 

The  illustrious  name  of  Btbmlrcz  blot 
With  no  such  treason  as  could  dim 
The  Roman's  glory,  nor,  like  him. 

Yourself  unknit  your  **  noble  knot "  I 

THAT  DUTCHMAN  OOMS. 

Air—"  Th$  AdmiraVi  Broom.*' 

[J.  J.  K.  OoMS,  an  amateur  tculler  from  Am- 
ttcnxlam,  won  eatily  the  "Diamond  Scullt"  at 
Henley  thit  year.  Mating  Y.  Nickals,  and  othert 
of  our  crack  oart.  J 

Oh,  Ooms  was  a  champion  brave  and  bold. 

The  Dutchman's  pride  was  he ; 
And  he  cried,  "  I  can  row  on  the  Thames,  I 

As  well  as  the  Zuyder  Zee,  [know. 

As  well  as  the  Zuyder  Zee  1 '' 
And  as  his  boat  he  set  afloat, 

And  looked  o'er  the  Henley  tide, 


He  saw  all  England  taking  note, 
Andhe  trimmed  his  sculls  and  cried: — (Bw.) 
"  I 'U  win  those  *  Sculls  I '"  said  he, 
*'  The  '  Diamond  Sculls'  for  me ! 

That  the  world  may  know,  whereyer  I  go 
Thames  yields  to  the  Zuyder  Zee  I "  {Bis. 

Cried  JoHH  Bull,  **  Here  I    You  Dutchman 
To-day  you  must  row  with  me  :      [queer  I 
For  while  I  ride  Thames'  silver  tide, 
I  'U  be  second  to  none,"  said  he ; 

**  I  'U  be  second  to  none,"  said  he. 
So  they  blazed  away  at  that  Dutchman  gay. 

Stout  NICKAL9,  brave  Botd,  and  all— 
But  the  Dutchman's  ship  our  best  did  whip. 
And  Bull  cried  to  his  merry  men  all,  (bts) 
*  *  We  're  whipped,  boys,  for  once,"  said  he, 
'*  It's  a  whip  that's  a  lioker  to  me." 
Right  well  Ooifs  pulls,  and  the  *  Diamond 
Are  gone  to  the  Zuyder  Zee  I       [Sculls ' 
Yak  Tromp  with  his  broom  made  free, 
But  this  OoiCB  has  '*  swept "  Hen-ley. 
Here's  his  health!     But  oh  I  those  SouUs, 
you  know. 
Must  oome  back  from  the  Zuyder  Zee." 

Some  Coitfost.— Harrow  beat  Eton  at 
Lords'  last  week.  The  Etonians  have  some 
consolation  in  the  fact  of  the  Head-Master 
of  Harrow  bein^  an  Etonian.  Without  doing 
violence  to  their  feelings,  they  can  simply 
im)nounce  the  Head-Master's  name,  and  say, 
**  Well  done,  Harrow!" 

New  Reabiko  of  an  Old  Greek  Proverb 
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UNFAIR  ADVANTAGE. 

OladsUmum  DetUisHto  Tory  PatietU).    "I  havx  tbi  xost  pbofoxwd  admi- 
BATioK— Mouth    a    littlb    uobm   opkn,   thakks— vor  that  orxat  mak, 

GLADSTOKX,— AND  IT  WAS  ONLY  LAST  WSBK— ftO.   ftO.   &0." 


ON  THE  FLY-LEAF  OF  AN  OLD  BOOK. 

It 's  long  been  loose ;  at  last  it 's  quite 

Come  out—the  yery  thin^  to  write 

My  laundry  list  on.    Think  what  might 

Haye  been  upon  it  I 
Some  lines  by  Goldsmith,  neatly  planned, 
A  yerse  by  Btbov,  mighty  grand, 
Or  eyen,  penned  by  Shakspsabe's  hand, 

A  song  or  sonnet ; 

Da  Yihci  might  haye  made  a  sketch, 
Or  RsMBRANDT  drawu  a  head  to  etoh. 
Or  TusmuL  dashed  some  tints— 'twould  fetch 

A  thousand  guineas. 
Here  might  haye  been  some  notes,  compiled 
By  Ibsen,  Mabtebunck,  or  Wildb, 
(A  how  some  writers  haye  beg[niled 

Some  simple  ninnies ; 

Some  words  on  Cooks,  by  Bandolph  C, 
Or  Qreek  Home  Rule,  by  Grand  Old  G., 
Some  Irish  notes  by  A.  J.  B., 

A  cheque' from  Dillon. 
How  useless  now  to  think  what  might 
Haye  been,  for  I  haye  blacked  the  white ! 
It  is  not  eyen  fit  to  write 

A  washing-bill  on ! 


Chubch  and  Booth.— The  Arohbishopof  Canteebubt 
was  recently  a  guest  at  the  Munching  House  on  the  occa- 
sion of  an  Undenominational  Banquet.  His  GhtUM.  in  a 
post-prandial  speech,  obseryed  that  the  Salyation  Army 
came  ** fluting''  among  us,  but  he  thought  that  the 
Army's  success  would  be  as  *' fleeting'^  as  it  was 
*'  fluting."  Neat  this  for  his  Grace-after-dinner.  This 
was  a  nice  after-dinner  way  of  giying  ^^  caviare  to  the 
GeneraL"  No  **laughter"  appears  to  haye  followed,  so 
the  eaviare  was  not  generally  taken. 

LiTEBABT  Note  and  Qusbt.— First  yolume  of  Taeit^t 
translated  into  English  by  A.  W.  Quill.  ;  Judging  from 
a  reyiew  in  the  Times  of  this  instslment,  it  is  the  work 
of  neither  a  soft  nor  hard  Quill,  but  a  medium  QuOL 
Witii  such  a  suggestiye  name,  this  author  will  show 
himself  a  Goose  Quill  if  he  does  not  at  once  turn  his 
attention  to  the  History  of  Penn. 


LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

Deab  Mb.  Punch,  The  Bobolink^  ffenley. 

The  Election  st  Sheepsdoor  beinsr  regarded  as  a  ''morsl" 
for  our  Candidate— (what  a  delightful  change  from  the  im-tnoral 
way  in  which  elections  used  to  be  conducted !)— I  felt  it  was  safe  for 
me  to  wing  my  flight  to  fresh  scenes  and  pastures  new !— not  that  I 
wanted  any  **  new  pastures,"  haying  been  a  ^om- widow  for  some 
time; — but  haying  had  enough  of  the 
''roUiDg  billow"— (by  the  way,  the  rolling 
**  Biihw  "  at  Stodkbridffe  didn't  roll  fast 
enough]— I  yearned  for  the  silyery  smooth- 
ness of  Father  Thames,  so  started  for 
Henley  with  my  f  aithf  ul.  J^u^/ttf— (I  really 
must  change  her  name,  it  sounds  like  a 
Swiss  lodel);  but,  oh  I  my  goodness! — 
talk  about  biUows—ihe  Channel  passage 
is  a  fool  to  what  we  found  at  Henley ! 
Wayes  mountain  high  1— (This  of  course 
is  an  exaggeration,  but  I 'ye  read  it  so 
^}  often  insea-noyels,  that  I  'ye  almost  come 
7  to  belieye  it  possible— it  would  be  nearer 
7  the  truth,  as  dear  Mrs.  Raksbotham 
^  would  i^ronounce  it,  I  fancy  —  wayes 
^  '*  mounting  high.")  I  had  to  sit  all  day 
on  the  roof  of  the  Bobolink^  with  a  life- 
belt or  something  round  my  waist! — and 
haying  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  sweet  youth  who  oould  swim,  I 
implored  him  not  to  leaye  me  1— and  he  didn't— the  whole  day  long. 
Ah  I  he  was  veru  nice  I— I  need  not  tell  you  I  didn't  notice  the 


Diamonds  were  walked  off,  or  rowed  ocff  to  Holland— (great  place. 
I'm  told,  for  diamonds)— by  Mr.  K.  OoMS  (who  eyidently  **  kooms'' 
of  an  atnletio  stock),  amid  the  generous  cheers  of  our  defeated 
Englishmen!    The  other— and  naturally,  from  its  title,  the  most 


important  eyent — was  competed  for  by  two  boat-loads  from 
Cambridge  Uniyenity — Crews,  1  belieye,  they  call  them,  but  I 
always  thought  it  was  a  sign  of  contempt  to  allude  to  any  party  of 
people  as  **  a  crew."  Howeyer  that  may  be,  I  was  informed  that 
"  First  Trinity  had  carried  off  the  Ladies!"  (just  as  if  they  were  a 
pack  of  Sabine  women),  and  I  suppose  it  was  true;  thoogli,  in 
counting  up  the  Ladies  in  nght,  I  only  missed  oft€— and  she,  I 
found,  had  fallen  into  the  riyer,  and  been  gallantly  rescued  by  a 
spectator,  who,  I  presume,  was  determined  to  haye  Am  share,  in 
spite  of  the  First  Trinity  M.en ! 

Back  to  town,  after  all  was  oyer  on  Thursday,  to  find  eyerybody 
wild  with  "  election  feyer."  A  large  group  surrounding  the  **  ta^" 
at  the  Club  (I  belong  to  the  ''Amazon,"  of  course),  and  ordering 
lemon  squashes  when  a  seat  was  lost,  and  whiskey  and  seltzer  when 
the  reyerse  was  the  case !  Oh,  this  Election !  Thank  goodness.  I  'm 
off  to  Newmarket,  to  spend  the  week  with  Sir  Newman  and  Lady 
Gateshead,  with  a  distinct  feeling  of  relief  at  getting  back  to 
business  after  this  fortnight  of  exciting  relaxation ! 

Next  week's  racing  furnishes  ouite  a  lengthy  menu,  with  seyeral 
attractive  entries,  and  some  good  **made-ui>-oyemight"  diihee;  in 
fact,  a  programme  which  appeals  strongly  to  eyery  racy  palate.  I 
do  not  propose  to  work  my  way  through  the  entire  menu  (not  being 
an  Alderman),  and  will  only  hint  at  a  few  of  the  side-dishe^  which 
TOAj  be  worth  attention  reserying  my  great  effort  for  the  ^^plat  de 
risutance  "  at  Sandown ;  so,  at  JNewmarket— try  just  a  mouthful  of 
July  Handicap  a  la  Duke  of  DEyoNSHiBE's  '*  SiBlected ; "  should  it 
choke  you,  haye  a  pat  on  the  **  Bach"  when  attacking  the  Beaufort 
Stakes ;  uid  to  wind  up  with  dessert,  worthy  of  a  Chestsbfielb, 
take  a  "  Meddler."  If  this  conglomeration  of  good  things  is  not  too 
much  for  you.  trayel  back  to  town  in  time  for  the  great  race  of  the 
week ;  but,  (r  upset,  don't  blame,        Tours  deyotedly, 

Labt  Gat. 
"  Eclipsb  Stakes  Selection." 
With  Oouvemeur.  Orme,  and  such  giants  to  run, 

It  needs  the  cool  calm  of  a  Plato  ^ 
To  fix  on  the  hone  that  will '  *  capture  the  bun  J  IK  rr  I  ^ 
ButlthinkitwiUbe^Orrtsto."    yVjOO^LL 
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OPERATIC   NOTES. 

Tuuday. — Premiere  of  Elaine.  Bkxbebg  Compofler,  L£ov-JinDr 
Comdaotor,  and  Sir  DExnuoLAinTB  Froduoer.  Fall  House,  leter- 
mined  to  grive  New  Opera  a  fair  hearing,  and  dt  it  oat.  Don't 
^et  a  new  Opera  eyery  day.  GongratalationB  to  Bembebs 
in  a  general  way.  "In  a  first  Opera"  (if  this  he  his  first), 
to  qoote  the  Composer  of  the  reoent  i>e-La-ra-Boom  Baddha,  who 
was  complaoently  listening  to  the  other  Composer's  new  Opera. 

'^originalit^r  breeds  contempt.'' 
So  a  littlo  bit  htrOt  and  a  litUe 
bit  there,  here  a  bit,  and  there 
a  bit,  and  everywhere  a  bit, 


gets  rid  of  all 
saperduity  in 
the^  Cotnpofter*fl 
braia,  {ina  sayea 
the  li&tenina' 
critic  much 
tronblc.  Then 
his  next  Opera — 
khX—that  oaght 
to  be  all  gena< 


Fancy  Sketch  for  a  Bnucen  Statue  of  a  Compoier  notable 
for  his  **  Horns  and  BrsM." 


inely  new  and  ori«[inal  Sparklinr  Bxmbebg  Cabinet.  **  JS2bme," 
obseryed  a  lady  oritio.  *'  is  graoefol  and  airy  "—which,  in  the  lady's 
presence,  the  present  listener  was  not  prepared  to  deny. 

Contented  must  haye  been  Composer  BEKBXBe  wf 
was  made  and  jproyided  for  him  by  Sir  Dbubiou 
the  **  lily  Maid  of  Astolat,"  charming,  with  a 


prepared  to  denyt 

BEKBXBe  with  sach  a  oast  as 

DBUiJOLiUnre.    Mxlba.,  as 

„,  charming  song, 

V Amour  e$t  our,^*  The  aadience  was'  in  an  encoring  hnmour, 
but,  thank  jgroodness,  only  a  few  encores  were  taken,  and  the  others 
left,  otherwise  none  of  ns  would  haye  been  home  tfli  sunrise.  In  the 
swan-like  djring  scene  the  Composer  wrings  our  heart-strings  witii 
his  harp-strbgs,  reminding  eyeryone  forcibly  that,  as  Mr.  Oujppy 
obseryed,  **  There  are  chords  I''  Wagnerian,  sometimes,  is  our 
Bekbkbo,  with  his  horns  and  brass.  Fine  chorus  at  be^:inning  of 
Act  II.— the  Toomament  Act-^which  shows,  as  a  foomh  person 
obseryed,  "a  Rummy  lot  at  Camelot."  At  end  of  Thira  Act 
MxLBA  and  Jbih  ds  Reszk^  (who  must  haye  joined  the  Balyation 
Army,  as  he  was,  apparently,  **  saying  himself  "  all  the  eyening) 
were  enthusiastioally  called.  Engaged  in  curtseying  her  thanks. 
Melba.  didn't  notice — as,  how  'shoold  she  P— property  steps  behind 
her,  on  which,  at  about  her  tenth  curtsey,  she  suddenly  sat  down 
about  two  seconds  before  she  could  possibly  realise  that  there  was 
any  chance  of  sitting  down.  But  Jea^k  Laxtkcelot  di  Reszk£  was 
there,  and  rescued  ner  I  Good  Knight  1  Jean  be  Rbscite  !  Then 
Edwaeb,  as  Hermit,  own  brother  to  Friar  Laurence,  excellent. 
But  so  were  they  all,  and  the  Opera  will  well  repay  seyeral  re- 
hearings. 

Thuraaay, — Aida,  Generally  considered  rather  a  heayy  Opera 
by  YsBDi.  ••  But  to-night,"  says  Waostaff,  "  the  Verdi-ict  quite 
t'other  way."  Maueel  excellent  as  Amonaero,  and  Maooie 
Macinttee  looked,  acted,  and  sang  Maggie-nificently.  Un- 
commonly ff  cod  was  GiULiA  BjLyooLi  as  Anmerie,  Aida*$  riyal  for 
the  loye  of  the  small-sized  Hadamee  Dimitreeeo,  or  Dimi-nntiye- 
Tresco  (oomparatiyely  speaking),  to  whom  Edwabd  db  Resze^ 
being  quite  a  Ned  and  shouloers  taller,  might  spare  some  of  his 
sup^uous  inches. 

Edwaeb  uncommonly  good  as  Ran^,  which  name,  considering 
the  peculiar  make-up,  might  be  appropriately  changed  to  Rum  Phk. 
and  nobody  be  any  the  worse.  BEyiOKAXi  conducted  himself  and 
the  orchestra  admirably;  M.  PLAKgoK,  in  Engli^  Plain  Song, 
did  all  well  that  as  i?  Jm  he  had  to  do,  looking  eyery  inch  a  Re.  and 
not  a  bit  IL  Mile.  Bauebmeistee  was  Una  Sacerdotisea,  but  she 
would  be  anythingand  do  eyer]rthing  welL  Signer  BiKALBDn  was 
Un  Meseagiero,  His  costume  might  haye  been  more  efFeotiye  had 
Sir  AvouBTUS  broxight  him  up  to  date  as  a  Messenger  Boy  for  the 
Telephcoic-sol-fa  Company.    This  can  be  amended.    House  good. 

Frtday.'-CoyeDt  Garden,  Elaine  eznected,  but  didn't  appear. 
JoHW  THE  RiSKT,  the  Launeeloi  of  the  Opera,  unwell.  **Not 
Launcelot,  but  another  I "  cried  Sir  DBUEiOLAKUs/pidy  there  wasn't 
another.  So  Carmen  was  nUyed.  *'  Not  this  Elaine,"  continued 
Sir  AvGURUS, '  *  but  Drur-e-lane."  So  away  I  to  hear  the  Trumpeter 
of  the  German  Band.  This  IVompe^  might  be  played  as  a  trump  in 
a  small  house,  but  'tis  trumpery  for  Drury  Lane.  One  nhrase  of  an 
old  music-hall  ditty,  the  words  of  which  were,  "  She  walked  forward. 


/  followed  on^  tra  la  la  t "  constantly  recur.  Who  originated  it  P 
Unwonted  excitement  of  going  to  two  Operas  told  on  shattered  frame, 
so  staff gered  to  Maiden  Lane,  which,  on  account  of  its  being  the 
home  for  oysters,  crabs,  and  lobsters,  should  be  renamed  Mer-maiden 
Lane.  Behold  I  ^ood  Dr.  Baths  **  within  the  Rules  "  making  up  his 
eyening  prescriptions.  *  *  Quu  eupperabit  f  "  asked  the  learned  I)r.  B. 
*  *  Ejfo/*  repliedl.  like  Jbames,  knowing  the  Iangua|[e.  And  * '  supper- 
a-bit ''  it  was.  **  '84  waehterum  unum  pintum  frtgidum  eumendum 
cum  '92  ehickeno,"  &o.  "My  benizon  on  theer'  said  Ceiticus 
Rs>iyiyu8.  "Dr.  Bayub,  I  bay-/tM  thee  I"  with  the  accent  on 
the"2tM."  So  home.  After  all  the  chops  and  changes  of  this  operatic 
life,  I  am  with  *  *  chicken  and  champagne^'  content.  Fmie  eoronai  opue. 


MORE  CONTRIBUTIONS  TO  THE  ALGOHOLIO  QUESTION. 

{A  few  remarki  on  Dr,  Mobeon  Soote'e  Artiele  in  New  Review.) 

1.  Inebriates  should  be  shut  up  in  AlodhoUoway  Prison. 

2.  **  Fbod-aeeeuory"  is  a  yery  pretty  name  for  drink.  Hence- 
forth let  ^e  butler  go  round  as  "  the  merry  toast  goes  roundl."  Let 
butlers  and  footmen,  in  dining-rooms  ana  places  where.they  haye 
yarious  liquors^be 
instructed  to  in- 
quire of  each  and 
eyery  guest 
'•What  food- 
accessory  will  you 
take.  Sir?" 

3.  ''Theueeof  ^ 
Alcohol    datee  ^; 
from  very  early  ^^ 
<tmM."    But  it  18  % 
not  recommended 
by  the  faculty  as 
a  good  thing  to  be 

taken  at  7  A.X.,  or  at  my  lime  in  t^ 
morning  immediately  on  awaking. 

As  to  when  any  one  has  hod  enoufch 
"  alcohol,"  the  ohi  test  Emt  put  forward 
many  years  ago  by  Jlfr.  PimM,  still  holds 
good.  If  you  can  Bay  *'  British  Consti- 
tution'' distinctly,  and  without  effort, 
so  that  it  shall  not  be  aU  id  one  compoaite 
word  sounding  like '  ^  Bri'sh-conahiuhuii.* ' 
then,  perhans,  jou  may  go  up-stairs  (if  ««NiAT'HANDaD  Phyllis." 
you  can)  and  join  the  ladies.  ...       ^u  *i    *  *v   ai   ui 

I.  ''The  Ifver  ie  very  prone  to  become  "^  oontnbutaon  to  the  Alcohol 
affef^d:'    The  question  is,  first.  Is  "an  Uuertum. 

eyil  liyer  "  or  "  a  good  liyer  "  here  intended  ?  But,  apart  from  this, 
any  affectation  in  a  liyer,  good  or  bad,  is  objectionable.  It  must  be 
taken  for  granted,  in  a  serious  discussion  on  the  subject,  that "  a  slaye 
to  his  liyer  "  is  a  synonym  for  "  a  liyery  seryant."  The  one  ol^ection 
to  a  liyery  seryant  lies  in  this  yery  fact ;  for  a  sLaye  to  liyer  is  rarely 
in  a  good  humour,  and  is  generally  sulky,  luy,  and  disobliging. 

5.  "  Wine  comes  in,  rwfs  off  tM  acerbitiee,  and  brings  all  down 
to  the  eame  level  ofoood  humour,**    The  end  of  such  a  happy  party 
is,  of  course,  all  under  the  table,  smiling,  but  speechless. 
Smiling,  but  beautiful  they  lay, 
A  gleam  was  in  their  halfn^oaed  eye, 
But  still  they  murmured  with  a  ligh, 
Hi&^hekher-wa*. 

Dr.  Roberts,  as  quoted  by  his  confrere,  Robsov  EoosKm  Pasha, 
appears  to  be  a  yery  sensible  person.  Dr.  Robebts— he  is  not  Dr. 
Abthub  Robkbis,  we  belieye— recommends  the  liqueur  to  be  judi- 
ciously taken  at  meal-times.  AikU  by  the  way,  as  the  knowledge  of 
when  to  cry,  "  Hold,  enough  I "  is  most  useful,  here  is  another  test 
of  sobriety  in  this  yery  word:  "judicious,"  which  some,  after  a  couple 
of  glasses  (or  more)  of  fine  old  cognac,  will  ^nounce  as  though 
'twere  spelt  "  sedudous,"  and  some  will  swear  it  ought  to  be  "  jusi- 
dious."  When  nobody  can  pronounce  "judicious"  correctly,  the 
arbiter  hibendi,  if  himself  absolutely  sober  as  a  judge  ought  to  oe,— 
a  man  quite  "  aboye-board,"  ue.,  not  yet  under  it,-Hnioh  a  one  may 
pronounce  that  the  guests  haye  had  quite  enough.  It  is  a  pity  that  so 
excellent  a  writer  on  temperance  should  haye  the  singuli^  disad- 
yantage  of  a  plural  name.  If,  after  dinner,  a  worthy  conyiyialist 
obserml,  "  I  see  RobebtsJ"  would  not  the  question  naturally  be, 
"How  many  of  'em?"  The  Doctor  can  omit  the  "s,"  and,  as 
perhaps  he  is  already  a  little  singular  in  his  carefully-adyanced 
ueones,  why  diould  he  not  de-muralise  his  surname  P  Do  the 
Doctors  R.  ft.  and  R.  differ  on  thisP  Then  we  must  deoide.  In 
the  meantime,  to  show  our  appoyal  of  this  pardcular  article  of 
Dr.  Robsov  Roosckk  Pasha's  nuth,  we,  as  a  joyial  company,  drink 
his  health,  and  then  depart  for  our  annual  Alcoholiday  trip. 

Lawk  Txinns  Ihtsluoencb.— Baddelat  has  taken  the  cake. 
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THINGS   ONE  WOULD   RATHER   HAVE    EXPRESSED  OTHERWISE. 

{Lady  Fedu$  At  Hcmt—2  A.M.) 
HoaUn,  "  Only  jxtst  oomi,  Sik  Obobox  f    How  good  of  tou  to  Comx  so  Lati  1 " 


OUT  OF  IT ! 

(The  Lay  of  the  Non-Elected,) 

Then  a  warm-fkcad  functioximrj  read  the  **  Deolaratioii  "—when 
A  lort  of  nnking  nckneei  took  Smith  in  the  abdomen ; 
And  he  nniled  a  riokly  lort  of  imile,  and  italked  out  at  the  door, 
And  the  tubeequent  prooeedingi  interetted  him  no  more  1 

Bret  Sarte  adapted. 

Phivoh  I    His'poU  wu  taken  etrly  (it  was  not  on  Saturday), 
And  he  lost  by  seven  hundred,  and  is  out  of  the  fieroe  fray ; 
And  whether  ne  rejoices,  or  internally  repines. 
May  be  olear  to  the  wiseacres  who  can  '*read  between  the  lines.*' 

It  was  hot,  too,  while  it  lasted,  and  of  epidemic  ills 

The  Eleotbn  Ferer  "  takes  the  oake."  ^Tis  true  it  seldom  kills, 

Bat  for  far  and  wide  contairion,  and  for  a^ony  acnte, 

Its  supremacy  is  certain  as  its  sway  is  absolute. 

And  he  had  it  very  badly.    He  looks  oonyalescent  now, 

But  the  frenzy  of  the  meeting  brought  the  crimson  to  his  brow, 

And  his  thorax  is  still  husky  with  his  eloquent  appeal 

To  the  mustered  working-men  at  the  hour  of  mid-day  meal. 

How  they  swarmed  about  his  waffgon !  How  their  oily  fustian  filled 
The  summer  air  with  fragrance  that  his  fine  olfactories  thrilled  I 
How  yery  loud  their  shouts  were,  and  how  very  rude  their  jeers. 
And  how  very  strong  the  bouquet  of  clay  pipes  and  bitter  beers  I 

His  arguments  amused  them,  and  his  peroration  fine, 
About^*  standing  for  old  England  stoutly  all  along  the  line,'' 
Would  haye  surely  proyed  impressiye,  but  for  some  sardonic  ass. 
Who  produced  an  anti-climax  with  the  shouted  comment  **  Qas ! " 

Then  the  mob  broke  up  in  laughter,  to  return  to  pipe  and  can. 
And— plumped  for  his  opponent  pretty  nearly  to  a  man ; 
For  of  all  ungrateful  cymes,  ana  of  all  imperyious  clowns. 
Commend  me  (says  our  wanderer),  to  the  worlonen  of  our  towns. 

Well,  experienUa  docet.    That  confounded  "  local  Club  " 
(Blend  oi  Institute  and  Chapel  with  a  savour  of  the  pub.) 


Where  the  pallid-faced  cheesemongers,  and  the  clammy-handed  snobs, 
Swarmed  around  to  '* patronise''^ him,  was  the  toughest  of  tough 
jobs. 

Its  rooms  were  wondrous  stuffy  and  its  members  scarce  "good 

form," 
For  they  meetly  dropped  their  aitchee,  and  they  always  looked  eo 

warm. 
Whv  political  enthusiasts  so  run  to  noise  and  heat* 
And  crude  manners,  and  bad  grammar,  is  a  erux  toat's  hard  to  beat. 

But  he  bore  it^— yes,  he  bore  it ;  he  shook  heaps  of  ^jmj  'ands. 
Heard  the  shin^  of  their  shoutings,  and  the  braying  of  their 

bands: 
Stood  their  *' heckling,"  which  was  trying,  and  their  praises,  which 

were  worse,  [purse. 

All  the  claims  upon  his  time,  and  taste,  his  patience,  and  his 

Then  they  '*  chucked"  him  by  three  figuresi    Well,  he 's  '*  out  of 

it,'^  thanks  be  I 
And  he  '*  offs  it  by  the  Special "  to  the  river  or  the  sea. 
He  heard  the  **  Declaration,"  and  the  rival  Party's  roar. 
And—**  the  subsequent  proceedings  interested  him  no  more." 

'''Lateet  RemdU!    Heleetiontir     Oh,  confound  the  boyi    Get 

out  I 
Let  the  winners  sum  thetr  winnings,  let  their  blatant  backers  shout. 
What  have  I  to  do  with  pollings?     Ceaae,  caoophonous  urchin, 

cease  I 
I  am  going  to  read  The  Wrecker,  and  possess  my  soul  in  peace ! " 


"  D.  a."  AKD  Mbs.  R.— ifr.  PtifieA  begs  to  congratulate  the  Daify 
Oraphie  on  the  electioneering  ladder  showing  every  day  the  position 
of  the  Parties.  Very  "Ham^y  Thought.''  His  ancient  friend, 
Mrs.  RjLX,  in  speaking  of  this  journal,  observed*  that  **  Daily 
Oraphie  was  not  by  any  means  a  new  name,  and  die  paper  ought 
to  have  been  purely  theatrical,  as  the  person  after  whom  it  is 
evidenUy  callea  was  the  celebrated  actor,  you  know,  mv  dear,  in  the 
last  century,  whom  Dr.  JomrsoK  used  to  call '  Little  Daily  Graphic' " 
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("  jnd  the  tuUeiiuetd  Proreedinffi  interested  Aim  tio  more.") 

l»wfSP*PEH-Bor. '"ERE.Y'ARE,  SIR!    LATEST  KESCLTS  0' T^IJ^  r?i9U'k^i,^C^OO<jIe 
E»«cni»  CiifMBATB  ifrowU).  "  OH  1   00  TO  THE  DEUCE  1 ! "  Digitized  by  VJ  W W^  H^ 
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HISTORY   REPEATS    ITSELF. 

Lady  Qodiva,  "  Now  pbokibe  mb,  tou  dxab  good  Man,  proicisi  n  you 
Tote  for  Lord  Jaxss,  and  I  'll— 7'll  Dir  tou  a  Ttasi" 


it  is  qpened,  there  will  be  Knif^kthoodB  to  the  SheriffB, 
and  a  Baronetcy  for  the  Lord  Matob." 

'*And  jet,"  pondered  the  New-Zealander.  "I  was 
certainly  informed  by  wire,  that  the  glory  of  Britain  had 
yaniBhed  for  oyer." 

••  Very  likely  an  Election  cry,"  obseryed  Mr,  Punch. 
"  In  the  midst  of  a  contested  polling,  both  sides  think 
the  success  of  their  riyals  mnst  be  followed  by  imme- 
diate disaster.  But  somehow  or  other,  things  settle 
down  afterwards,  and  nothing  comes  of  it.  Whidi- 
eyer  side  wins,  the  old  flag  floats  in  the  wind  as  K^ily 
and  as  nrosperoasly  as  eyer." 

'*  And  yet  I  was  certainly  told  that  the  son  of  In- 
land had  set  neyer  to  rise  again,"  persisted  the  Aborigi- 
nal, who  seemed  to  be  of  an  ooeonate  torn  of  mind. 
'*  Now  I  remember— the  canse  was  something  to  do  with 
Diamonds  and  Henley.  Stay,  the  bright  brains  of  the 
nation  had  disappeared.  I  recollect,  the  Diamond  BcoUs 
of rthe  nation  (once  so  great)  had  pawed  to  foreigners." 

"  Ahj  now  I  take  your  meaning."  said  the  National  Repre- 
sentatiye,  with  a  smile,  **  and  you  must  haye  heard  ox  the 
result  of  the  race  for  the  Diamond  Sculls  at  Henley." 

*'That  must  be  it,"  acquiesced  the  New-Zealander.  *'  X 
had  forgotten  to  take  into  account  possible  errors  in  trans- 
mission.   But  tell  me,  has  there  b^n  a  national  defeat  ?  " 

••Well,  yes,"  admitted  Mr.  Punch,  with  a  ngh— 
••  we  did  not  come  out  altoeether  satisfactorily.  Eyen 
the  second  man  was  a  Frenonman—albeit,  his  name  was 
suffgestiye  of  dear  old  Scotland." 

^*  And  do  lyou  mean  to  say,"  said  the  New-Zealander, 
••that  the  best  scullers  of  England  were  beaten  by  a 
boating-man  from  the  Seine  P" 

•  •  It  IS  too  true,  and  the  Frenchman  himself  (succumbed 
to  a  Dutchman— yes,  we  confess  it,  and  with  shame." 

••  I  don't  see  why  you  should,"  returned  the  other, 
changing  his  tone  to  one  of  greater  satisfaction.  ••  As  a 
New-Zealander,  I  obserye  nothing  degrading  in  the 
superiority  of  Old  Holland."  And  considering  the 
prowess  <2  Yak  Tbomp  in  the  past,  there  was  perhaps 
nothing  so  strange  in  the  triumph  of  Ooks  in  the  present. 


THE  END  OP  HENLEY. 

(Fragmeni/rom  a  Historical  Sketch  yet  to  he  written, ) 

It  was  shortly  after  the  middle  of  July,  1892,  that  the  Great  Re- 
presentatiye  of  the  British  Race  stood  upon  the  Victoria  Embank- 
ment, watching  the  riyer-steamers  as  they  passed  to  and  fro.  There 
were  few  persons  about,  for  the  General  Election  was  oyer,  and 
eiyilised  Luidon  was  out  of  Town.    Some  of  ciyilised  L(mdon  had 

gone  abroad,  some  were  in 
Scotland,  some  by  the  Sea. 
So  the  Great  Representatiye 
expected  to  see  no  one. 

'^Jfr.i>iim?A,IbeUeyeI" 
said  some  one,  approaching 
the  Great  Representatiye. 
The,  speaker  was  a  person 
who  wore  a  garb  peculiarly 
suitable  to  the  autumnal 
sultriness  of  the  weather. 
He  had  about  a  couple  of 
^^  yards  of  calico,  and  one  good 
coating  of  serviceable  paint. 
The  Great  Representatiye 
bowed  ]iis  head,  and  by  a  ffosture,  inyited  further  explanation. 

••  I  am  connected  with  the  literary  world,  and  am  a  Colonist.  I  am 
known,  or  used  to  be  known  (for  I  am  getting  a  trifle  lout  of  date), 
as  LordliAGAULAT's  New-Zealander." 

Again  the  Great  Representatiye  bowed.  He  knew  his  yisitor,  and 
bade  him  welcome.    Then  he  asked  him  the  cause  of  his  yisit. 

••Well,  X  really  don't  know,"  replied  the  New-Zealander,  with  a 
uort  lauffh.  ••!  am  afraid  I  must  haye  been  hoaxed.  I  was  told 
that  EngMnd  was  absolutely  ruined,  and  was  looking  for  a  oomf ort- 
me  seat  amongst  the  remains  of  London  Bridge." 

••  Ton  see  you  are  slightly  premature,"  returned  the  Great  Repre- 

•entatiye,  pomting  towards  a  more  or  less  nugestic  pile  in  the  offing. 

There  was  some  talk  of  rebuilding  the  structure  some  short  while 

Ago,  but  a  yiaduot  near  the  Tower  was  considered  preferable.  When 


"TO  PAY  OR  NOT  TO  PAYJHAT 18  THE  BISLEYNESS." 

kr  DEAR  Mb.  Pukch,— I  see  that  the  receipts  of  the 
National  Rifle  Association  haye  fallen  off,  and  that 
there  is  a  proposal  to  make  the  Bisley  Meetingthis  year 
rather  more  attractiye  than  its  predecessors.  The  Camp 
is  to  be  open,  and  there  are  to  be  Concerts  and  other  distiucticms.  But 
is  this  enough  ?  Once  confess  that  Rifle- shootine  is  not  the  sole  busi- 
ness of  the  gathering,  and  the  way  is  dearea  for  more  amusing 
items.  All  that  is  wanted  to  conyert  a  semi-failure  into  a 
triumjphant  success,  is  a  Manager  who  could  combine  entertainment 
with  instruction,  thus  :— 

6  A.M.— Gun-fire.  The  Camp  awakes,  and,  to  the  music  of  the 
baud,  gets  up.    Reseryed  seats  in  band-enclosure,  sixpence  extra. 

7  A.K. — B^oon  Ascent.  Firing  at  the  sun  with  reyoWers  by 
trained  aeronauts.    Seats  in  paracnutes,  flye  shillings  a-piece. 

8  A.M.— Early  performance  of  Buffalo  Bill  before  his  departure 
for  Earl's  Court.    Prices  as  usuaL 

9  A.M. — Sham  Fight,  augmented  by  Menagerie  from  Trayelling 
Circus.    Cards  to  yisit  the  stables,  half-a-crown. 

10  A.M. — Representation  of  Siege  Scene  from  Venice  in  London, 
under  the  tiUe  of  ••  The  Bridge  of  Sighs  within  measuring  distance 
of  Woking  Cemetery."    Season  tickets,  half-a-gniinea. 

11  A.M.— Performance  of  the  Battle  of  Waterloo  by  yeterans,  late 
of  Astley's  Theatre.    Families  and  schools  half-price. 

12  Nook.— Visit  of  Royalty,  and  Presentation  of  Purses.  No 
Purse  accepted  containing  less  than  two  pounds  ten. 

1  P.M. — Grand  Luncheon,  with  speeches  by  the  leading  Military 
Authorities,  followed  by  a  Smoking  Concert.    One-and-sijroence. 

2  P.M.— Variety  Show,  including  seyeralof  the  best  Lion  Comiques. 
and  the  astonnoing  performances  of  the  Bounding  Brothers  of 
Bohemia.  Stalls,  ten  shillings.  Soldiers  in  uniform  admitted  at  a 
considerable  reduction. 

3  F.M.— Cricket  Match  between  the  famous  down  Eleyen  vermi 
the  Ladies'  Sixteen.    Ghrand  Stand,  three-and-six. 

4  P.M.— Comic  Camiyal,  entitled.  •*  Rollioksome  Riflemen,  or  the 
Vicissitudes  of  the  Volunteers."    Reseryed  Seats,  ninepenoe. 

There,  my  dear  Sir,  I  think  I  haye  written  enough.  If  there  Was 
any  time  to  spare,  the  shooting  programme  might  still  be  carried 
out ;  but  business  is  business,  and  only  by  the  means  I  haye  indicated 
(in  my  opinion)  can  Bisley  be  made  to  paji  Trusting  that  my  sugges- 
tion may  be  accepted  in  ue  spirit  in  which  it  is  offered,  I  remain. 
Yours  truly,  DiyiDENi)  Befobi  Dsfsnck. 
The  Money  Oruhberies,  the  Twenty  of  Shittingewarth-in'the'Pomd. 
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ON  THE   THRESHOLD   OF  THEMIS.  1 

lAShtkhin  tk$  Niw  Law  CaurU  in  mUicipation  oftJu  vary  mxt  *' Ca%m 
CiUbf"  Oiai  may  ham  the  good  fortune  to  mUid  (Jim  tumvalhia  of 
Vie  BrUiiK  Fuhlic) 

Bcxn^A  Corridor  ouUlde  the  Cowrie  appropriated  to  the  Common 
Law  Divieion  of  the  High  Court  of  Juetiee.  At  each  of  the 
doore  of  the  Court  where  the  Oreat  Trial  of  Arkass  v,  Arkus 
and  Ambo— ^AieA  abwtnde  m  **  ecandaknu  revelatione  in  High 
Life  ^'^  is  proceeding^  a  grouo  ofwould-he  auditore  ha$  eoUected, 
waitmg  wUh  the  ptUUnee  rf  reepectable  Periefor  a  chance  of 
admietion  to  the  foreneic  Paradiee  wUhin,  The  Paradise^  at 
preeent,  iifUU  to  overflowing^  and  the  doore  are  guarded  hy  a 
couple  of  partieU' 
lariy     stem     and 

etoUd    attondanU.  *^   ^^i^Je\V^-J=^/        fd 

Each  Peri  ietrying  ^^^^^^^R^  ^1/        [§1 

to  wear  out  the  en^  ^^^^^^^sJlks^-f  (        1 1'/if 

durance  of  the  reet^ 
andtopn^ffitiatethe 
doorkeepere  hy  eX' 
emplary  behaviour. 

A  Meek  Man  (to 
Doorkeeper,  after  etand- 
ing  in  ht^fid  eilence 
for  three'quartere  of  an 
hour).  I  suppose  there 
'U  be  a  ohanoe  of  ret- 
ting in  jnesently,  eh  P 

The  Doorkeeper  (pla^ 
eidfy).  None  whatever. 
Sir. 

The  M.  M.  But  they 
11  be  rising  for  Innoheon 
in  an  hour  or  so,  and 
some  will  be  coming 
oat  then,  sorely  ? 

Doork.  Not  many ; 
them  as  are  in  stays  in, 
mostly. 

The  M.  M.  [wUh  a 
eudden  recoUectum  that 
he  if  acquainted  with 
one  of  the  Counsel  en- 
in  the  eaee), 
*t  you  take  in 
my  oard  to  Mr.  Tav- 
TtKLD?  I'msnrehe'U 
do  anything  he  ooold 
for  me. 
IThe  rest  regard  him 

with     extreme    die^ 

favour^  ae  one  guilty 

of    uneportemanUke 

oehaviour. 

Doork.  It  won*t  be 
no  nse  —  there  ain*t 
room  in  there  as  it  is 
for  a  billiard- one  — 
leastwise  (eoiMCMn- 
tiouely).  a  stoatish  one 
—but  I'll^t  it  taken 
in  for  yoo,  if  tou  Kke, 
[He  opens  the  door  a 

veryUttle^  and  passes 

the  card  to  an  atten* 

dant  within* 

Junior  Members  oj 
the  Junior  Bar  {in  very 
clean  white  wigSy  witk 
hauteur).  Thoojrht  yon  had  orders  to  let  Connsel  in  before  the 
general  pablicr  There  ought  to  bo  some  role  about  that,  if 
there  isn't. 

Doork.  So  we  do.  Sir;  but    if  this   gentleman's   a  friend  of 
Mr.  Takfield's,  and  he  arsks  me  to  admit  nim,  why  you  see 

The    Junior  Junior  {witheringly).   The   oonyenience   of   mere 
Members  of  the  Bar  must  give  way,  naturallv  1 

IThe  inside  Attendant  returns  with  cara,  which  the  Doorkeeper 
unlocks  the  door  to  receive,  and  then  shuts  it  to  with  a  sharp 
click,  like  a  wild^ast-tamer. 

Doork.  (to  the  M.  M.,  after  perusing  card  by  the  dim  light).    I 
told  you  it  wouldn't  be  no  use^.  Sir.    *'  Please  wait,"  it  says. 

iCfeneral  movement  of  virtuous  satisfaction  at  this  wett^merited 
rebuke. 


The  M.  M.  [wishing  he  had  not  put  his  trust  in  TAJrnxLD).  I — 
I  have  waited— but  it  don't  matter.  (Addressing  First  White  Wig^ 
from  a  timid  social  impulse).  The— er— Plsintiff  made  some  r«ma»- 
able  admissions  in  the  box  yesterday— his  oross-examination  seemed 


prel 


et^ 
FSri 


severe. 


'*  No  -but  look  h€r$.    I  know  the  CiiminsU  I 


St  White  Wig  [after  a  stare  at  his  audacity).  Cross-examiiui- 
tion  not  unfrequentlv  u.  (To  the  other  W.  W.)  See  that  extra- 
ordinary decision  d  old  Jubbxb's  in  Biling  y.  Bulgin  f  Ot  oonraa 
they'Uappeall 

JiThe  couple  converse  in  highly  technical  terms  for  some  minutes. 
The  M.  M.  {at  the  next  pause).  It  struck  me  that  Colonel  Amxabb 
rather  contradicted  himself  on  one  or  two  points. 

Second  W.  W.  Very  likely.    (To  First  W.  W.)    What  do  yoii 
do  when  you're  before  one  of  these  confounded  Common   Law 

Jud^,  and  see  he*a 
looking  up  a  point  of 
Equity  in  a  text-book 
during  your  argument  ? 
Do  you  wait  for  him  ? 

First  W.  W.  {with 
all  the  decision  of  a 
Counsel  who  wo*  eaOed 
the  Term  b^ore  lasi). 
Wait  for  himP  No- 
go  on  talking  aboat 
anything  you  likn,  till 
he 's  ready  to  listen  to 
you  again.  That 's 
what  /^always  do ! 

An  Important 
Stranger  (bustling  up: 
to  Doorkeepers).  Here, 
I  say,  let  fiM  in,  will 
you! 

Doork.  You  a  Wit- 
ness in  this  case.  Sir  f 

The  Imp,  S.  (after  a 
telUtale pause).  £r— yes 
—  in  a  sort  of  way, 
y'know. 

Doork.  Then  your 
entrance  is  down  below. 
Sir,  in  the  Central  'All 
—you'll  see  it  written 
up  there. 

TAe/.iSr.  Haw— wdl, 
I  'm  not  exactly  a  wit- 
ness, but  1  'm  interested 
in  the  case,  v'know. 

Doork.  So  are  all 
these  Gentlemen,  Sir- 
but  they  can't  get  in. 

The  I.  S.  No— bat 
look  here.  I  know  tiie 
criminals  —  'tleast  I 
don't  mean  to  call  'em 
that,  y'know  —  hope 
they're  all  innocent, 
I'm  sure.  I  like  'em 
all ;  danced  with  'em. 
and  all  that,  lots  of 
times. 

Doork.  Ah,  well,y]oa 
see  they  ain't  danoin' 
to-day.  Sir.  (ThehB. 
bustles  away ;  there  ie  a 
stir  within  :  the  portion 
of  the  crowd  w  Court 
that  ie  visible  through 
the  gloss'doors  heaves 
convulsively,  and  pre^ 
eently  produces  a  stout 
and  struggling  Q.C.).  Make  way  there!  Stand  aside,  Qentlemen, 
please.    Counsel  coming  out ! 

r^.C.  comes  out,  puffing  ^followed  by  his  Clerk  and  a  ClienL 
First  W.  W.  (as  the  chasm  tn  the  crowd  closes  again).  Now  you 
can  let  us  in  I 

Doork.  (stolidly).  Not  yet.  Sir.  [To  other  Doork.^  I  see  that 
party  agen  last  night— vou  know— him  as  was  here  making  all  that 
shindy  day  afore  yesteiday.  1  went  and  'ad  a  drink  with  'im. 
Second  Doork,  (interested).  Ah,  and  'ow  wae  he  P 
First  Doork.  Oh,  same  as  usual— boosed.  Told  me  he  'd  come  up 
from  Glasgow  for  a  week's  spree— and  he  seems  to  be  ^aving  it,  too. 
Going  'ome  Saturday,  so  he  sez. 

Second  Doork.  (grimly).  He  '11  be  lucky  if  he  gets  there  Satorday 
fortnight! 
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Murmurs  ( from  the  lucky  Peris  who  can  just  see  the  wUness-hox 
through  the  glass  panel).  Who's  that  in  the  box?  That's  Colonel 
AsKABS—finishing  his  cross-examination  . .  .  Doesn't  seem  to  be 
enjoying  himself  . .  .  See  how  he 's  tugging  at  his  moustache  .  .  . 
Gt)t  a  nasty  one  just  then,  I  expect 
...  I  'd  as  soon  belieye  'im  as  I 
would  'er--nofC7 . .  .  She  ain't  been 
in  the  box  yet  .  • .  No,  but  she 's 
a  reg'lar  bad  lot,  from  what  was 
said  in  the  opening  speech.  They 
won't  change  my  opinion  of  Vr. 
whioheyer  way  the  case  goes! 
Well.  I  'aven't  followed  it  closely 
myself  . . .  Oh,  no  more  have  I 
—out  still  I  've  made  up  my  mind 
long  ago  about  it,  (&c.,  &c.) 

The  I,  S,  (suddenly  returning, 
indignant),  I  say,  they're  letting 
in  all  sorts  of  people — barristers, 
and  BO  on— at  that  other  door  I 

^  Ihork,  Can't  'elp  that,  Sir  t  this 
ain't  the  other  door — you  should 
speak  to  them  about  it ! 

The  I.  8.  {naively).  Well,  I  have 
— and  thev  told  me  to  come  here ! 
{Oeneral  snigger j   amidst  which 
he  departs  in  disgust. 

A  Small  OJ^ce^Boy  {with  a  strip 
of  paper,  tied  wUh  red  tape). 
Sin  I  see  Sir  Halfbid  Allabte 
a  moment  ? 

Doork.  Sir  Alfbed  ain't  in  this 
Court—he's  engaged  in  another 
case. 

The  O.  B.  'Is  aurk  'U  do- 
it's  'ighly  imjportant— you  better 
lemme  m,  I  tell  yer ! 

Doork.  Send  in  a  message  for 
yer,  if  that  'U  do.  ( The  0.  B.  says  it 
doemH  signify,  and  bolts.)  Young 
Artful !  thinks  he  'U  sneak  in,  and 
spend  his  dinner-hour  there— but 
he^m'tl 

The  M.  M.  {who  has  been  ex- 


Mr.  Tanfield  wrote  on  my  card 
— it's  "Please  ^i/mtY/" 

[A  getteral  titter  of  incredulity, 
^rst  W.  W.  {to  Second  W,  W). 
Ingenious— but  a  trifle  transparent  that,  eh  P 

[His  friend  smiles  knowingly. 

The  M.  M.  {roused).  Do  you  mean  to  suggest  that  I 

{He  chokes. 
First   W.  W.  Oh,  not  at  all— I  was  speaking  to  my  friend  here. 


OLD   TIMES    REVIVED. 

Portrait  of  Candidate  making  his  Third  Speech  on  same  day. 


But  you  really  must  allow  that,  if  any  preference  is  shown  at  aU, 
it  should  be  given— equitably,  and  of  right— to  Members  of  the 
Bar! 

Chorus  from  the  other  Peris.  Yes,  they  've  stood  here  nearly  as 

long  as  you  have.  You  must  wait 
your  turn,  like  the  rest  of  us  I  No 
preferences  'ere/  We 'ye  got  as 
much  right  to  go  in  as  you  ...  If 
Mr.  Tanfield  wants  you  admitted 
over  our  heads,  let  him  come  and 
let  you  in  himself!  If  any  one 
goes  in  first,  it  ought  to  be  Bar- 
risters !  (&c.,  &c.) 

Doork.    {impartially).    Well,  it 
ain't  o'  much  consequence,  Gentle- 
men, for  I  can't  let  none  of  you 
in  at  present ! 
[The  M.  M.  simmers  with  sup~ 
pressed  rape ;  wonders  if  it  is 
worth  while  to  mention  ikat  he 
happens  to  be  a  Barrister  him^ 
seif^  and  wishes  to  enter  for  the 
serums  and  legitimate  purpose  of 
eoUecting  material  for  an  Essay 
he   is    contributing  on   '*  The 
Abuse  of  Cr OSS' Examination  " 
to  the  '^  Nineteenth  CenUny.*' 
On  reflection,  he  thmks  he  had 
better  not. 
Doork.  {as  the  crowd  in  Court  is 
apain  convulsed),    dear  the  way 
there  I   Court  rising — Counsel  com- 
ing out  I    Ah,  this  is  Mr.  Tajt- 

FIELD. 

The  Peris  {White  Wigs  and aU). 
Now  we  shall  see  ! 
[They  regard  the  M.  M.  tc^A 

anticipatory  triumph. 
Mr.  Tanfleld  {passmg  out,  and 
recognising  the  Ml  M.).   Why,  my 
dear  MuTTOir,  won't  they  let  yon 
in  ?    Here,  come  along  with  me ! 
[He  passes  his  arm  through  the 
M.  M.'s,  walks  with  him  to  the 
other  door,  murmurs  a  request 
for  his  admission,  and  the  next 
moment  the  M.  M.  it  sqfe  in 
the  liaven  of  his  desire. 
The  other  Peris   {looking  after 
him  enviously).  Well,  of  aU  the 
brazen  impudence  I 
[They  are  swept  aside  by  the  current  of  emerging  Counsel,  Specta- 
tors, 8^c.,  and  re-assemble,  to  find  the  doors  as  pitilessly  dosed 
against  them  as  ever.     The  White  Wigs  ihreaten  to^  write  to 
the  '*  Law  Times  "  on  the  sulffect,  and  are  regarded  with  admi- 
ration  by  the  rest  as  Champions  of  Popular  Mights. 


ftACINE,  WITH  THE  CHILL  OFF. 

Baffled  by  official  prnderr  in  the  production  of  his  poetic  episode 
from  Holy  Writ,  yet  resolved  that  the  names  of  Sabah  and  OscaB 
shall  be  braoketted  together  on  the  muster-roll  of  genius,  Mr.  Wilde 
has  undertaken  to  re-write  Racdte's  Phedre  for  that  distinguished 
actress.  In  his  version  the  smoothly-chaste 
and  insipidly-correct  verses  which  our  grand- 
mothers learnt  to  recite,  and  our  erand- 
fathers  jKretended  to  admire  on  the  lips  of 
the  classic  Rachel,  will  give  place  to  the 
school  of  Baudelajbe  and  Yalles.  We 
have  been  fortunate  in  obtaining  an  Schan- 
tillon  of  this  great  work. 


ACTE  I.,  Scene  3.    Phedre,  CEnone. 

Phedre.  Je  me  meurs  d'ennuie.    Mon  §ven- 

tail,  et  vite !  [aimez  Hifpolttb  ! 

(Enone.  Madame,  jedevinevotremal.  Yous 

Phedre.    Hippolytb!     Imbecile,    oe    que 

On  his  Hobby.  j'aime  est  le  vice. 

La  rime  sans  raisou,  I'audace,  I'immondioe, 

L'horrible,  I'eccentrique,  le  sens-dessus-dessous. 

La  fanfaronnade,  la  r!§clame,  le  sang,  et  la  boue ; 

La  have  fetide  des  benches  empoisonnees ; 

L'horreur,  le  meurtre,  et  le  *' ta-ra-boum-de-ay  I  " 

Crois-tu  que  pour  Hippolytb  j'ai  le  moindre  estime  ? 

Du  tout !    C'est  mon  beau  tils,  et  I'aimer  est  un  crime, 


C'est  un  fat  odieuz,  (Enone.    Homme  je  le  d^teste, 
Mais  oomme  fils  de  mon  mari  I'aimer  c'est  Tin 

(Enone.  Pestel 

Que  vent  dire  Madame  ? 

Phedre.  L'inconnu  I'inconvenable.* 

Tu  me  ooupe  la  parole  d'une  f  a^on  execrable— 
I^  vice,  (EkoNE,  sais-tu  ce  que  c'est  que  le  vice  ? 
Que  la  rose  n'est  pas  rose  avant  qu'elle  pourrisse  P 
Esprit  terre-i-terre,  ame  bomee  d'^picier, 
Non,  tu  ne  les  connais  pas,  les  d§lices  du  f  umier. 
Tu  ne  sais  pas  trouver  tes  ^toiles  dans  I'^gout, 
Tes  ivresses  dans  la  f  ange,  ton  amour  dans  la  douo. 

(Enone.  Madame  radote.    C'est  Venus  k  sa  proie  attach^e. 

Phedre.  Venus  fin  de  sidcle,  qui  se  nomme  Astart^, 
Diablesse  gigantesque,  aux  boyaux  d'airain, 
Trou  rouge  o^  I'on  jette  des  monoeaux  d'^tres  humains. 
Grille  de  fer  o^  la  chair  fume,  les  cheveux  p§tillent. 
Choses  claires  C[ui  noircissent,  sombres  choses  qui  brUleni, 
Choses  qu'on  aime  le  plus  pour  ce  qu'elles  n'existent  pas, 
Choses  basses  qui  s'elevent,  hautes  choses  qu'on  mettent  has, 

Paradis  de  paradoxes 

This  brief  sample  of  Mr.  Wilde's  muse  may  be  less  erudite  than 

the  play  tabooed  by  the  Lobd  Chambebladt,  and  mav  show  a  bolder 

disregard  of  the  stringent  laws  which  govern  French  versifioatioii ; 

but  it  is  assuredly  in  harmony  with  the  spirit  of  the  age,  and  goes 

far  to  bring  Racine  up  to  date. 
*  The  fact  that  this  word  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  dictionary  muat  be  set 

down  as  the  fault  of  the  language  rather  than  of  the  poet.    If  **  oonTenaUe," 

why  not  "  inconvenable  "  ? 


^  VOTICE — Bi^jeeted  Commiinieatioas  or  Centribations,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietnrea  of  any  desei^tl«Bt  vill 
^  no  MM^beretamed,  not  even  when  aooompaaied  by  a  Staimped  and  Addreased  Savelope,  Gover^  or  Wrapper.  To  tbSt  ndo 


July  23,  1892.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


25 


TOO    CLEVER    BY    HALF. 

**  And  whbre  did  you  leakk  to  sfkak  Ekgliss  so  wfll  ? " 

"Fbom  L4DY  Jbnkinson's  Child&xv,  Madams.    I  gams  over  fbom  Swrr- 

ZB&LAin)  TO  TEACH  THBM  FbXNOH  AND  Gs&MAN  1 " 

"And  did  thky  lbarn  Frbnch  akd  Gkrmak f " 
"No,  Madam»>  hot  a  Word  !" 


TO  A  SUMMEE  FLOWEE. 

Oh,  lovely  flower  sent  from  afar, 
Like  Bonlight  to  this  world  of  oun, 

What  art  thou  but  a  golden  star, 
A  priceless  *gem  amongst  the  flowers^? 

Alas,  all  earthly  things  most  die, 
Thon,  too,  fair  yellow  flower  must  fade, 

Thou  wilt  not  charm  an  Artist's  e^e. 
Upon  the  breast  of  some  fair  maid  I 

Ah,  no,  thine  is  a  nobler  fate, 

Unlike  the  Uly  or  the  rose. 
Thou  pasjBest  to  a  higher  state 

When  in  Md  death  thy  petals  close ! 

For  then  thine  outward  form,  grown  pale 
Is  changed  to  what,  at  first  soaroe.aeen. 

Is  still  thyself,  so  fair,  so  frail, 
A  little  fruit  of  tender  green  I 

When  quite  matured,  how  very  choice 
Thy  juicy  flavour ;  who  can  then 

Sing  an  thy  worth  with  mortal  voice. 
Or  write  thy  praise  with  mortal  pen  I 

There,  take  it  gently  from  the  ground, 

0  coetermonger,  to  thy  barrow, 
And  shout,  wim  loud  discordant  sound, 

The  praise  of  Vegetable  Marrow  I 

ROE,'  BLOATKR'S-ROE. 
Faiktly  it  wakes  at  the  even  chime. 
The  appetite  long  past  itsTvime. 
The  supper-room  at  the  Club  looks  dim. 
What  ffiall  I  '|peck  '^  for  an  epicure's  whim'? 
Roe,  Bloater's  Roe  I    That 's  the  brief  repast 
To  tickle  the  palate,  to  break  the  fast ! 

They  may  prate  of  the  pleasures  of  **  early  purl," 
Of  tne  frizzled  rasher's  seductive  curl. 
But,  when  I  fear  I  can  munch  no  more, 
When  the  thought  of  banquets  becomes  a  bore. 
Roe,  Bloater's  Roe,  upon  toast  they  cast. 
And  nausea 's  fled,  and  repletion 's  past  I 

Yes  Bloater's  Roe— upon  toast.    Ah,  boon ! 
That  stayeth  satietv,  late  or  soon. 
Best  of  bonnes  houcneSf  that  all  seasons  fits ! 
The  tenderest  tickler  of  all  tit-bits  I 
Roe,  Bloater's  Roe!    0  cA<f,  grill  fast, 
And  prepare  my  palate  its  pet  repast  I 

One  Fo&k  of  a^  *'  Shxlley  MEMOSiAL."-~Awfnl  in- 
digestion  the  morning  after  a  Lobster  Supper. 


FROM  DAY  TO  DAY. 

(A  Study  in  PolUieal  JourfuUism,  from  aome  of  the  Morning  Papers, ) 
No.  I. 

To-DAY,  the  first  pollings  of  the  General  Election  take  place,  and 
the  electors  will  be  called  upon  to  decide  one  of  the  most  momentous 
issues  that  have  ever  been  submitted  to  the  judgment  of  the  country. 
For  ourselves,  we  cannot  doubt  for  a  moment  as  to  what  the  verdict 
will  be.  It  is  impossible  that  a  policy  of  empty  iiromises,  backed  by 
mere  misre^esentation,  should  prevail  against  a  glorious  record  of 
administrative,  legislative,  and  financial  success.  Careful  calcula- 
tions have  convinced  us  that  those  who  now  hold  the  reins  of  office 
will  return  to  power  with  a  largely  increased  majority,  to  continue 
their  beneficent  work.  The  country  recognises  by  this  time  that 
anything  short  of  that  would  mean  disaster  to  the  commonwealth. 
Even  with  a  small  majority,  the  forces  of  disorder  would  be  able  to 
work  untold  mischief.  Such  a  result,  however,  is  not  within  the 
bounds  of  poesibilityj  seeing  that  the  Election  will  be  fought  purely 
and  simply  on  the  Insh  question,  which  has  been  placed  fully  oef ore 
the  electorate  in  all  its  bearings.  Our  organisation  is  perfect,  and 
our  triumph  assured. 

No.  n.    {Three  Days  Later.) 

Wb  are  constrained  to  admit  that,  so  far,  the  result  of  the  Elec- 
tions has  not  come  up  to  the  confident  anticipatioDs  of  our  Party. 
Seats  have  been  lost  that  ought  to  have  been  retained.  On  the  other 
hand,  we  have  failed  to  win  seats  that  we  had  a  right  to  count  upon 
as  certainties.  It  is  not  easv  to  apportion  the  responsibility  for 
failure.  Over-confidence  and  a  consequent  want  of  energy  may 
have  had  something  to  do  with  it ;  but  the  chief  reason  is  to  be  found 
in  the  disgracefully  defective  organisation  of  the  Party.  The  story 
is  an  old  one.    We  have  ourselves  deemed  it  our  duty  to  lay  this 


aspect  of  the  case  before  the  Leaders  of  the  Party,  but  our  repeated 
warnings  have  been  unheeded,  and  the  necessary  oonsequences  have 
followed.  Our  opponents,  however^  have  not  much  to  coi^Tatulate 
themselves  upon.  The  Insh  question  has  been  kept  studiously  in 
the  back-ground,  and  the  results,  so  far  as  thev  have  ^ne,  only 

Erove  conclusively  that  there  is  no  diminution  whatever  m  the  dis- 
ke  with  which  tiie  majority  of  the  electorate  regard  the  proposals 
of  the  party  of  dJysorder.  We  are  far  from  saying  that  even  now  we 
shall  lose  the  Election.  Everything  may  yet  be  retrieved.  ,But, 
evLD  should  the  result  be  numerically  favourable  to  the  Opposition, 
they  will  be  powerless  for  mischief  with  the  small  migonty  which 
is  all  th«y  are  likely  to  get. 

No.  III.  {A  Week  Later.) 
The  Elections  are  now  nearing  an  end,  and  it  is  possible  to 
summarise  the  results.  It  is  not  surprising  that  our  opponents 
should  be  induced  to  the  lowest  depths  of  despair.  They  counted 
with  the  utmost  certainty  on  a  minority  of  two  hundred.  But,  as 
matters  stand,  it  is  out  of  the  question  that  their  preponderance 
should  exceed  fifty.  Where  are  now  the  confident  boastings  with 
which  they  inaugurated  the  campaign?  They  have  confused  the 
judgment  of  the  electors  with  every  kind  of  side-issue.  Misreive- 
sentations  have  been  sown  broadcast,  and  have,  in  too  many  in- 
stances, succeeded.  But  the  great  heart  of  the  country  is  stall 
sound.  Votes  must  be  weighed  as  well  as  counted,  and  it  is  safe  to 
assume  that,  with  a  paltry  and  heterogeneous  migority  of  merely 
fifty,  the  advocates  of  revMution  will  be  reduced  to  impotence,  even 
if  they  can  succeed  in  forming  a  Government  at  all.  xhe  Tesult  is 
one  on  which  our  Party  may  well  congratulate  themselves.  They 
have  worked  hiurd,  and  the  solid  fruit  of  their  efforts  is  now  within 
their  reach.  We  may  safely  say  that  the  Irish  pc^cy  of  our  oppo- 
nents has  received  its  death-blow. 
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"THERE    HE    BLOWS!" 

{The  German  Emperor  has  gone  Whaling  in  the  North  Seas,) 


"TmnaheblowBl    There  he  gjoesl"    Like  a  Titan  in  throee, 
With  his  walloinnng  tail,  and  ms  waTe-choming  nose, 

The  snouting  Cetaoean  Colossus  I 
^P    Harpoon  that  Monster !    The  thought  makes  one  pale, 
With  one  thundering  thwack  of  that  thumping  big  tail, 

To  the  skies  in  small  splinters  he  'd  toss  us ! 

BoUing  in  foaming  wild  billows,  ioe-laden 

He  goes,  like  the  "  boisterous  sea  "  {vide  Hadth!  ) 

**lJpheaYed  from  the  deep."  swift,  tremendous, 
Leyiathan  sports  on  the  far-toaming  wave. 
If  he  runs  athwart  us,  what  power  shall  saTe, 

From  the  doom  to  which  promptly  he  'd  send  us  P 

His  •*  soundings."  or  "  diggings."  are  many  and  deep ; 
But  would  that  his  *'  three-hundred  fathoms  "  he  'd  keep, 

Below  in  the  ocean's  cold  quiet. 
But  no,  not  at  all;  he 's  not  that  sort  of  whale ! 
He  must  breathe,  he  must  blow,  he  must  roar,  tilt  ^e  gale 
I  Is  charged  with  the  sound  of  his  riot. 


Leviathan  Iotos  the  wild  turmoil  of  strife. 
And  lashing  the  billows  to  him  is  true  life ; 

Behold  how  he  buffets  and  scourges  them  !■ 
Chase  himP    The  Captain  (though  also  a  Kaiser), 
Might  think  that  his  course  to  avoid  him  were  wiser. 

Until  sheer  necessity  urges  them. 

And  yet  whales  are  beaten— by  narwhals  and  men, 
And  other  mere  pigmies.    ^Tis  said,  now  and  then, 

£*en  sword-fish  can  compass  their  ruin, 
By  stabbing  together— in  Cassius*s  way 
With  C€esar,    Leviathan,  dead,  is  a  prey 

To  dog-fish,  and  sea-birds,  or  Bruin. 


There  he  blows !    There  he  goes !    Would  an  amateur  Whaler, 
Like  WiLHELV,  that  fine  blend  of  Statesman  and  Sailor, 

Incline  to  the  chase  and  the  capture  ^  ^ 

Of  such  a  huge,  wandering,  wallopping  whale,  ^^  -^  >-r  I  ^ 
To  whom  **  l^ubling  the  waters  "  with  blow-holes  and  tail 

Seems  a  source  of  such  riotous  rapture  P 


\ 
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DUST  AND  HASHES. 

81B,— Wben  I  iint  took  my  present  house,  I  was 
adTised  to  eet  a  Sanitaiy  Dost-bin,  instead  of  the  old 
briok  one  wnioh  existed  in  mj^  baok-yard.  One  of  the 
UessinM  prjBdioted  for  my  Sanitary  Dost-bin,  was,  that 
it  was  ^'  easily  remoTable/'  I  find  this  to  be  the  case. 
It  has  already  been  removed  b]^  some  area-sneak,  and  as  I 
have  got  rid  of  the  old  briok  dnst-bin,  the  Yestry 
threatoi  to  proeecate  me  for  creating  a  noisanoe,  be- 
caose  mydost  is  now  placed  in  a  comer  nnder  my  front 
steps.    What  am  I  to  do  )*— AoGBisysi)  Hou8hholdeb« 

So, — ^I  find  that  the  law  recently  passed  against  tips 
to  Dustmen  is  quite  nnlmown— at  all  eyents,  to  the 
Dustmen  themselyes.  My  serrants,  I  fijid,  go  on  freely 
bribing  these  fonctionarieiL  to  remove  bones  and  yege- 
taUe  refuse.  Their  rate  ot  tipping,  as  far  as  I  can  miuce 
out,  is  about  a  halfpenny  per  Done.  If  I  were  now  to 
enforoe  the  law  and  forbid  tifMi,  I  foresee  that  the  Dust- 
carts would  have  pressing  business  elMwhere,  and  would 
visit  me  about  once  a  month.  Then  would  follow  a 
rigime  of  "  big,  big,  D.s »»— -in  the  window— which  would 
be  intolerable.    I  prefer  tipping  to  typhoid. 

Yours  long  sufferingly,    YiciDC  of  ihx  Ybstbies. 

8iB,^The  Yestry  is  quite  right  to  insist  on  every  house 
burning  up  its  own  odds  and  ends.  The  true  domestic 
motto  IS—'*  Every  kitchen  its  own  crematorium."  I  do 
this  hahituatty,  out  of  pubUe  spirit.  It  is  true  that  a 
sickening  odour  permeates  the  house  for  an  hour  or  two 
of  every  day.  created  by  the  combustion  of  dinner  rem- 
nants ;  also  that  most  m  my  family  suffer  from  bad  sore 
throats,  idiich  they  attribute  to  this  cause.  What  of 
that?  The  ^rti^^pM^C^'^tsmwiU  prefer  to  poison  himself 
rather  than  his  neighbours.       A  Clerksztwell  Cato. 

8iB,^I  recently  purchased  Dodger'* 9  Digest  of  Dustbin 
Lttw^  and  recommend  it  to  tliu  jw^rusal  of  ^vpry  house- 
holder, la  the  oam  o£  The  Vestn/  of  Shf>rediich  v. 
Orimes,  Lord  Justice  Bhmm  Tomatka  — *'The  Ytstry 
oomplainB  that  tho  Dt^fendont^B  bin  was  improperLv 
covered ;  that » ia  fact  it  waa  not  tmder  cover tui^.  Ix) 
this  ^e  ^Defendant  tepliei  that  hi  a  hin  was  \ddah  initu), 
as  there  was  nothing  in  It.  Then  the  question  ariBes 
whether  the  Defendant's  Cook  waa  juatihed  in  tipping 
the  Dustman  into  the  empty  bin,  congidering:  that  the 
Legisiaturo  has  distinctly  torbidden  tips  of  all  kinds  to 
Dustmen.  I  am  of  opinion  that  tho  Cook  was  the  De- 
fendant's agent,  and  that  thc^  rule  of  qmfacit  per  alium 
facit  per  se  a^jpliea  here»  The  Cook  s  proceeding:  was 
undoubtedly  tortiooa;  it  was  not  a  criminal  action. 
though  it  certainly  cannot  be  called  a  civil  one.  I 
agree  with  my  brother  Chippt  that  the  ro^to  decidendi 
must  be,  whether  the  Dustman,  in  coming  to  dean  out 
an  emptor  dust-bin,  had  a  malus  '.animue  or  no.  On  all 
these  pomts  I  hold  that  Judgment  must  be  for  the  Yes- 
tnr."  Your  readers  will  see  the  importance  of  such  clear 
obiter  dicta.  Yours,  Amatkuk  Lawtkb. 


PROOF   POSITIVE. 

"I  can't  think  how  that  Impbbssion  got  about,  Ladt  Owsndolinh.    I 

BPKND  HALT    MT   TIME    IN    OONTRADIOTINO   IT.       OUB    NXW    MeMBKB    IS    BT    NO 

KXANs  A  Small  Man.     I  've  bbxn  on  thx  Platfobm  with  him  ovtxn,  and 

HE  STANDS  rULLY  AS  TaLL  AS  I  DO  1 " 


THE  CRY  OP  THE  CHILDREN. 

Soon  on  Piccadilly's  pavement  solitude  once  more  will  reign ; 
Soon  the  Park  will  be  a  desert,  for  the  Season 's  on  the  wane ; 
In  Belgravia's  lordly  mansions  nearly  all  the  blinds  are  down. 
For  "  the  Family  is  gone,  Sir,"— not  a  soul  is  left  in  Town. 

South  to  Switzerland  they  hurry,  to  explore  each 
%  snowy  fell ; 

^    North  to  Scotland's  moors  and  forests,  where  the 
--  grouse  and  red-deer  dwell ; 

Carlsbad,    Homburg,   Trouville,    Norway,  soon 

their  jaded  eyes  will  view ; 
For  Society  is  speeding  **to  fresh  woods  and 
pastures  new?' 

Everyone  is  gone  or  going,— everyone,  that  is, 
one  knows, —  [ing  to  its  close. 

And  the  *'  Great  Elections' "  Season  fast  is  draw- 
Never  surely  was  a  poorer ;  such  dull  dinners,  so 

,  such  an  Ascot,  or  so  many  empty  stalls. 

Gone  the  Season,  with  its  dances,  with  its  concerts  and  iU  f^tes^ 
With  its  weddings  and  divorces,  with  its  dinners  snd  debates ; 

IGtma  are  all  its  vapid  pleasures,  all  its  easy  charitiM, 
Oone  its  eauees  eifebres  and  scandals,  gone  its  tears  and  tragedies. 


If 


Weary  legislators  envy  still  more  wearv  chaperons  ;— 
Much  they  know  the  truth  who  deem  tnem  of  Society  the  drones ; — 
All  the  maidens  are  ennugies,  vow  they  **  can't  do  any  more," 
All  the  gilded  youth  are  yawning— everything 's  a  horrid  bore. 

Hearken  then,  ye  youths  and  maidens,  favoured  Children  of  the 

West, 
East  and  South  and  North  are  children,  who  are  hungering  for  rest. 
They  have  never  seen  the  country,  never  heard  the  streamlet  flow : 
London  pavements,  London  darkness,  London  squalor,— these  they 

know. 

Not  for  them  to  range  the  moorland,  or  to  climb  the  mountain-side ; 
They  must  linger  on  in  London,  till  the  grave  their  sorrows  hide. 
From  year's  end  to  dreary  year*s  end  they  must  pace  the  noisy 

Bureet. 
Do  you  hear  the  ceaseless  echo  of  their  weary,  weary  feet  P 

Just  one  day  without  vour  wine,  Sir  I    Madam,  just  one  ribbon  leas. 
And  one  wearied  child  in  London  from  afar  your  name  will  bless. 
Think,  ere  now  you  seek  your  boredom  in  fresh  pleasure-draughts  to 

drown, 
Three  or  four  benighted  Millions  still  are  left  behind  in  Town  I 


Obnibal  Opinion  on  Appointmbnt  of  Nbw  CsAiBMAir  of  thb 
BoABD  OF  Inland  Rbvenitb.— '*Milnbb's  Safe." 
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CANVASSERS   AND   CANVASSED. 

(An  SUeUaneertTig  Beminiseenee,) 

ScENS— ^  narrow  South  London  StrBei  ofiwo^itorevedhotues^  with  a 

Itag-and-Bone  Shop  at  one  end  and  a  PubUe  House  at  the  other. 

Time,  about  four  o^  clock  on  a  warm  Saturday  afternoon*    Enter 

Mr.  ClBLTOir-JxRMYN,  a  middle-aged  aentleman^  in  faultless 

get-up,  who,  in  a  moment  of  weakness,  has  undertaken  to  can- 

VMS  the  district  for  his  friend,  the  Conservative  Candidate, 

Mr.  C,-J,  {to  himself,  as  he  regards  his  surroundings  with  dismaff, 

and  tries  to  arrange  his  canvassina-eards).  I  suppose  this  is  Little 

Anna  Maria  Street  P    I  didn't  understana  at  the  Committee  Booms 

that  it  ynaguite  snch  a— however,  I  most  do  my  best  for  dear  old 

TiLNxr.    Who  '•  the  first  man  I  most  see  and  **  nae  my  best  endea- 

yours  to  nersuade  him  into  promising  his  Yote?"     Ah,  Mr.  J. 

Splxtsgx,  So.  1.    {He  picks  his  way  delicately  along,  attempting  to 

make  out  the  nunAers  on  the  doors,  which  are  all  thrown  hack ; 

female  residents  watch  him  from  doorsteps  and  windows  with  amused 

intertet,)  No.  5 ;  No.  3 ;  the  next  is  No.  1.    {Itis:hui  the  entrance  is 

Hocked  by  a  small  infant  with  a  very 

dirty  face,  who  is  slung  in  a  bahy- 

chmr  between  the  door-posts,)  Yery 

embarrassing  J  realhr !  Can*t  ask  suoh 

a  child  as  this  if  Mr.  Splttbos  is  at 


lU,  my  opinion  is— if  you  want  someone  to  tork  orer 

jOTii  side,  vou'd  I)6tt6r  oome  and  do  it  yourself; 

ff  oin'  to.   So  {here  I  [She  retires  to  the  basement  again. 


I  I'll  knock.  {Stretches  for 
the  knocker  across  the  child,  who, 
misinterpreting  his  intentions,  sets  up 
a  ?u)wl,)  My  good  child,  I  assure 
you  ...  for  fieayen's  sake,  don't! . . 
1— I  wonder  whether  I  ought  to  kiss 
it — some  fellows  would  I 

thmale  Voice  {from  side-window). 
You  leaye  that  pore  child  alone,  will 
yer— or  I'll  oome  out  and  tork  to 
you,  d'  y'  ear  ? 

Mr.  C.-J.  {to  himself).  That's 
Mrs,  Spltjboei  I  think,  perhaps, 
I'd  better  not  wait.  {With  an  in- 
spiration,) I '11  leaye  a  card.  {Drops 
one  of  his  visiting-cards  in  the  chikTs 
lap  —  to  its  exceeding  terror  —  and 
retreats, )  I'm  afraid  I hayen't pro- 
duced a  yery  f ayourable  impression, 
so  far.  I'll  try  No.  2,  across  the 
street.  {He  approaches  a  doorstep 
twon  whtch  two  stout  and  dishevelled 
Women  are  seated,)  Er— I  bep  your 
pardon,  but  could  you  kindly  inform 
me  if  Utc—et— {consulting  card) — 
GuFFDi  is  at  home  ? 

First  Woman  {with  sarcasm).  Now 
do  yer  think  he 's  nothink  else  to^do 
but  set  indoors  in  a  arm-cheer  all 
dayP 

Mr,  C-J,  I— I  thought-I  hoped 

—that,  it  being  Saturday,  I  might  be 

—er— fortunate  enough— haye  I  the 

pleasure  of  addressing  Mrs.  GTTFPnr  ? 

\Both  Women  are  convulsed  wiih 

uncontrollable  mirth,  I 

Second   Woman  {on  recovering—  | 
calling    down   the    passage),    'Ere, 
Mrs.  GuFFnr,  yer  wanted.    'Ere's  a 
gentleman  come  to  see  jrer  I 

Mrs,  Ouffin  {appearing  from  the  basement,  and  standing  at  the 
further  end  of  the  passage).  Well,  what  does  he  want  P 

Mr,  C-J,  (raising  his  hat,  and  sending  his  voice  down  the  passage 
to  her).  I  yentured  to  call,  Mrs.  Guffik,  in  the  hope  of  finding  your 
husband  at  home^  and  ascertaining  his— er— political  sympathies,  in 
yiew  of  the  Election. 

Mrs,  Ouffin.  Oh,  it 's  about  the  yoting,  is  it  P  Are  you  for  a 
Conseryatory  P 

Mr.  C-J,  For  a  — P  Oh,  to  be  sure.  yes.  I  came  to  ask  Mr. 
GuFFiir  to  support  Sir  Tilnxt  Bbutoit,  the  Gonseryatiye  Candidate. 
Perhaps  if  I  called  again,  I  might P 

Mrs,  Ouffin  (in  a   matter  -  of-  fact  tone),  I  [don't  expect  my 


'usband  'ome  till  late,  and  then  £e  'll  be  drunkc 

Mr,  C-J,  Just  so.  But  I  trust,  Mrs.  GuPFiir,  your  husband  feels 
the  importance  of  maintaining  the  Union P 

Mrs,  Ouffin,  He  did  belong,  I  know,  but  I  think  his  branch  broke 
up,  or  somethink. 

Mr.  C-J.  {puzxled),  Ah,but  I  mean  in— er— politics— I  hope  he  is 
opposed  to  granting  Home  Rule  to  Ireland  P 

Mrs,  O.  He  don't  teU  me  nothing  about  his  politics,  but  I 'ye 
'card  him  say  he  was  BadikiL 


"  I  wonder  whether  I  ought  to  kiss  it— eome  fellowe  would !  ♦» 


Mr,  C-J,  (diplomatically^  as  Mrs.  G.  slowly  edaes  towards  the 
door).  Might  I  suggest,  Mrs.  Ounrnr,  that  you  should  use  the— er— 
influence  which  eyery  woman  possesses,  to— er— induce  your  husband 
— (here  he  suddenly  becomes  aware  that  Mrs.  GuFPnf  has  a  very  pro^ 
nounced  black  eye) ;  but  perhaps  I  ought  not  to  ask  you. 

Mrs,  O,  Well,  

my  'usband  to  jp\a 

because  /ain't  g<an'  to.   So  there  I  \8he  retires  to  the  basement  again. 
First  Dish,  W,  If  you  toffs  can't  do  nothink  better  than  come 
'ere  makin'  misohief  between  a  man  and  his  wife,  you  'd  better  stop 
at  'ome,  that  you  'ad! 

Mr,  C-J,  \to  himself).  Upon  my  word,  I  belieye  she 's  right ! 
But  I  neyer  notioed  the  poor  woman's  eye  before.  I  wish  I  oonld 
find  one  of  tiie  men  in,  and  haye  a  talk  with  him— much  more 
satisfactory !    (Knocks  at  No,  4.)    Is  Mr.  Btjlcseb  at  home  P 

Mr,  B,  (lurching  out  of  a  room  on  the  ground-floor).  Qui'  o'reot, 
Guy'nor— thash  me  I 

Mr,  C-J,  I  wanted  to  see  you.  Mr.  Bulchxr,  to  ask  if  we  may 
count  upon  your  support  for  tne  Conseryatiye  Candidate  at  the  Elec- 
tion. I  need  hardly  point  out  to  you  the— er— yital  impoitance  of— ^ 

Mr.  B,  (slouching  against  the  oas^ 
sage-wall,  opposite  Mr,  C-J.).  'Old 
on,  Guy'nor,  lemme  aahk  you  thiah 
question,  'fore  we  go  .any  fnrrer. 
Wharriwanter  'ear  from  vou  ia— 'Ow 
'm  I  goin'  git  littie  bit  Osgood  outer 
thesh  'lections  for  myshelf.  You 
unnershtand  me  P  What  good  Gon- 
sheryatiye  goy'men'  eyer  done  er 
workin'  nuui— d'  yer  shee  P  Why. 
tterer — not  in  all  their  bom  daysh  I 
You  take  that  BhtTEiight  from  me. 

Mr,  C*-/.  But  surely— «r— it  was 
a  OoDseryaiiYe  GoTCTmuc'atthat  gaye 
you  Free  Kducatioo  ? 

Mr.  jP.  {kftowingi^),  Xo,itwaahn't, 
Guv' nor.  There  yer  wrong,  d'yer 
sea  ?  It  wash  er  Radicals  giye  us 
Free  Education.  And  whatan  Free 
Educatian  er  me?  Wouldn'  say 
Thank  yer  frail  Free  Education  in 
er  wide  world  I 

Mr.  C-J,  (recognising  that  he 
must  strike  a  stronger  chord).  Well, 
at  all  eyents  you  will  admit  that, 
during  the  last  six  years,  you  haye 
been — er— rieaoeful  and  prosperous  P 
Mr,  B,  (peerUy),  I  'ye  been  peash- 
ful  and  proshperous  eyer  sinsh  I  was 
bom.  No,  look  'ere,  (Juy'nr,  I'm 
torken  to  you  'bout  wharri  unner- 
shtan\  d'yer  seeP  Jes'  you  lishen 
er  wharri'm  goin  tell  you.  (Here  he 
punctuates  his  remarks  by  poking 
Mr.  C.-J.'s  ribs  with  a  clay  pipeTs 
Workin'  man's  gettin'  more  and 
more  'telligent  eyery  dajr— he  'sh  qui' 
capable  lookin'  after  his  own  inte- 
rests. What  he  wantoh  is,  One  Man 
One  Yote,  Bedoooed  Hours  o'  La- 
bour, 'Ome  Rule  for  London,  an'  the 
Control  of  the  Liquor  Traffic  I  What 
did  Misher  Glajdshtone  say  P  Edu- 
cated and  'telligent  clashes  alwaysh 
wrong  —  mashes  always  rt'/  An' 
hain't  /  'teUigent  an'  educated  P  Yery  weU,  then.  There  3rou  ^ave  it. 
Mr,  C-J,  But— er— don't  vou  see,  my  friend,  that,  according  to 
Mr.  Gladstone,  the  more  intelligent  and  educated  you  are,  the  more 
you  're.wroM  P 

Mr,  B,  Jyothing  of— er— kind.    Don'  you  make  any  mishtake. 
I  ain't  wrong.    I  gommy 'pinions— my  p'b'tical  'pinions,  and  the 
prinshiples  I  go  'pon  are— 5)own  with— er— Tories  I 
Mr.  C-J.  In  that  case,  Mr.  Bulchib,  I  need  not  occupy  your 

time  anjr  longer,  so  I  'U  say 

Don' you  go 'way,  Guy'nor,' fore  I 'ye 


Mr.  B,  (buttom 
finished  torkin.    I'yelial 
talk,  and  I  teU  you  er 
&c.,  &c. 

Mr.  C-J,  {escaping,  after  ten  minutes*  incoherence),  I  'm  afraid 
he  was  not  quite  in  a  condition  te  be  argued  with,  but  periiaps  I 
shall  do  better  with  Mr.  Molsskut,  next  door.  (To  a  smaU  boy  im 
passage,)    Mt;^  Molbskin  in,  mj  lad  P 

The  Boy, 
find  'im. 

[Mr.  C.-J.  flounders  up  the  narrow  siairs,  muI  is  n^t  at  the  top 
by  a  very  burly  and  surly  mechanic.   1  ^^^  v_> 


Loned  all  you  gorrer  say— now  itsh  my  turn 
Consheryatiye  Goy'men  iah  a  downri'— 


Father— e'f  in.    Go  right  up  the  stairs,  and  you'U 
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\£ole9kin.  Now,  then,  what  do  you  want  'ere  P  (Mr.  C.-J. 
hi$ olfteet,  in  mnM  eonf%i»ion.)  Oh,  that's  it,  is  it?  And 
ht  ha'  Ton  got  oomin'  np  mj  stairs  as  if  they  helonged  to 


'  np  m  J  stairs  as  if  they  belonged 
really  yery  sorry— bnt  I 


Mr.  MoleMkin, 
0xpknn» 

what  right  ha*^  yon  got 

yon  P    Jest  yon  tell  me  that  I 

Mr.    C'J.  {meekly).  I'm 
ihawn  np. 

Mr.  M.  It's  'igh  time  yon  and  the  likes  o'  yon  were  shown  np,  in 
my  opinion.  'Ow  wonld  yon  like  to  'aye  me  oomin'  bnstin'  np  your 
stairs,  ehP 

Mr.  C'J.  [thinking  that  he  wouidnH  like  it  at  aU).  I  assnre  yon 
I  qnite  feel  that  this  is  an  nnwarrantable  intrusion  on  my  part— I 
must  ask  von  to  aooept  my  beet  apologies— bnt  I  shonld  be  very  glad 
to  know  that  we  might  oonnt  on  yonr— er— snpport  at  snoh  a  national 
crisis. 

Mr.  M.  1  dessay  yer  would,  fint  what  I  ask  i/au  is— where  does 
the  seeresjr  of  the  Ballot  oome  in,  if  I'm  to  tell  yon  which  way  I  'm 
goin'  to  sive  my  vote  P 

Mr.  C.^.  (in  distrese).  Prav  believe  that  I  shonld  not  dream  of 
—er— forcing  any  confidence  from  yon,  or  dictating  to  yon  in  any 
way  1    I  meriely 

Mr.  M.  {moOifiedi.  Well,  I  don't  mind  tellin'  ^er  this  mnoh  :— 
I  've  made  np  my  mind  long  affo,  and,  when  the  tune  comes,  I  shall 
vote  to  please  myself  and  nobody  oIm  ;  and  that 's  as  much  as  yon've 
got  any  right  to  know! 

Mr.  C.~J.  {with  a  feeling  that  he  would  give  much  the  $ame  anewer 
himtelf  under  eimOar  eirctanetaneee).  Then  I  'm  afraid  it  wonld  be 
of  no  nse  if  I  said  any  moreP 

Mr.  M.  Not  a  bit  o'  nse !  [He  goes  into  hu  room  aaain. 


r  yon  don' 

ilff  as  he 
ting  was  snoh  exhausting  work.    I— I  reaUy  think  I '  ve  done  enough 
for  one  afternoon  I        [Leaves  Little  Anna  Maria  Street— for  ever  ' 

**  BSA.B  WITH  lis."— In  the  case  reported  in  the  papers  last  week 
of  "  an  infuriated  bear  shot  at  Croydon,"  Inspector  Osmokde  said 
that  **  when  the  ring  had  been  removed  from  its  lip,  the  animal  was 
so  much  relieved  that  it  immediately  turned  a  somersault."  A  pic- 
ture of  this  inte- 
restinff  incident 
shonld  be  at  once 
painted  and  hung 
up  in  the  Divorce 
Court.  The  hus- 
band, who  has 
become  qnite  a 
bear  in  conse- 
quence of  his 
better  half  having 
rendered  herself 
quite  unbearable, 
would  naturally 
turn  head -over- 
heels  with  joy  on 
getting  quit  of 
the  nng.  Bnt 
alas  I  mark  the 
end  of  the  poor 
bear.  He  got  more  and  more  excited ;  he  had  to  be  locked  up  in  a 
stable.  Here  the  joy  and  noveltv  of  the  situation  overcame  him ;  his 
mkhljr  brain  ^ve  way;  he  became  mad  as  a  hatter— (^^  m 
Wonderland  might  have  asked,  **  Then  why  didn't  they  send  for  a 
hatter,  who  would  have  brought  a  chimney-pot,  or  some  sort  of  a  tile 
for  his  bear-head  P  ")— and  subsequently  the  veterinary  Mr.  Thealb 
(whose  ancestral  namesake  had  considerable  experience  in  dealing 
with  that  learned  bear.  Dr.  Johhsov )  procured  a  gun,  and  potted 
the  bear.    Awkward  in  his  life,  but  grease-ful  in  his  d«ith. 


"Bear  with  uil" 


LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

DiUK  Mb.  Puhch,  Mount  Street^  Grosvenor  Square. 

Akttexsq  more  dreary  than  raoing  during  this  week's 
weather  at  Newmarket  can  scarcely  be  imagined  I  I  have  often 
heard  Lord  Abthub  declare  he  was  '*  as  dry  as  a  limekiln,"  and 
alwavs  thought  it  an  absurd  enression ;  and  now  I  know  it  is  I— for 
anything  more  wet  than  the  Cmekilns  at  Newmarket  this  week  I 
never  saw  I— it 's  a  mystery  to  me  how  the  poor  horses  and  men  avoid 
catching  cold,  oantenng  about  there  without  galoshes— though,  by 
thewav,  Mr.  HAJCMOin)  had  one  *' O'aZocAe"  which,  of  oonrse, 
was  not  mnoh  nse ! 

Owing  to  the  smaTlness (that's  a  good  word)  of  the  attendance,  we 
were  **  pinched  "  a  little  in  the  prices,  and  of  course  the  pinch  came 
where  one  least  expected  it,  which  was  somewhat  disconcerting— bnt 
as  most  of  the/  *  good  things  "  came  off  all  right— (especially  those  we 


m^^ 


EDWARDO   AND    EDWINI. 

A  Japanese  Jape  by  oub   Eveb-on-the-Spot  Abtist    "  Lika 

JOKO,"   BEPBESEKTIKO  SiB   EdWIK   ARNOLD    BXOBIVINO   TBB    OrDBB 

OF  "The  Fibst  Descbiptive  Lxadeb"fboi(  H.I.M.,  Dali  Tblli, 
The  Mikado. 


took  with  us  from  Benoist  and  Fobtrvm's)- it  did  not  matter  so 
mnch.  Ladies  of  course  were  chiefly  ccmspiouons  by  their  absence, 
but  my  sweet  friend  Lady  Newmak  Gateshead  was  quite  the  Belle 
of  the  gathering,  and  attracted  nearly  as  much  attention  as  the 
Queen  of  Kavarre^  who  naturally  won  her  race  in  royal  style  I 

My  selection  for  the  Chesterfield  Stakes,  Meddler ^  was  successful 
after  a  short  struggle  with  the  Duke  of  Pobtland^b  Kilmarnock  to 
whom  he  had  to  give  five  pounds  (I  hope  this  does  not  mean  that  the 
noble  owner  is  in  want  of  money  I) ;  but  I  am  told  the  latter  was  not 
*-fit"  and  ''will  do  better  with  time  I"  though  T  don't  quite  see 
how  that  can  be,  as  surely  **  time"  travels  faster  than  Meddler^  so 
that,  nnless  thev  take  time  with  him,  the  handicap  will  be  difficult 
to  frame !  By  the  way,  when  the  handicaps  are  framed,  where  do 
they  hang  them  up?  and  is  it  one  of  the  '* perks"  of  the  Handi- 
capjper  to  supply  the  frames  ? 

Those  who  waited  in  the  rain  for  the  last  race  on  Wednesday 
were  rewarded  with  a  splendid  exhibition  of  horsemanship,  given  bv 
Webb  on  St.  Angelo ;  who  appears  to  be  somewhat  of  a  ^*  handful" 
{St.  Angelo  I  mean,  not  Webb,  who  is  verv  slight),  and  evinces  a 
strong  desire  to  run  in  anv  direction  but  the  one  desired  of  him ! 
I  think  Mr.  Milkeb  shoula  have  him  trained  on  a  zigzag  method, 
when  his  natural  wilfulness  would  cause  him  to  run  straight  when 
racing  I  This  is  an  excellent  idea,  and  I  have  others  equally  good 
(apphcable  to  all  styles  of  horses],  which  I  intend  to  suggest  to 
oinerent  trainers  on  my  next  visit  to  Newmarket  I 

We  were  all  relieved  when  the  "  curtain  rang  down  "  on  Thurs- 
day—(this  is  not,  at  first  sight,  a  racing  expression,  but  is  largely 
used  by  sporting  writers,  as  demonstrating  the  diversified  nature  of 
their  oiowledge !][,  in  time  for  us  to  catch  the  early  special  for  Liver- 
pool Street ;  which,  special,  might  really,  from  the  maior  portion  of 
its  patrons,  have  been  thought  to  be  starting  for  Jerusalem ! 

Friday  was  a  glorious  day  for  the  Eclipse,  which  was  only  visible 
from  tiie  Observatory  at  Esher— the  best  account  appears  to  have 
been  given  by  Professor  Orme,  who  recovered  from  his  recent  severe 
illness  just  in  time  to  be  present 

Just  a  word  in  oondnsion  on  the  big  race  of  next  week— a  paradox 
—be  **  wide  awake "  and  go  *'nap"  on  mv  tip,  from  information 
privately  given  to  Yours  devotedly.  Lady  Gat. 

LivEBPOOL  Cup  Selection.  *  ^^  ^^  ^^1  ^ 
SoiCE  owners  win,  although  their  I     As  that  is  not  the  sort  for  me. 

In  temper  be  a '  *  villen ; "    [gee,  |         I  favour  *  *  EnniskillenJ ' 
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^  '^  ^  i/-^     ^ 


Ht. 


EN    PASSANT. 

'That's  that  Ass,  Boitndkbson,  isn't  it!    Hb  should  havjb  bbbx  drowned  as  a  Puppy!** 


She.  "Thkrb's  Tiiu  enough  tet,  isn't  thirbI' 


THE  FOLITIOAL  JOHVNT  OUPUT. 

THE  FINISH. 

(Further-di9woeTed  Fragments  of  the  Grand  Old 
Ballad,  giving  the  Sequel  of  the  Urange 
tiary  begun  in  **Funeh,''  No,  2660,  Julif  2, 
p.  818.) 

•  •  •  • 

So  fair  and  softly  I  Johnkt  cried, 

But  JoHKKT  cried  in  yain ; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon« 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 

So.  Hooping  down,  as  needs  be  must 

Who  cannot  sit  upright, 
He  grasped  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 

AjQd  eke  with  all  his  might. 

•  •  •  • 

Away  went  GiLPnr  neck  or  nought, 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 
He  little  dreamt  when  he  set  out 

Of  ronning  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  doak  did  fly 

like  streamer  long  and  gay. 
Till  people  thought,  and  Johk  half  feared, 

That  It  might  fly  away. 

Then  might  all  gazers  well  discern 

The  bottles  he  had  slung ; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side. 

As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 

Away  went  Gilpiw— who  but  he  P 
His  fame  soon  spread  around ; 

••  He  carries  weight  I    He  rides  a  racel 
"  He 'U  win  it,  we 'U  be  bound  I " 


Then  all  through  mernr  London  Town, 

These  gambols  he  did  play ; 
Until  he  came  to  rural  parts. 

Where  rustics  lined  the  way. 

There  labourers  shouted,  women  screamed, 

Up  flew  the  felt-hats  all : 
And  erery  yokel  yelled,  **  Well  done  I " 

As  loua  as  he  could  bawl. 

•  •  •  • 

Away  went  GiLPnr.  out  of  breath. 
And  fearing  much  a  **  spill ;  " 

But  knowing  till  his  race  was  run 
His  horse  would  not  stand  still. 

His  hat  was  gone,  his  W(h)ig  also, 

His  cloak  he  had  to  dutch. 
Could  he  hold  on  ?    A  mile  or  two 

Would  put  it  to  the  touch. 

A  church-bell  clani^ing;  scared  his  steed. 

Pigs  dashed  betwixt  its  feet ; 
And  on  his  own  beloved  North  Road, 

JoHK  almoet  lost  his  seat. 

On  the  North  Road,  his  sometime  friends. 
Their  sometime  favourite  spied. 

Well-nigh  dismounted,  wonoering  much, 
To  see  how  he  did  ride. 


•'Ride 


Jomr  QiLPEf— for  the 


straight, 
House!" 
Johk's  Liberal  Dame  did  cry. 
•'  The  Party  waits,  and  we  feel  tired." 
SaidGiLPor— "SodoII" 

But  yet  his  horse  waa  not  a  whit 
Inclined  due  North  to  stay ; 

For  why  ?— his  stables  at  the  House 
Were  out  Westminster  way. 


So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew 

Back  southward  through  the  throng. 

Who  shouted  loud,  ''  He  yet  will  win ! 

John  Gilpin  's  going  strong  I " 
•  •  •  • 

And  now  Town's  traffic  once  again 
For  horse  and  man  made  space. 

The  drivers  thinking,  as  before. 
That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

And  so  he  did— and  won  it,  too. 

For  he  got  first  to  Town ; 
And,  stiff  and  sore,  at  the  House  door, 

Bare  winner,  he  got  down. 

Now  let  us  sing.  Lon^  live  the  Queen, 

And  Gilpin,  long  hve  he  I 
And  when  he  next  doth  ride  due  North, 

May  we  be  there  to  see  I 


A  Good  States.  — From  the  Time$  of 
Tuesday,  the  12th,  we  cull  this  :— 

IN  ANT  C  APACITT  of  TRUST.—Servn  yean  in 
ftnt-daM  Turkish  Bath.  Patience  and  penerer- 
anoe.  Good  inralid  attendant.  ActiTe  and  attantiTe. 

"Seven  years  in  a  Turkish  Bath!"  As 
Mr.  Wilson  Babhett  would  exclaim,  **  How 
long !  How  long  I "  What  better  example 
of  patience  and  perseverance,  which,  as  all 
know,  are  **good  for  the  gout,"  could  possibly 
be  given?  That  after  this  long  stav  in  the 
TuAdsh  Bath,  he  should  be  *'  a  good  invalid 
attendant,"  goes  without  saying.  And  not 
only  is  he  **  attentive,"  which  is  a  great  point 
in  an  '*  attendant,"  but  he  is  also  active — 
and  this  after  so  long  a  stay  in  a  Turkish 
Bath,  of  which,  however,  he  does  not  mention 
the  temperature. 
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•  SO  LIKE  AN  ARROW  SWIFT  HE  FLEW 

BACK  SOUTHWARD  THROUGH  THE  THRONG, 
WHO  SHOUTED  LOUD,  •  HE  YET  WILL  WIN ! 
JOHN  GILPIN  'S  GOING  STRONG  I '       •       • 


{THE   FINISH.) 

"AND  80  HE  DID-AND  WON  IT,  TOO, 
FOR  HE  GOT  FIRST  TO  TOWN  ; 
AND,  STIFF  AND  SORE,  AT  THE  HOUSE  DOOR, 
BARE  WINNER,  HE  GOT  DOWN." 


^_T 
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"COLOURABLE   SHAKSPEARIAN    IMITATION.*' 

Othdlo,  M.P.  for  Central  FMbury  (aaltUing  Sarum,  Doge  of  Feehninsler).    **Haplt  that  I  am 
Black "  [Doge  ehudders,  JnU  feels  unable  to  vntkdraw^ 


OPERATIC  NOTES. 

JFednesdajg.  —  Croirded,  for 
Waoheb's  Odtterddmmerungt 
"  i^oh,"  says  the  Rev.  Mr.  Penle^, 
who  '*  doesn't  like  London,"  '*  is  suoh 
an  awful  name,  that  fond  aal  am  of 
mnsic,  I  really  ooold  not  ro  and  see 
it"  Am  to  WAOHKE,  wdL  "  it's  all 
right  when  yon  know  him,  but  yon  'ye 
got  to  know  him  fust." 

Herr  Alvabt  exoellent  as  Sieg- 
fried: Herr  Wiboakd  powerful; 
ditto  the  wide-awake  Herr  Xitapp. 
Frau  Klapset,  a  beautiful  and  in- 
teresting BriinnhUde ;  and  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  DO  personally  interesting  in  a 
Wagnerian  Opera,  where  eniernble 
is  eyerything.  Frkulein  HzDnE  and 
BxTTAQUX,  equally  good. 

Herr  Mahlbb  was  *'  eaUed,"  with 
the  rest  of  the  company,  to  reoeiTe 
his  meed  of  praise  for  conducting. 
Opera  perf ecUy  put  on  Stasre  \j 
Herr  yon  D&iTBiOLAKira,  and  though 
the  Season  is  coming  to  an  end,  yet 
the  Opera  is  still  **  going  strong." 

NOTB  AHD  QUERT  BTMbS.  B.— Our 

old  friend  wants  to  know  from  what 
Poet  comes  this  quotation— 
<<  A  needleM  Salsmander  ends  the  line." 

lirs.  B.  thinks  it 's  from  Pops  ;  but 
if  so,  she  asks  what  PopeP  as  there 
are  so  many  of  'em. 

Obkamental  Stbvctubi  nr  Nbw 
NoBFOLK.— A  Triumphal  Abch. 


STUDIES  IN  THE  NEW  POETRY. 
No.  IV. 

Iv  offering  this  fourth  example  of  the  New  Poetry  to  his  readers, 
Mr.  Punch  wishes  it  to  be  distinctly  understood,  that  he  is  in  no  way 
responsible^  personslly,  for  the  curious  mixture  of  diyinities  and 
semi-diyimties  who  ngure  in  it.  It  is  one  of  the  distinguishing 
markaof  this  particular  sort  of  New  Poetry  to  pile  up  a  confusion  of 
more  or  less  mythological  names  in  a  series  of  swinging  and  resonant 
lines.  In  one  line  the  reader  may  imagine  himself  to  be  embarked 
on  the  Riyer  Cocytus.  In  the  next,  he  will  be  surprised  to  find  him- 
self in  Eden.  Blood,  battle,  bumptiousness,  and  an  aggressiye 
yiolenoe,  are  special  characteristics  A  this  style  of  writing.  Some 
of  the  lines  apparently  mean  nothing  at  all,  others  are  calculated  to 
make  timid  people  tremble ;  and  the  effect  of  the  whole  is  generally 
picturesque,  lund,  and  uncomfortable. 

One  of  the  ^reat  adyantages  of  a  poem  like  this,  is  that  it  may  be 
used  for  all  kinds  of  purposes.  For  example,  if  it  was  originally 
written  as  an  inyectiye  against  an  opponent,  it  mayafterwards,  with 
the  utmost  ease,  be  made  to  serye  as  a  threnody.  Here  then  without 
forther  preface  is : — 

THE    SUNDERED   FLEA. 
By  Mb.  R»dt*bd  K*pl*no. 

Out  on  the  path  of  the  blazing  ball  that  has  hurtled  a  million  years. 
Where  the  uttermost  light  glows  red  by  night  in  the  darii  of  the 

angry  spheres,    ,         ,.        ,  ,  I>o?J^i 

Where  neyer  a  tear-drop  dims  the  eye,  and  sorrows  are  stifled 
And  the  Anglo-Indians  snigger  and  sneer  with  the  Jest  of  a  bitter 

tongue. 

Where  the  tribesmen  mock  at  the  Bengalee  and  shiyer  their  spears 

inyain« 
And  offioers  steep  their  souls  chin-deep    in   brandy   and  dry 

ohamnagne ;  [^ipliug  seas. 

Where  the  Kdyard  riyer  runs,  flecked  with  foam,  far  forth  to  the 
And  the  maker  of  man  takes  walks  abroad  with  Pagan  deities. 

Wlune  AxBAXL  talks  to  the  Graces  Three,  and  the  Muses  Nine  stand  by. 
And  ask  Greek  riddles  of  Buddha,  who  neyer  makes  reply. 
(Gentlemen  all  and  ladies  too  as  smart  as  a  Inrand-new  pin), 
And  nobody  wonders  how  on  earth  so  mixed  a  lot  got  in 

Here  in  the  track  of  a  thunderbolt  from  the  nethemmost  smithy 

hurled,  [shattered  woria, 

mth  the  groan  of  an  ancient  passion  rent  from  the  wreck  of  a 


In  the  white-hot  pincers  of  Baal  borne  through  cycles  of  AffOD7« 
lit  by  the  Pit's  red  wrath  there  came  the  Sou  of  a  Sundered  Flea. 

And  all  that  company  started  back ;  flrst  Azbaxl  grimly  smiled. 
The  smile  that  an  East-End  Coster  smiles,  by  a  stout  poUceman  riled ; 
And  Buddha  made  no  remark  at  all,  but  nodded  his  heayy  head, 
like  a  boy  who  has  eaten  too  much  dessert,  and  wants  to  be  put 
to  bed. 

And  the  Muses  Nine,  as  they  stood  in  line,  they  shuddered  and  turned 

to  go. 
"  A  joke 's  a  joke,  but  I  can't  bear  fleas/*  said  Clio  to  Erito. 
And  the  Graces,  the  good  Conseryatiye  Three,  shrank  back  to  a  spot 

remote. 
And  obseryed  that  they  knew  that  this  would  come  from  letting  the 

Masses  yote. 

Then  Azbajel  spake— *'  On  the  Stygian  lake  I  floated  a  half-sinned  sin 
On  the  crest  of  a  oross-grainea  stickleback,  that  is  caught  with  a 

crooked  pin; 
For  a  year  and  a  ^y  I  watched  it  whirl,  but  neyer  that  sin  could  be 
One-hfdf  so  base  as  your  gruesome  face,  0  Soul  of  a  Sundered  Flea ! 

*  *  What  ill  haye  ye  done  P    Spesk  up,  speak  up !  —for  this  is  no  place, 

I  trow. 
For  the  puling  people  on  yirtue  fed.    So  speak,  or  prepare  to  go." 
But  the  Flea  flew  free  from  the  pincers'  grip,  and.  uttered  a  single 

phrase—- 
'*  I  haye  liyed  on  blood,  as  a  gentleman  should,  and  that  is  my  claim 

to  praise." 

Then  a  shout  of  joy  from  the  throng  went  forth ;  they  built  him  a 

crystal  thnme. 
And  there  in  his  pride,  with  none  beside,  he  rules  and  he  reigns  alone. 
And  this  is  the  tale  whidi  I  here  set  down,  as  the  story  was  told  to 


In  excellent  Rudyard-Eipling  yerse— the  tale  of  the  Sundered  Flea. 


AvnciPATonT  Niwi  Own  Our  Own  Court  Tripping  Neweman). 
—Sir  Alosbvok  Bobthwigk,  Bart,  M.P.,  will  be  raised  to  the  Peer- 
sge  with  the  title  of  Lord  Moshikopobt,  of  Penniwise,  Seefar- 
shire,  N.B.  


Ah  Anti«lawn-tennis  Lady  considers  that  the  argument  against 
(Roquet,  as  a  jpame  inydying  a  bent  baek^  and  a  narrowing  of  the 


,  asagame 
iniere&**i 


A  yery  stobpit  oljeotion.'' 
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GUSHING   HOSPITALITY.     (Time  3  p.m.) 

ffoipUable  ffosL  "Hays  C'oar,  old  FllaI"  lAmguid  Fitiiar.  '* No-thakkb  1 "  ff.  H,  <*Cioabbtte  thsnI" 

His  Vintor,  ** No— thahks.    Nevab  smokx  •muatxlt  aftxb  Brbaxfabt."     ff.  B.  ••  Cak't  bxfusx  a  Toothpick,  then,  old  Flla ! * 


OUR  BOOKING-OFHCE. 

Tem  Royal  AgrieuUural  Society^ 9  Journal.  A  Society  Journal  of 
a  peculiar  character,  of  which  this  la  the  Third  Series  and  Third 
Volume.  It  is  noticeahle  for  Lord  Catbcabt'b  appeal  for  the  wild 
hirda,  which,  aa  addressed  to  farmers  and  farm-labourers  and  armed 
rhboys,  may  be  summed  up  by  an  adaptation  of  the  refrain 


better  than  if  the  title  were  vice  vendf^u  most  interesting,  especiafly 
where  he  tells  us  that  **  shrews  are  harmless."     If  so,  why  did 


Shaxspsaxe  griye  us  "  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew  "  as  such  a  feat  ? 
Professor  Bbowk  writes  about  disease  in  sheep,  of  which  paper  Lord 
Aethub  Weedon  de  Gbossmith  would  be  absolutely  correct  in 
observing,  **  What  rot  I "  And,  by  the  way,  apropos  of  Weedow, 
the  Baron  has  to  congratnlate  the  Brothers  Gbossmith  on  their 
Diary  of  a  Nobody,  republished  from  Mr.  Punches  pages,  but  with 
oonsiaerable  additions.  The  Diary  is  veir  funny,  not  a  page  c^  it 
but  affords  matter  for  a  good  laugh;  and  yet  the  story  is  not  with- 
out a  touch  of  pathos,  as  it  is  impossible  not  to  pity  the  steady, 
prim,  old-fashioned  jog-trot  Nobody,  whose  son,  but  just  one  re- 
move above  a  regular  'Abbt,  treats  him  with  such  unfilial  rudeness. 
It  has  been  complained  that  the  late  General  Election  has  not  been 
amusing,  and  has  given  birth  to  little  fun.  Let  those  who  feel  this 
moat  acutely  read  Mr.  B.  G.  Lehkahk's  The  '^  BiUshury  Election 
(Leaves  from  the  Diary  of  a  Candidate)."  He  will  tell  you  how  Mr. 
KiCHABD  B.  Pattle  Contested  Billsbury  in  the  Gonstitutional  Interest ; 
how  he  **  buttered  up  Billsbury  like  fun."  was  badgered  bv  Billsbury, 
heckled  by  Billsbury.  taxed,  tithed  and  tormented  by  Billsbury,  and 
eventually  *' chucked"  bv  Billsbury.  by  the  aggravatingly  small 
majority  of  seventeen.  Also  how  his  **  Mother  bore  up  like  a  Trojan, 
and  said  she  was  prouder  of  me  than  ever."  Just  so. 
I  hold  it  true  whate  'er  befall,  I  'Tis  better  tohave  *'  run"  and  lost, 
I  wrote  so,  to  the  Morning  Post ;  |  Than  never  to  have  run  at  all. 

'* Modem  Types"  and  ** Among  the  Amateurs"  are  well  known 
to  the  xWers  of  Punch,  But  lovers  of  C.  S.  Galveblet— that  is  to 
say,  all  but  a  very  few  ill-conditioned  critical  creatures— and  of  neat 


verse  with  a  sting  to  it,  should  turn  to  b.  263  (A.  G.  S.  v.  G.  8.  C.)» 
and  resA  and  eigoy  the  smart  slating  Mr.  Lehmahk  administers  to 
tumid,  tumultuous,  thrasonic,  tumcoatist  Aloebnoit  Ghablxs  Swnr- 
BUBiTE,  for  saying  of  the  brilliant  and  well-beloved  Author  of  ^^ 
Leaves,  &c.,  that  he— forsooth  I— is  **  monstrously  overrated  and 
preposterously  overpraised"!!! Babok  de  B.-W.  &  Co. 

WANTED  IN  THE  LAW  COURTS. 

A  JuKiOB  who  will  wear  his  gown  straight,  and  not  pretend  t2iat 
intense  preoccupation  over  dummy  briefs  prevents  him  from 
knowing  that  it  u  oflf  one  shoulder. 

A  Judge  who  can  resist  the  temptation  to  utter  feeble  wittioisma, 
and  to  f ful  asleep. 

A  Witness  who  answers  questions,  and  incidentalljr  teUs  the  truth. 

A  Jury  who  do  not  look  supremely  sillr,  and  ridiculously  self- 
conscious,  when  directly  addreaied  or  appealed  to  by  Gounsel ;  or  one 
that  really  understands  that  the  Judge's  politeness  is  only  another 
and  subtie  form  of  self-glorification. 

A  Q.G.  who  is  not  **  eminent,"  who  does  not  behave  '*  nobly,"  and 
who  can  avoid  t^e  formula  **  I  suggest  to  you."  in  cross-examination ; 
or  one  that  does  not  thunder  from  a  loftv  and  inaccessible  moral  alti- 
tude BO  soon  as  a  nervous  Witness  blunders  or  contradicts  himself. 

An  Usher  who  does  not  try  to  induce  the  general  public,  especially 
the  female  portion  thereof,  to  mistake  him  for  the  Lord  Chancellor. 

A  Solicitor  who  does  not  strive  to  appear  coram  populo  en  terms  of 
quite  unnecessarily  familiar  intercourse  with  his  leading  CounseL 

An  Articled  Clerk  who  does  not  dress  bevond  his  thirty  shillinga 
a- week,  and  think  that  the  whole  Court  is  lost  in  speculation  as  to 
the  identity  of  that  distinguished-looking  young  man. 

An  Associate  who  does  not  go  into  ecstasies  of  merriment  over 
every  joke  or  olnter  dictum  from  the  Bench. 

Anybody  who  does  not  give  loud  expression  to  the  opinion  at  the 
nearest  bar  when  the  Court  rises,  that  he  could  have  managed  the  oaae 
for  either  or  both  sides  infinitely  better  than  the  Counsel  engaged. 

A  Court-house  whose  atmosphere  is  pleasant  and  invigorating  after 
the  Court  has  sat  for  fifteen  minutes. 

(Anyone  concerned  who,  on  reading  these  remarks  in  print,  will 
think  that  the  cap  can,  by  any  sdntitla  oi  possibility,  fit  hunself .) 
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JUSTICE  FOE  'FRISCO. 

Deab  Mb.  Pukch,— I  notice  that  a  oomplaint  has  been  made  that 
those  charming  stories  of  wild  life  in  the  rar  West,  are  out  of  date. 
Nay,  more,  that  they  are  calculated  to  do  a  great  deal  of  harm  to  a 
considerable  amount  of  yaluable  property.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
talented  authors  of  the  picturesque  romances  to  which  I  haye  referred, 
insist  that  tiiere  is  a  great  demand  for  these  literary  wares,  and  they 
would  suffer  much  loss  if  they  were  to  discontinue  their  production. 

Gould  not  the  matter  be  compromised  ?  We  are  less  sensitiTe  than 
our  American  cousins,  and  if  the  scene  were  changed  from  8t. 
Francisco  to  some  quiet  waterinff-place  on  the  Kentish  Coast,  our 
kindrod  beyond  the  seas  ought  to  oe  satisfied.  I  do  not  pretend  to  be 
a  master  of  the  sl^le  of  those  who  write  Backwood  sensations,  but 

I  think  I  can  jot  down  a  few  lines  to  

show  what  I  mean.  Beneath  I  give  a 
specimen  of  the  sort  of  thinsr  that  might 
take  the  place  of  stories  reTeUing  in  such 
titles  as  the  '*  Luck  of  Murder  Camp," 
**  Black  B%W9  Banker,"  and  *'  The  Talk 
of  Stab-in-the-Backman^e  Chasfiu" 

THE  CHAFF  OF  HERNE  BAY  CREEK. 

Chapibr  XX. — Charley  Meets  a  Chum, 

Thv  Miners  who  had  been  digging  all 
day  long  the  rough  shingle  for  treasure- 
troye,  had  retired  to  their  rudely  con- 
structed cabins.  These  rough  huts  were 
built  of  wood,  and  furnished  with  a  seat 
on  either  side.  There  were  two  small 
windows  let  into  the  oaken  walls— each 
of  them  not  more  than  six  inches  square. 
^Diey  were  absolutely  free  from  furniture 
— saye  perhaps,  a  foot  of  cheap  looking- 
glass,  and  here  and  there  a  wboden-i>c^ 
used  by  the  Miners  for  hanging  up  their 
slouoh-nats,  their  red  flannel-shirts,  and 
their  long  leather-boots. 

These  huts  were  not 'unlike  the  other 
habitations  in  the  wild  Far  West,  save  that 
they  had  this  peculiarity— each  hut  was 
mounted  on  a  huge  springless  framework, 
supported  by  four  lumbering  wooden 
wheeb.  By  this  arrangement  the  hut 
could  be  moyed  from  place  to  place^  some- 
times to  the  fields,  with  their  mines  of 
undiscoYcred  treasure ;  sometimes  to  the 
sea,  burdened  with  legacies  of  the  mighty 
deep. 

Chablbt  was  smokuig  a  pipe,  and  think- 
ing of  that  fair  home  in  San  Francisco,  the 
yery  centre  of  ciyilisation,  where  the  hotels 
were  admirable,  the  stores  well  stocked, 
and  house  property  at  a  premium. 

'  *  I  did  not  oiscoyer  a  single  ruby  yester- 
day." he  murmured,  and  then  he  looked 
at  the  wooden  spade  of  a  child—*'  I  found 
only  there  a  young  'un's  toy.  But  it  has 
softened  my  heart,  and  taught  me  that 
human  natiure  is  human  nature." 

He  paused  to  wipe  away  with  a  sun- 
burnt hand  a  fnrtiye  tear. 

"Chaelet,    my  lad."  he  exclaimed,  

'*  this  is  unmanly.    What  would  Dabe  Death  Dick  or  Thukdee 
Tnc  say  to  such  a  show  of  water  ?  " 

He  took  the  spade,  and  was  about  to  throw  it  with  yiolence  to  the 
ground,  when  his  better  nature  triumphed,  and  he  placed  it,  almost 
with  reyerenoe,  on  the  bench  beside  him. 

He  was  disturbed  by  a  tap  on  the  outer  door— the  door  that  faced 
the  sea. 

**  Who 's  there  ?  "  he  shouted,  as  he  held  in  one  hand  a  reyolyer, 
and  in  the  other  a  bowie-knife  of  the  usual  faihion. 

"Are  you  ready?" 

It  was  a  gruff  yoioe,  and  yet  there  was  something  feminine  about 
it.  Chaelet  bad  neyer  feared  to  meet  a  woman  yet,  and  he  did  not 
now  shrink  from  the  encc»unter.  Howeyer  his  training  had  made 
him  cautious.  It  mightlAT  a  trap  of  the  bloodthirsty  Indians— those 
Children  of  Nature  who  were  Renown  to  indulge  in  any  cruel  subter- 
fuge to  secure  the  white  men  as  their  jirey. 

'^  Are  you  ready?  "was  repeated  in  the  same  gruff  yoice.butnow 
the  tone  was  one  of  entreaty.  Th^  speaker  seemed  to  be  imploring 
for  a  reply.  ^ 

Chaelet  hesitated  no  longer.  H^  put  down  the  bowie-knife,  and 
still  holding  the  reyolyer,  opened  the  aoor. 

He  stfurted  back  I  Yes,  it  was  a  woman  who  confronted  him.  But 
such  a  woman !    Her  face  was  weathOT^beaten  and  sunburnt.    Her 


hair  was  grey,  and  there  were  pieces  of  sea-weed  in  the  shapeksa 
mass  that  once  may  haye  been  called  a  bonnet.  She  was  WMiiiig  a 
heayy  serge  dress  that  was  dripping  with  the  sea.  On  her  hugernt 
were  old  boots  sodden  with  sand  fmd  wet.  She  might  haye  been  of 
any  age,  from  fifty  upwards. 

She  gazed  at  Chaelet  with  an  uncanny  smile,  and  extended  her 
arms  towards  him.    Then  she  spoke  in  the  same  gruff  tone, 

"  Come  to  your  Mastha  ! " 

And  Chaelet  knew  he  had  met  a  dhum  I 

•  ••••• 

There,  something  like  the  aboye  might  do.     The  woods  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Heme  Bay  are  just  the  places  for  adyenture,  and, 
with  thought,  a  good  deal  mi^t  be  managed  with  the  Beoolyen. 
And  now,  Mr,  Punch,  I  haye  done. 

Yours  respectfully, 

A  Wild  Weieh  Rabxbit. 


PORTRAIT  OF  A  UBOUR  CANDIDATL 

Wareaivtbd  to   "Swiep  the   Coithtey,"  and 
HIS    Mabk   IX   THE   House   of   Commoeb. 
(Naturally  a  Flue-nt  Speaeer)  1 1 


COMMERCE  1  L'AMliaiCAINE. 
(Paffe  from  a  Diary  on  the  Point  of 
Written.) 

Jlfofu20v.»Miners  of  the  Great  Haggle- 
nagffle  Relds  ask  for  increase  of  wages, 
empnawsing  their  demand  by^  firing  off 
reyolyers  and  brandishing  bowie-kniyes. 

Tueeday.—Mmeben  of  the  Great  Hajggk- 
naggle  Fields  refuse  to  treat  with  MmersL 
ana  entrench  themselyes  behind  ironclad 
back  gardens.  They  also  send  for  a  foroe 
of  Pattesson'8  Mercenary  Chucken-ofot. 
Fighting  imminent. 

IFe</fi«tdiay.— Appearance  of  Pattbe- 
son's  Mercenary  Cnuckers  out.  They  nie 
met  by  Miners  with  discharges  of  Gattling 
guns  and  land  torpedoes. 

Thureday.^ThB  two  armies  face  to  face. 
Both  sides  ^le  away,  using  up  all  their 
ammunitioiL  End  of  the  day's  contest, 
no  balance  on  either  side.  Great  sucoesa 
of  the  new  General  Interment  Compaaj. 
Shares  at  thirt:^'  premium. 

Friday, — ^Eeinforcements  for  both  sidss. 
A  general  engagement  considered  immi- 
nent. In  the  meanwhile,  wntr  paeeer 
le  tempo,  akirmishes  and  slaughter  of 
thousands. 

Ai^tmiay.  —  First-class,  regolsr  all- 
round  battle.  A  large  foroe  arriyed  to 
fight  the  Miners.  Gatlings  and  Erupps 
blaze  away  without  intermission.  Losses 
on  both  siaes  pretty  considerable. 

iStffuiSciy*'— Conyersion  of  the  Chreat 
Hagglenaggle  Fields  into  a  oemetery. 
Great  rise  in  shares  on  allotment.  Ten 
acres  of  bookiiig  in  adyance  I 


LAYS  OP  MODERN  HOME. 

No.  IIL-OFF  FOR  MT  HOUDAT. 
YesI  I'm  off  for  my  holiday.    FortTodd 
pieces 
Of  lugfifage,  three  cabs,  and  a  yan,  and 
a 'Bus  too, 

Without  counting  loose  wraps,  and  umbrellas  in  creases, 
And  sweets  that  my  darlings  are  sucking  with  gusto. 

Yes !  I  'm  off  for  my  holiday— wife  in  hysterics. 
Since  nowhere  on  earth  can  her  poodle  be  found ; 

And  the  nurses  and  children— Akees,  Liliahs,  Eeics— 
All  screaming,  and  fussing,  and  fuming  around  I 

Yes  1  I  'm  off  for  my  holiday— Tyneside,  or  Deedde, 
Or  Lakes,  or  that  Switzerland  English,  Hind  Head, 

Or  the  thousand  monotonies  known  as  ** The  Seaside'' 

Ask  not  whither  my  fugitiye  footsteps  are  led. 

For  whateyer  the  place,  it  is  oyer  the  same  thing ; 

Poor  Paterfamilias  always  must  suffer. 
A  dyspeptic,  a  costly,  a  lame  and  a  tame  thing 

Is  Houday-time  for  a  family  buffer. 

Yes !  I  'm  off  for  my  holiday— where  I  won't  mention ; 

They  are  pulling  the  blinds  of  my  drawing-room  down : 
But  next  year— if  I  liye— it's  my  solemn  intention 

To  etay,  upon  buemeos,  en  gar^on,  in  Town, 

Fate  Peospscts  of  Fiee  Weathee.— No  rain  on  St  Swithin's, 
and  last  week  the  County  of  Inyemess  discarded  its  Macxxetobh. 


(T^  yoranL— imeatod  CoBMEinilcattons  !»  ContrTbEtlAiia.  wh«thM  M8.,  Printed  Matter,  Brawtegs,  or  Pietom  of  any  destriptlsa,  vill 
in  BO  ease  be  fetuaad.  not  avMt  wbsa  aeeomnanied  by  a  Stamped  and  Addmssd  Snyelope.  Gorer.  or  Wrapper.   To  this  rale 
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ABESTTLTOFBEDrO 
HOSPITABLE. 

able  Club  in  West-End. 

Algy»  Waiter!  bring  me 
abrandy-and-8oda.  Don't 
feel  up  to  the  ayerage  to- 
day. 

Mughie,  Late  last  night? 

Algy.  Yea.  Went  to 
Mrs.  Crammeblt's  Dance, 
Prince's  Gate.  Goodness 
knows  why  I  went!  I 
don't  think  they  'U  get  me 
there  again  in  a  hurry. 

CharUe  Uoaking  up  from 
arm-chair).  Were  you  a 
yictim  too?  I  didn't  see 
you  there ! 

Algy.  No.  Because  I 
probaSly  left  before  you 
arrived.  I  had  had  enough 
of  it  in  an  hour,  and  came 
on  here  to  supper ;  not  be- 
fore I  had  nearly  poisoned 
myself  with  a  concoction 
that  old  Craxmeblt  was 
asserting  loudly,  was  an 
'•'80wme." 

Charlie  [laughing).  Ah! 
my  dear  fnend,  /had  been 
there  before,  and  knew  the 
ropes.  Took  pretty  good 
care  to  steer  clear  of  the 
wine,  and  got  a  chap  to 
giye  me  a  whiskey- and- 
soda. 

Uninvited  Member.  May 
I  ask  where  was  this  charm- 
ing Party  P 

Algy.  At  the  Cbammeb- 
lt'8,  J^ince'sGate.  Colonel 


CBAiqaRLT. 
Uninvited 


M.    Colonel 


■AGO    IN    BIRMINGHAM. 

(Shakspeare  onee  more  on  the  Situation, ) 

-k — . 

GENERAL  EUCT'CJN' 


lago 

Roderigo        .... 
Eoderiao.  Thou  told'st  me  thou  did'st 

hold  him  in  thy  hate. 
lago.  Despise  me,  if  I  did  not.    The 
great  ones  of  the  City, 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  Lieu- 
tenant, 
Off-capped  to  him :— and,  by  the  faith 

of  man, 
I  know  my  price— I  am  worth  no  worse 

a  place; 
But  he,  as  loying  his  own  pride  and 

imrposes, 
Evaaes  them  with  a  bombast  circum- 
stance, 
Horribly  stuffed  with  epithets  of  war ; 


Crammeblt!  Let's  see. 
was  he  an  old  Crimea  man  r 

Algy.  No!  —  He  was 
Colonel  in  the  Bounders 
Green  Volunteers.  {Hoars 
of  laughter.)  You  know 
•'  Crammerlt's  Starchy- 
made  a  fortune  out  of 
it. 

Charlie.  He  must  haye 
spent  a  bit  of  it  last  night. 
They  say  the  flowers  alone 
cost  oyer  a  thousand 
pounds. 

JSnter  Captain  0. 

Captain  0,  Talking  about  the  Colonel  Craiocsblt  Party,  eh? 
(ToUninyitedM.)    Were  you  there  P 

Uninvited  M.  {very  sattricaUy).  Oh,  dear  no  I  I  fear  I'm  not 
smart  enough  to  wairant  my  admittance  into  that  charmed  and 
select  circle.  [Roars  of  laughter. 

Capt.  O,  By  Joye,  you  were  well  out  of  it  {Addressing  the  Club 
generalk^.)    Did— you  oyer  see  such— eh  ? 

Charlie.  I  want  to  know  where  the  deuoe  they  get 
their  men  from. 

Algy.  1  fancy  they  disooyer  them  in  the  City. 

Jack,  /neyer  met— such  shocking  TOople  before. 

Capt.  O.  Too  dreadful  for  words.  I  could  only  conclude 
they  must  haye  been  relations.  [Itoars  of  laughter. 

Jack.  By  the  way,  did  you  notice  that  there  was  a 
•'  bounder ''  who  was  reyersing  ? 

Uninvited  M.  {with  or  eat  indignation).  No! ! ! 

Jack.  I  tell  you  it 's  a  pOAitive  fact  — I  know  it  to 
my  cost ;  for  I  was  dancing  with  that  youni^est  daughter, 
you  know— the  one  who  has  the  fluffy  fringe  oyer  her 
forehead — and  the  brute  bounced  against  us.  and  sent  us 
flying.  Neyer  eyen  apologised.  If  I  could  haye  got  him 
outsiae,  I  declare  I  would  haye  giyen  him  a  deuced  good 
hiding.    A  man  like  that  ougiit  to  be  kieked. 

Uninvited  M.  Were  the  women  any  better  ? 

Algy.  Well,  if  you  call  Mrs.  Dish  any  better ! 

yoL.  cm. 


Uninvited  M.  {with  tragic 
intensity).  You  donH  mean 
to  say  she  was  there ! 

Algy.  I  do. 

Uninvited  M,  But 
do  you  mean  to  say  that 
Mrs.  C&AMiCEBLT  has 
heard 

Joc^.  No.    She's  deaf. 
[Laughter. 

Uninvited  M.  Well,  you 
do  surprise  me  I  {After  a 
long  pause.)  Any  other 
shining  lights  of  London 
Society  P 

Jack.  No— except  that 
fearful  Mrs.  Jussoph  and 
her  daughters,  who  hon- 
oured me  with  an  inyita- 
tion  to  their  afternoon 
party  at  their  suburban 
residence  at  West  Ken- 
sington. I  don't  know 
whether  you  regard  them 
as  an  illumination. 

[Roars  of  laughter. 

Uninvited  m.  {trium- 
phantly). Good  gracious  I 
Then  there  was  positiyely 
no  one  there  that  one 
knows. 

Algy  {thinking  he  has 
said  something  original). 
No  one,  that  one  wants  to 
know. 

Uninvited  M.  I  sup- 
pose the  whole  thing 
was  done  for  an  adyertise- 
ment P 

Algy.  Possibly.  Any- 
how, once  bitten,  twice  shy. 
They  won't  get  me  in- 
side their  stuccoed  palace 
again. 

Chorus  of  Those  who  were 
at  the  Party.  Same  here ! 
[Pause. 

Capt.  O.  {lighting  cigar 
by  candle).  By  the  way. 
Jack,  did  old  Cbav.  ask 
you  to  Scotland  for  the 
12th? 

Jack.  Yes. 

Capt.  O,  So  he  did  me. 
Shall  you  go? 

Jack.    It   depends  —  I 
think  so— if  I  don't   get 
anything  better.    I  'm  told 
it's   a   wonderful    shoot. 
They  pulled  down  oyer  a  thousand  birds  the  first  day,  last  year. 
Capt.  O.  Does  old  Cramkeblt  shoot  ? 

Jack   Oh  dear  no !    He 's  as  blind  as  a  bat.    He  only  rents  it  for 
his  friends. 

Capt.  0.  {greatly  relieved ).  That 's  good  news,  for  he 's  a  terrible 

bore.    He  'd  be  a  shocking  nuisance  on  the  Moors.    I  must  say,  I 

can't  stand  him  at  any  price. 

Jack.  No,  nor  any  of  the  family,  for  the  matter  of  that.  Well,  ta, 

ta  I    Perhaps  we  shall  meet  there.    I  'm  off  to  the  Empire, 

to  join  some  friends  who  'ye  got  a  box. 

[Exit  to  enjoy  further  hospitality. 


Mr.  J-8-PH  Ch-hb-bl-k, 

Mb.  J-88JS  G-LL-SS. 

And,  in  conclusion, 

Nonsuits  my  meditators ;  for,  **  Certes," 

says  he,  [who  was  he  ? 

'*  I  haye  already  chose  my  officer."  And 

Forsooth,  a  great  Arithmetician. 
•  •  •  • 

That  neyer  set  a  squadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  the  diyision  of  a  battle  knows 
More  than  a  spinster ;  unless  the  bookish 

theorick. 
Wherein  the  toged  Consul  can  propose 
As  masterly  as  he ;  mere  prattle,  with- 
out practice, 
Is  all  his  soldiership. 

But,  Sir,  he  had  the  Electum  ! 


**Pebfidiou8  Albioit"  agajk.— Lieutenant  Mizoir,  with 
his  grieyanoes  against  the  British  Niger  Company,  was 
feted  last  week  in  Paris.  To  inform  Frenchmen  that  the 
British  Company  in  question  is  not  so  niger  as  it  has  been 
painted  would  be  useless  at  the  present  moment,  when 
Frenchmen  are  still  loud  in  their  applause  of  the  speech  made 
by  the  Prefect  of  the  Seine  in  such  a  Mizon-scene.  [N.B. — 
Jtni  de  mot  forwarded  by  our  own  **  Prefect  of  the  In-Seine."] 

From  Nbwcastle.— Mr.  Hamoitd,  M.P.  for  Newcastle, 
charged  Mr.  JoHW  Moblet  with  having  made  a  certain 
statement.  Mr.  Moblet  denied  it.  and  asked  Mr.  Hamond 
to  subetautiate  the  charge.  Mr.  Uamond  could  not  do  this, 
nor  did  he  apologise.   Is  this  the  ** ^Amond  honor able^^  f 
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SIR  CARLOS  EUAN-SMITHEZ ;  OR,  THE  INSULTINC  SULTAN  AND  THE  HIGH-TONED  CHRISTIAN  KNICNT. 

A  Modem  Ifooriah  Ballad,  after  Ou  faAiim  o^  Sen  Omiitier, 


<C*dn*i'Cdp*-^ 


Bbayb  Sir  Cablos  Euast-Siothsz  I  basely  haye  .they  borne  thee 
down ;  [crown  P 

Thooflands,  thirty,  wotdd  they  tip  thee  as  a  ohnrl  they  'xl  tip  a 
Thou  at  home  hadst  shown  that  Sultan  with  emphatic  toe  the  door ; 
In  Morooeo  thou  didst  ooolly  turn  thy  back  upon  the  Moor.   . 

Long  in  fiery  Fez  he  lingered,  subtle  Smtthsz,  being  bound 
To  contract  Commercial  Treaty  with  the  minions  of  mahound. 
Full  eight  weeks'  negociations  smoothed  that  Treaty's  parlous  way ; 
On  the  fifth  July  the  Sultan  swore  it  should  be  signed  next  day. 

But  the  false  Frank's  furtiye  whisper  at  the  Sultan's  ear  was  heard. 
(When  the  Frank  may  foil  the  Saxon  won't  he  do  so  P  like  a  bird  1} 


And  the  treacherous  Moorish  Monarch,  to  his  people's  interest 

blind, 
Sold  the  sham  he  dubbed  his  honour,  changed,  the  thing  he  deemed 

his  mind. 

**  Christian  Knight,"  began  the  Monarch  ("knight"  was  diplomat 

for'*dog\ 
**  There  is  something  in  your  Treaty,  that  I  relish— like  roast  hog. 
Enow  Morocco  is  no  home  for  Factories  and  Colossal  Stores ; 
And  the  omnipresent  Bagman  is  a  bugbear  to  my  Moors ! 

*'  All  my  Cadis,  all  my  ladies,  wish  at— Hades  Western  Trade.^ 
You  must  make  large  alterations  in  the  Treaty  we  'ye  half  made ; 
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Shape  it  not  in  Christian  interests,  Christian  Eoight, 

bat  in  Mahouvd's. 
And— incline  thine  ear  I— I  'U  giye  thee,  Christian,  Thirty 

ThoosandPoundsIM" 

Enter  black  skiye  bearing  Treasure  I     Ranged  bags  of 

glitterinff  gold ! 
Then   npspske   brave   EtiAir-SxiTHXZ.     "Hold,   has 

Saltan;  minion,  hold! 
Dost  then  think  to  bribe  and  bay  a  Christian  Knight  h 

A  Paynim  plan ! 
If  /take  it,  thou  mayst  sell  me  to  a  Moorish  dog's-meat 

man  I" 

Then  his  steed  obeyed  his  master,  and  he  whinnied  load 

and  free, 
Tamed  his  back  apon  the  tempter,  oaraooled  with  ooltlsh 

glee; 
Strack  oat  with  his  heels  behind  him,  smote  that  slaye 

apon  the  nose, 
Kicked  the  bags  antil  the  bullion  in  a  DanaS  shower  arose. 

Kerer  Dok  Fkbkakdg's  charger,  Bavieea^  gaye  such 

spring, 
In  the  sawdust-sprinkled  circus  of  Al-Widdiooicb,  the 

King! 
Keyer  did  Don  Gomebsaliez  fiU  the  Moslem  with  more 

fear, 
When  he  smote  him  o'er  the  mazzard  with  hia  streak- 

o*-lightning  spear! 

And  the  scattered  gold  flew  widely,  urged  by  that 

prodigious  kick. 
Smote  the  Frank  behind  the  throne,  although  he  dodged 

amazing  quick : 
Spattered  that  insulting  Sultan,  like  a  splash  of  London 

mud, 
Blackening  his  dexter  eye,  and  from  his  "  boko  "  drawing 

blood. 

Then  Sir  Cablos  £(jak-Smithiz   gaye   that  Moorish 

Sultsn  beans. 
Holding  it  foul  scorn—as  did  the  pluckiest  of  Christian 

Queens— 
That  a  Christian  Knight  should  take  an  insult  from  a 

turban'd  Moor, 
Without  landing  him  a  hot  'un,  without  giying  him 

what-for  I 

Speed  thee,  speed  thee,  noble  charger  I  ^Speed  thee  faster 

than  the  wind  I 
Stout  Sir  Cablos  Euak-Smithbk  leayes  that  Moorish 

Fez  behind ; 
Shakes  its  sand  from  off  his  shoes,  and,  haying  wiped 

the  Sultan's  eye, 
Turns  his  back,  and  takes  his  hook,  without  e'en  wishing 

him  "Good-bye I" 


PARLIAMENTARY   PRIVILEGE. 

JF^e  of  the  LaU  Mmber/or  Tooting.  **  Akohibald,  wet  wbu  tou  so  gbvicpt 

AT  THX  BiGOS  BOOTHBTS'  TO-NIGHT  ?  " 

L.  M.  for  T,  "SuoH  VmonM,  bvqr  a  DnnriB,  fob  a  Mak  who  has  jitst 

LOST  his  SbAT  1  *' 

TF\fe,    "  I  'M  SUBB  FABLIAMBirr  didn't  do  AITTTHIKO  FOB  TOTJ  t " 

L.  M.for  T.  "At  least  it  spabxd  mm  this  bobt  of  thing  happiniko  Six 

TiMXS  A  Wbxk  I " 


OPERATIC  NOTES. 

LoMt  NighU  of  the  Season.^M(mday,—^^  By  General  Desire,  the 
Second  and  Third  Acts  of  Db  LABA-Boom-ae-ay's  Opera,  oiBlled 
La  Luce  deW  Asia,  followed  by  CavaUeria  Buetteana.  Was  *'  by 
general  desire  "  applied  to  the  entire  programme,  or  only  to  its  first 
part  P  Well^  we  may  take  for  granted  that  eyeirone  wanted  to  hear 
and  see  sgain— but  especially  to  hear— the  CavaUeria.  So  the 
"  special  desire  "  must  apply  to  La  Luce  solely  and  only.  If  so, 
then  from  this  wording  we  gather  that  the  general  and  uncontrol- 
lable desire  to  hear  the  Second  and  Third  Acts  of  Db  La-ba- 
Boam*s  Opera  did  not  extend  to  its  Prolojsue,  First  Act,  Fourth  Act 
(if  any),  and  Epilogue.  But  is  it  complimentary  to  a  Composer  to 
express  a  general  wish  to  hear  only  certain  portions  of  his  work, 
implying  thereby  that  the  generally  un-expressed  desire  is  rather 
against  than  for  re-hearing  the  other  portions?  All  the  same  Sir 
GoyxNT  Gabdbnius  exercises  a  eound  discretion  in  thus  dealing  with 
this  particular  Opera. 

2WMi!ay.~BBMBBBG'8  Ncw  Opera,  MavM. 

ChoruB,--'Whj  was  Elaine        I  0  Dbttbiglait- 

Oiyen  again  ?  \  us,  please  explain . 

And  he  did  so,  by  saying  in  the  programme  *'  fiT  In  consequence 
of  its  Great  Success  and  by  general  desire."  Hal  ha!  look  at  the 
hand,  with  index-finger  outstretched !  By  this  sign.  Sir  Dbubio- 
IAHU8  would  haye  us  to  understand  that  *^this  Oom  was  not  one 
which  oyer  went  wiihoui  a  hand,**  Moreoyer,  Sir  Obaclb  tells  us  of 
its  ''Great  Success; "  note  the  capitals,  uid  note  also,  the  expression 
itself,  which  was  not  found  in  the  announcement  of  the  repetition  of 


the  Seeond  and  Third  Acts  of  the  Lif  ht  Asian  Opera  on  Monday. 
Isn*t  this  an  artful  way  of  pitting  Aomirable  Bbhbkbg  against  our 


own  actxraiplished  D£-LABA-BoomP  "  We"  were  not  there  either 
Monday  or  Tuesday,  which,  as  far  as  the  inimitable  intermezzo  of  the 
'*  Huatic  Chivalry  '^  gws,  was  distinctly  **our  "loss.  Butthey  were 
gmng  to  do  without  us,  and  they  did  so ;  but  whether  ill  or  well, 
this  detKH5ciit»  meaning  '*We,"  knoweth  not;  and  so,  we're  like 
Brer  Ilabbit,  who  ky  low  and  said  nothin*.  Brer  Wolf  sezzee  were 
kinder  iorry  bo  wa«  unable  to  ffo  Satterday  artemoon  for  to  hear 
Hr^r  Fox* 8  new  Opera,  Nydia,  the  Blind  OtrL 
Friflat/.—D&n  Gtoyanni.— Madame  Dotti,  in  taking  the  r6le  of 


iflat/ 
Donna  Anna^  "  took  the  cake."    Not  going  ' 

exi^ellent  form* 


►tty,"  but  in 


BE'Ltttleb  -  iKa  Mb.  Gladstoitb's  Majobitt.— Not  that  the 
0«  0,  M,  ia  '*  coming  of  age  in  the  olden  times,"— as  somebody's 
picture  has  it,~but  that  he  is  comi^  in 
with  a  mixed  Majority  of  atoms  difficult 
to  be  assimilated.  This  much  exerdses  the 
wigorous  brain  of  Mr.  R.  D.  M.  Littlbb, 
Q.G.  writing  to  the  Timee,  Of  oourse 
>TJi|l  E.  D.  M.  Ijttlbb,  Q.C.— which  initials, 
'  being  interpreted,  may  mean,  **  Railway 
Directors'  Man  " — ^is  the  Censeryatiyest  of 
Conseryatiyes— "but  that 's  another  Tory," 
as  one  may  say,  adapting  Rudtabd  Kip- 
LiNo's  phrase,~and,  difficult  as  the  O.  O.M. 
may  find  it  t^^  gti  on  with  tiie  aid  of  a  Little  Majority,  he  couldn't 
get  on  any  better  with  the  aid  of  a  Littler. 

FoTK.— The  Quids  to  Wild  West  Kensington  should  announce  the 
objects  of  int4:reat  in  this  Buffalo  Bill  Show,  not  as  **  dasufied,"  but 
•*Codyfied." 
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THINGS  ONE  WOULD  RATHER  HAVE  EXPRESSED  OTHERWISL 

Host,  "Take  a  little  Whiskey  before  you  oo,  Jones!" 
Jones  {after  helping  himulf),  "Thanks  I    May  I  pour  you  out  some  ?*' 
HosL  "Please— not  too  xuoh— just  about  Halt  what  you've  oiyen 
Yourself  1 " 


THE  TEAVELLEB. 

(Modem  Fernon  hy  a  GraUJul  CooJ^i  Touritt.) 
[Mr.  Thomas  Cook,  originator  of  the  giMt  "Perfoomllj 
Gonduoted  "  Tourist  and  Excunionist  Syit«aiy  diad  on  HondAj 
the  18th  July,  ag:ed  84  yean.] 

**  Remote,  unfriended,  melaneholf  slow, 

Or  by  the  lazy  Scheldt,  or  wandering  Po  P*' 

Nay,  gentle  Goldsiiith,  it  is  thus  no  more, 

None  now  need  fear  *'  the  rude  Carinthian  boor," 

The  bandit  Greek,  the  Swiss  of  ayid  grin, 

Or  e'en  the  predatory  Bedouin. 

Where'er  we  roam,  whateyer  realms  to  see, 

Onr  thoughts,  great  Agent^  must  revert  to  thee. 

From  Parthenon  or  Pyramid,  we  look 

In  travelled  ease,  and  bless  tiie  name  of  Cook  I 

Eternal  blessinirs  orown  the  wanderer's  friend  I 

At  Ludgate  Hiu  mav  all  the  world  attend. 

Blest  be  that  spot  wnere  thejgreat  world  instructor 

Assumed  the  rSle  of  PersonaTConduotor  I 

Blest  be  those  ''parties,"  with  safe-conduct  crowned. 

Who  do  in  marshalled  hosts  the  Begular  Round ; 

Gregarious  gaie  at  Pyramid  or  Dome, 

The  heights  of  Athens,  or  the  walls  os  Rome, 

Then  like  flock-folded  sheep,  are  shepherded  safe  home. 

*'  Let  observation,  with  extensive  view, 

Survey  mankind  m>m  China  to  Pern." 

By  all  means,  yes,  or  even  further Jf are,  ^ 

And  Afric's  forest  huffe  and  poisonous  Pigmies  dare. 

But,  to  avoid  the  lonelv  traveller's  pain. 

From  Ludgate  Circus  drag  the  well-linked  chain ; 

As  Amuram  to  Amurath  succeeds. 

So  Cook  to  Cook  I    Thomas's  grandiose  deeds 

What  Tourist  may  forget  F    The  great  one 's  gone, 

But  his  vast  enterprise  shall  still  march  on. 

What  Thomas  started,  is  pursued  by  John. 

Peace  to  the  dust  of  the  Great  Pioneer, 

"  Great  Cook  is  dead,  long  live  Great  Cook  !  "  we  cheer. 


Dark  Doings.— Mrs.  Mastha  Ricks,  the  emancipated 
black  slave,  who  came  all  the  way  from  Liberia  to  pay 
Her  (hucious  Majesty  a  morning  call,  may  be  now 
known  as  "  The  Queen's  Black  Woman,"  or  as  a  companion 
silhouette  to  **  Salisbury's  Black  Man."  Of  course  she 
will  ffo  back  laden  with  valuable  presents,  quite  a 
wealthy  old  lady,  or  **  Bieki  Peeuniarum" 


THE  DUEPEB  IN  POLITICS. 

My  country  neighbours  at  Mount  Duffer  are  not  literary.  So  very 
remote  from  this  condition  are  they,  that  they  regard  men  of  letters 
as  '*  awful  men,"  in  the  Shakspearian  sense  of  the  word.  Conse- 
quently, since  those  pai>ers  began  to  appear,  sometimes,  in  the  pages 
of  Mr,  Punch,  I  have  risen  in  the  general  esteem.  Even  John  Dhu 
Macnab  has  been  heard  to  admit,  that  though  the  Mac  Duffer  is 
**  noe  ffude  ava'  with  the  rod  or  the  rifle,  he 's  a  fell  ane  with  the  pen 
in  his  hand.  Nae  man  kens  what  he  means,  he 's  that  deep."  In 
consequence  of  the  spread  of  this  flattering 
belief,  I  have  been  approached  by  various 
local  Parties,  to  sound  my  fathomless  depths 
as  a  possible  Candidate. 

First  came  a  deputation  of  Jacobites.  They 
were  all  ladies,  of  diiferent  a^es,  young  and 
old ;  all  wore  ornaments  in  which  tne  locks  of 
Queen  Mary,  Charles  the  First,  Prince 
Charlie,  and  other  Saints  and  Martyrs,  were 
conspicuously  displayed.  Would  I  stsnd  as 
a  Jacobite  ?  they  asked,  and  generally  in  the 
interests  of  Romance  and  Royalism.  I  said 
that  I  would  be  delighted ;  but  inquired  as  to 
whether  we  had  not  better  wait  for  Female 
Suffrage.  That  seemed  our  best  chance,  I 
said,  xhey  replied,  that  Flora  Macdonald 
had  no  vote,  and  what  was  good  enough  for 
her  was  good  enough  for  them.  I  then  hinted 
that  it  would  be  well  to  know  for  which  Eing. 
or  Queen,  I  was  to  unfurl  the  banner  at  Glenfinnon.  I  also  suggested 
that  the  modem  Crofters  did  not  seem  likely  to  rally  round  us.  The 
first  question  provoked  a  split,  or  rather  several  sphts  in  our  Party. 
It  appeared  that  some  five  or  six  Pretenders  .of  ooth  sexes,  and  of 
intricate  genealog[ies,  had  their  advocates.  An  unpleasant  scene 
followed,  and  things  were  said  which  could  never  be  forgiven. 


The  deputation,  which  had  been  expected  to  stay  to  luncheon, 
retired  in  tears,  exclaiming  for  a  variety  of  monarohs  all  **over 
the  water." 

The  local  Gladstonians  came  next.  I  had  never  declared  myself, 
they  said.  Was  I  for  Home  Rule?  I  said  we  must  first  review 
Mr.  Gladstone's  numerous  writings  about  Homer,  and  then  come 
to  Home  Rule.  *'  Homer  stops  the  way !  "  Were  Mr.  Gladstone's 
Homeric  theories  compatible  with  a  rational  frame  of  mindP  Here 
I  felt  very  strong,  ana  animated  with  a  keen  desire  to  impart  infor- 
mation. The  deputation  said  all  this  was  ancient  history.  As  to  Home 
R\ile  itself,  they  said  it  really  did  not  matter.  What  they  wanted 
was,  free  poachinsr,  free  private  whiskey-stills,  free  land,  and  a  large 
head  of  game,  to  oe  kept  up  by  the  proprietor,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
elen,  as  in  old  times.  I  said  that  these  seemed  to  me  to  be  Utopian 
demands  If  you  all  fish,  and  shoot,  and  drown  the  keepers  in  the 
linn,  I  urged,  there  will  soon  be  no  game  left  for  any  of  you.  ^  No 
Game-laws.  I  observed,  and  you  will  obviously  have  no  poaching. 
There  will  oe  nothing  to  poach,  and  no  fun  in  doing  it  They  said 
that  they  would  pay  keepers  to  hold  the  Southern  bodies  off,  out  of 
the  rates,  and  the  rates  would  be  paid  by  the  Laird— meaning  me. 
I  said  I  knew  that  several  Lairds  were  standing  on  this  plauorm, 
but  that,  personally,  if  my  land  and  rents  were  to  be  taken  away,  I 
did  not  see  how  the  rates  were  to  be  got  out  of  my  empty  sporran.  Tlds 
was  a  new  idea  to  them,  but  I  cheered  them  up  by  saying  I  was  in 
favour  of  Compulsory  Access  to  Mountains,  with  no  Personal  Option 
in  the  matter.  This  was  what  the  people  needed,  I  said--they 
needed  to  be  made  to  climb  mountains,  beginning  with  Box  HilL 
On  Bank  Holidays,  I  remarked,  they  never  go  to  the  top.  They 
stay  where  the  beer  is.  I  would  have  a  staflfof  Inspectora,  to  see 
that  tiiey  went.  The  general  limbs  and  lungs  would  be  greatly 
improved,  and  the  sale  of  whiskey,  from  private  stills,  would  m 
increased. 

This  unlucky  remark  divided  my  Party.  The  Free  Kirk  Minister 
wora  a  blue  riSbon,  and  was  a  Temperanoe-at-any-price  politician. 
Two  of  •'  The  Men,^'  however,— a  kind  of  inspired  Highland  prophets 
—had  a  still  of  their  own,  and  they  and  the  Minister  neariy  oame 
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}low8.  The  Party  then  withdrew,  giying  three  oheert 
Mr.  Olidsioitx,  but  not  pledging  themselyes  to  yote 
me. 

he  Eight  Hoars'  people  were  at  me  next.    I  said  I 
that  the  Bill  would  proride  employment  for  a  number 
eople,  bat  I  added,  that  I  did  not  see  who  was  to  pay 
wages,  nor  who  was  to  bay  the  goods.    For,  I  re- 
ked,   yoa   certainly   cannot  compete  with  f oreis^n 
tries  at  this  rate,  and  at  home  the  Glasses  will  oe 
^eting  with  you,  bein^  obliged  to  have  reooarse  to 
oal  laboar.    Thev  said  that  was  jost  what  they 
ted,  eyerybody  to  laboar  with  his  hands.    I  answered 
many  of  the  Glasses,  apoor  lot  at  best  {eheers)^ 
I  come  on  the  Parish,    who  was  to  pay  the  rates 
.  eyerybody  was  working,  and  nobody  was  baying 
was  made  ?    If  there  were  no  markets,  where  were 
to  sell  year  prodaoe  P    They  said  they  would  liye 
Oi  the  land.    I  answered  that  the  land  would  not  sup- 
port the  nopulation :  you  would  need  to  import  bread- 
stuffs,  with  what  were  you  going  to  pay  for  themP    I 
added  that  my  heart  was  with  them,  but  that  tney  could 
only  attain  tneir  ends  by  massacring  or  starying  three- 
fourths  of  the  population,  and  who  knew  how  he  him- 
self miffht  fare,  with  a  three-to-oae  chance  against  his 
suryiysi?    Suppose  it  did  not  come  to  that,  I  urged, 
suppose  the  Bill^ye  all  the  world  employment ;  suppose 
that,  somehow,  it  also  paid  their  wages,  or  suppcnted 
them,  in  a  yery  short  time  you  would  need  a  Four  Hours' 
Bill  (cheers),  a  Two  Hours^  BiU.  a  One  Hour's  Bill,  of 
course  with  no  fall  in  wages.    The  constitution  of  things 
would  not  run  to  it. 

They  said  that  I  had  clearly  not  fought  out  the  econo- 
mic aspect  of  the  question.  I  said  that  was  how  my  hair 
was  blanched,  with  trying  to  fight  it  out,  but  that, 
somehow,  it  always  baffled  me.  1  added  remarks  about 
squaring  the  circle,  but  they  said  it  was  a  good  deal 
easier  to  square  Mr.  GLADflTOFB.  The  fridnds  of  Total 
ProhiUtion  of  Vaccination  and  of  Beer  weB&  waiting,  also 
a  deputation,  who  wanted  subscriptions  for  a  Shellst 
Memorial,  Russian  Jews,  Maxim  guns  for  Missionaries, 
and  other  beneyolent  objects.  I  declined  to  see  them, 
howeyer,  and  was  left  to  solitude,  and  to  the  reflection 
that  I  am  unfitted  for  the  sphere  of  actiye  politice.  In 
this  belief  the  neighbours  are  now  pretty  generally  agreed, 
which,  as  I  haye  no  keen  ambition  to  s)une  in  Parliunent, 
is  a  yery  fortunate  circumstance. 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 
DsJLB  Mb.  Punch,  MourU  Street,  Grosvenor  Square. 
Thb  Baoe  for  the  Eclipse  Stakes  at  Sandown  was  pro- 
ductiye  of  tremendous  excitement,  and  eyerybody  turned  pale  as 
the  two  gallant  horses  came  up  the  straight,  looked  together,  but  the 
key  to  the  situation— Parliamentary  phrase,  due  to  the  preyalenoe 
of  Elections— was  held  by  the  champion  Orme,  who  managed  to 
get  home,  '*all  out"  by  a  neck! — at  least.  Lord  Abthxtb  said  he 
was  **  all  out,**  though  how  he  could  be  **  home  "  at  the  same  time 
I  don't  quite  understand— but  he  may  haye  been  alluding  to  the 
backers  of  Orvieto.  I  was  told  that  St,  Damien  **made  up  a  lot 
of  ground  at  the  finish ; "  but  I  can't  say  I  noticed  it  myself,  as 
the  course  looked  to  me  exactly  as  it  did  before'  the  race !  Dear 
me !  how  pleased  my  friends  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Wbst- 
lavsTEB  did  look  !— and  with  good  reason,  too— it  was  a  wonderful 
task  for  Orme  to  accomplish,  with  only  six  weeks'  training!— it 
must  haye  been  a  special  train  all  the  time ;  in  fact,  the  one  he 
was  brought  to  Sandown  in,  I  suppose. 

Being  unable  to  go  to  Leicester,  I  took  adranta^  of  a  miliiary 

escort,  offered  me  by (no — ^let  tie  gailaiit  officer's  name  ramain  a 

secret— he  little  thought  he  was  esc^tfting'  a  Presa^lady)— to  paf  a 
yisit  to  the  Bfew  Wimbledon— and  "being-  nothing  if  not  loyal^  1  chose 
the  day  when  the  shooting  for  the/'Quetn'e^'  oommenoed.  My 
escort  informed  me  with  an  inane  smile,  that  the  Caiap  had  eixxri- 
enced  '*Bisley  weather  j  "  the  feebleness  of  which  ji.ike  no  imnoved 
me,  that  I  am  hidf  inclined  to  ]^t  his  name  in  th«  jnilory  of  pu  blic 
print— (what  a  glorious  expression  for  our  own  Midlothian  Uouthor) 
— but  I  refrain,  for  reasons  connected  with  Lord  ABrnni. 

I  must  say  that  I  think  Bisley  ha^  i  more  bnsineJts-like  look  than 
Wimbledon  eyer  had,  though  perhaps  this  is  s^^aroel^  to  the  taj^te  of 
tiie  ayera^  feminine  yisitor,  who  used  to  enjoy  pie-nicinfr  t<i  the 
accompaniment  of  whizzingjbullets,  and  docs  not  appr^ciat^  the 
latter  without  the  former.  The  shooting  was  very  uncertain  in  the 
first  stage  of  the  Queen's,  as  the  wind  was  in  a  variable  mood— (is 
the  wina /emtmne,  I  wonder  P)—goin^  B««ii(?t5tn^6i  at  ^;Lu^r,  and 
sometimes  at  thirty  miles  an  hour,  which  was  disconcerting  and 
inoooynderate  behayiour  (it  mnui  be  feminine !) — calculated  to  annoy 


A  VICTORY   OF  THE   POLLS. 

Mbntal  collapsb  of  ak  Election  Editob  aftbb  oompilxito  Statistics 
Day  and  Nioht  fob  thb  last  Thbbb  Wbbbs  ! 


any  right-minded  Volunteer!  Indeed,  one  notoriously  good  shot, 
Pnyate  Chickbit,  although  a  good  plucked  one— haying  made  six 
misses  in  ten  shots— declined  to  be  roasted  by  his  friends,  and 
retired  into  his  casserole— yiiiif^  is  French  for  tent,  I  believe — while 
seyeral  other  marksmen  (why  marksmen  F)  found  themselyes  care- 
fuUy  placing  their  bullets  on  other  i|eople's  targets. 

Howeyer,  I  was  much  struck  with  the  equanimity  with  which 
reyerses  were  accepted  by  the  members  of  our  ^aUant  Amateur 
Army,  and  intend  composmg  an  ode  in  their^  honotir,  to  be  sung  in 
eamp  to  the  accompamment  of  bullets,  bsgpipes,  and  brass  bands  I 
(more  alliteration  for  the  Midlothian  Maltese  Marriage  Merchant), 
the  refrain  of  which  will  run  thus  :— 

The  Volunteer !    The  Volunteer  1 ! 
No  matter  how  the  wind  may  reerl 
WiU  have  no  fear  I  aad  will  not  sweer  I !  bo  do  not  jeer  T! !  the  Volunteer !!! " 

—appropriate  patriotic  music  to  which  will  be  written  by  Signer 
CuDcraTi  ScmoTTi! 

There  is  no  racing  of  any  importance  this  week,  there  being  only  a 
small  Meeting  under  Pie  Kic  Rules,  at  a  place  called  Goodwood-— (I 
write  of  it  in  this  contemptuous  way,  as  I  am  not  going  myself )~ 
somewhere  on  the  coast  of  the  Solent^to  which  I  n^  not  allude  at 
any  length ;  I  will,  therefore,  only  mention  one  race  haying  been  so 
sucoesml  lately,  that  I  can  afford  to  rest  on  my  oars— (rather  an 
insecure  position  by  the  wi^,  for  anyone  who  can't  swim  I)  and 
remain  as  usual  Yours  deyotedly,  .    Ladt  Gat. 

Gheszxbpisld  Cup  SxLscnoir.   '. 

To  win  such  a  race  as  the  CSiesterfield  Cup, 
Is  a  task  wanting  speed  and  endurance ; 


And  the  duty  of  all,  ere  the  ghost  giying  up. 
Is  to  quickly  effect  an  Instiranoe,"         ^ 


P.S,—I  don't  see  any  sense  in  this,  but  the  rhffme  is  goodb! 


L.  G. 
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UNPLEASANT   DUTIES   OF   CLUB    LIFE. 

Monsieur  YioroR  Achillb  PiTBOLT,  the  new  Chef,  is  suddenlt  smucoNBD  bevorb  the  Coicmittbe  to  BSOBn^B  a  Rbpbimand 

The  Qitestion  la,  Who  'b  to  ADMiNiaTEB  it  f 


WILLIAM  THE  WHEELMAN. 

EnthtmtuUe  Cyoliit  loquitur  ;— 

I   HAYB  noticed  with  unfeigned  and  real 
pleasure,  Itumps  /) 

The   rapid  growth  of  Cfoling.    [How  it 
To  thoee  who  haye  the  energr  and  leifure 

It  tJiatdB— (Confound  tht$  saddle!   U  to 
bumps  /) 
What  otherwise  would  he  quite  nnattainahle, 

A  healthy,  and  a  pleasur&hle  form 
Of  ezeroise.    ( Yes,  heaiih  is  hen^  gainable : 

Bui  I  am  most  uncomfortably  warm  !) 

It  gives  them  the  advantages  of  travel, 

(By  Jingo  !    I  was  nearly  over  then  ! 
A  tumble  and  the  ^^  gravel-rash^*  would  gravel 

The  nimblest  of  extremely  Grand  Old  Men) 
Which,  previous  to  the  Cycle's  happy  advent, 

Were  out  of  almost  everyhody's  r«u)h. 
{And  to  the  ^^  spirits  "  of  the  cyeUng-ead  vent, 

^Arry  on  Wheels  the  law  must  manners 
teach,) 

It 's  really  very  much  more  pro^tahle 

Than  is  the  long  luxurious  railway  journey. 
(If  in  the  saddle  J  feel  not  more  stable^ 

rUbe  **  unhorsed,''  like  tilter  in  a  totimeyf) 
Monotonous  the  journey  from  the  City, 

Along  a  fixed  unalterahle  route. 
(This  is  an  old'*  boneshaker."    'Tis  a  pity  ! 

For  over  the  front  wheel  one '«  apt  to  shoot,) 

The  traveller's  whirled  from  station  unto 
station, 
(/  wish  there  were  nutre  stations  on  this 
road,) 
With  hardly  half  a  chanoe  for  observation. 
(^  I  know  where  lam^  may  I  be  bhwed  Ot 


examine 
leouldspot  a  pub  ! 


Without  an  opportunity  to 

Thedistriot.  (Wishthat.  , 

For  I  am  overdone  wtth  thirst  anafamtnm. 

And  see  no  chance  of  tipple  or  of  grub  I 

(I  must  travel  many  miles  o'er  clay  or  cobble , 

I  fear,  before  I  II  have  a  real  rest. 
The  bif  wheel  and  the  little  shift  and  wobble, 

Ithtnk'the  low  pneumatic  Cycle  *s  best, 
Eht    ** Dangerous  to  Cyclists ! ''     That *s  a 
notice, 

I  fancy,  that  suagests  a  spin  down-hill. 
How  stiff  I  feel '    How  very  parched  my 
throat  is!  {.tfilln 

Hold  up  *    By  Jove,  but  that  was  near  a 

I  emphasise  the  fact  that  I  consider     [wheel 

That,    physically— (PA«u^A/     that    little 
IsdangerousaspoorolaWKLLVK^s^'widder,'') 

Tea,  morallv,  and  socially,  I  feel 
The  benefits  d  Cycling  are  unbounded. 

Almosftr-iAlmost  I  fear  a  nasty  fall: 
I  wish,  with  big  and  Utile  wheel  confounded. 

That  I  were  on  a  Safety,  after  all!) 


Whisper  bt  AJi  ill  Wind.— If  Alderman 
Enill  cannot  conscientiously  attend  the  Es- 
tablished Church  service,  whereat  it  is  not 
essential  for  a  Lord  Mayor  to  be  present,  the 
Court  of  Aldermen  ought  to  be  proud  of  him. 
and  elect  him  '*  Wil^-Enilly^'  to  be  Lord 
Mayor  all  the  same.  Whatever  mav  be  the 
result,  of  Alderman  Knux  nothing  but  good 
can  be  said.    **  Nil  nisi  bonum,'' 

Black  Gamb.— '*  Bother  Morocco  i "  savs 
a  Sportsman.  "What's  the  news  from  the 
Moors?" 


A  PROSPECT  OF  THE  TWELFTH. 
(By  an  Impressionist, ) 

Cbbtainlt,  I  can  foresee  my  adventures. 
I  can  tell  of  mv  march  over  the  heather,  of 
my  delight  as  the  breezy  air  sweeps  over  the 
moors,  and  helps  to  bronze  my  already  sun- 
burnt face  I 

I  can  fancy  the  chatter  of  the  keeper  as  he 
holds  my  second  gun.  and  pavs  me  that  atten- 
tion which  can  only  be  wiped  off  by  tips !  I 
can  hear  the  sound  of  the  first  shot,  and  deci« 
pher  the  meaning  of  the  initial  puff  of  smoke ! 

I  can  see  the  shadows  disappearing  as  lunch- 
time  comes  to  hand.  I  can  recognise  the  cart 
with  its  goodly  contents,  and  Uie  girls  who 
will  sit  beside  us  as  we  discuss  our  modest 
pies  (hot  and  savoury,)  and  quaff  our  '84. 
And  then  I  can  hear  the  retreating  footsteps 
as  the  darlings  trip  away,  leaving  us  to 
resume  our  chase  after  the  birds. 

And  then  the  shadows  will  grow  lonj^, 
and  the  sun  will  set  behind  the  hills  m  a 
mass  of  purple,  red,  and  ffold ;  and  it  will 
be  time  for  us  to  turn  our  faces  towards  the 
shooting-box  that  will  shelter  us  through  the 
long  watches  of  the  summer's  night. 

And  lastly  I  can  see  the  finid  halt  at  the 
ponlterer*s,  as  we  purchase  the  grouse  to  fill 
our  bags  before  the  journeying  home. 

A  Gboobaphical  Thsobt.—**  Where  is 
Liberia  P"  inquired  one  cultured  person  of 
another,  d  propos  of  Mrs.  RiCKs's  interview 
with  the  QuBBN.  *'  I  'm  sure  /  don't  know," 
was  the  answer,  **  but— judging  by  the  name 
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WILLIAM  THE  WHEELMAN. 


"•I  CAN  ONLY  EMPHASISE  THE  FACT  THAT  I  (CONSIDER  THAT  PHYSICALLY,  MORALLY,  AND  SOCIALLY, 
THE  BENEFITS  THAT  CYCLINO  CONFERS  ON  THE  MEN  OF  THE  PRESENT  DAY  ARE  ALMOST  UNBOUNDED.' 
(Ande.)    WISH  I  WERE  ON  A  'SAFETY'  f!'' 
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MmOB  MISERIES. 
No.  I.~To  A  Last  on  who«b  Tabli-Cloth 

HI  HAD  UP8XT  THS  MU8TAXD-P0T. 

Deab  Lady,  in  yoar  dining-room 

I  sat,  a  melancholy  slaye. 
Your  amOes  oonld  hardly  chase  my  gloom ; 

While  others  jested,  I  was  grave. 
And  still  yon  saw  me  sit  and  sit— 

*' Enough  of  this,"  you   said,  "come, 
come,      ^^ 
Be  cheerfuL"    While  I  merely  bit 

A  foolish,  irresponsiye  thnmo. 
And  f onnd  no  comfort  in  the  act, 

And  oorsed  myself,  the  dnmsy  Goth, 
As  Toid  of  fineers  as  of  tact. 

Who  spilt  the  mustard  on  the  doth  I 

That  was  the  cause  of  all  my  woe— 

Good  lack,  I  blame  my  thumbs  in  yain ; 
Still  on  the  doth's  expanded  snow 

I  seem  to  see  that  yellow  stain. 
And  still  Tou  sit  and  speak  me  fair, 

And  still  your  Butler  grimly  smiles, 
The  while  I  paint  in  mustard  there 

A  sketch-map  of  the  British  Ides. 
I  think  it  had  repaid  my  guilt 

Had  you  fladi^  fire  like  Ashtaroth, 
And  soorohed  the  clumsy  wretch  who  spilt 

That  flood  of  mustard  on  your  cloth. 

Beef,  pudding,  cherry-tart,  and  cream. 

What  more  could  mortal  man  desire  ? 
I  munched  them  idly  in  a  dream, 

My  head  sang  like  a  Tillage  choir. 
I  fumbled  with  the  silTer  pot 

From  which  that  tawny  torrent  ran ; 
I  heard  you  nay  it  mattered  not, 

To  cheer  a  miserable  man. 
So  here  I  thank  tou  ;  may  I  be 

Extinct  as  is  the  Behemoth 
Rather  than  spill  by  Fate's  decree 

Once  more  the  mustard  on  your  doth. 


most  gradoos.  HowcTer,  he  said  that  he  was 
not  quite  prepared  to  sign  a  Commercial  Treaty. 
He  offered,  in  lieu  of  denature,  to  giTC  me 
tweWe  sacks  of  emeralos  (uncut),  and  the 
wiTCs  of  six  of  his  Field-Marshals.  Ex- 
plained that  no  representatiTC  of  England 
could  entertain  such  a  suggestion.  The  Sul- 
tan, upon  this,  terminated  the  interTiew. 

Fourth  Daj/.—Th^  Sultan  haTing  learned 
that  Herr  YoK  KLBTEBMAinr  was  a  member 
of  mj  Htite,  expressed  a  wish  for  a  second 
meeting.  I  consequently  attended  at  the 
Palace.  Herr  Yoir  Elbtsbmakk,  haTing  pro- 
duced a  number  of  artifidal-fiowers.  a  bird- 
cage, and  a  rabbit,  from  an  Opera-hat^  His 
Miuesty  asked  the  price.  I  immediately 
repued,  a  Treaty  of  Commeroe.  I  am  to  call 
again  to-morrow. 

Fifth  Day, — Had  another  interTiew  with 
HisMsjesty.   The  Sultan  wanted  to  know  the 


FANCY   PORTRAIT. 


THE  NEXT  AFRICAN  MISSIOH. 

( Telegraphic  Pricii  of  the  Negoeiatume, ) 

First  Day.— ArriTcd  safely  at  the  Sul- 
tan's capital.  Everything  in  proper  order. 
Draft  Treaty  in  my  trunk  with  my  diplo- 
matic uniform.  Escort  in  marching  oraer. 
Ammunition  in  wagjp on.  Quite  ready  to 
commence  ne^iations.  Only  waiting 
for  the  objuring  paraphernalia  of  Herr 
Yox  Kletsemahk  to  come  up  with  us. 
Thought  that  that  special  morning  per- 
formance before  the  King  and  Queen  of 
the  Cannibal  Islands  would  delay  matters. 

Second  Day.— Herr  Yow  Elktrbmakr 
and  his  traps  haTO  arrired  in  camp. 
Looked  OTer  the  conjuring  tricks.  Soxry  to 
find  that  one  of  the  best  (the  Inexhaustible 
Bottle)  has  been  stolen  by  the  Queen  of  the 
Cannibal  Idands.  As  tinie  is  an  object,  un- 
able to  send  back  to  recoTer  it.  Might  haTe 
to  fight  for  it,  too,  which  would  posdoly  lessen 
the  numbers  of  our  escort.  Exports  declare 
that  the  Inexhaustible  Bottie  could  only  be 
secured  at  the  point  of  the  bajonet.  HaTe 
arranged  for  a  meeting  with  toe  Sultan  to- 
morrow. 

Third  Day.^-Sultan's  toothache  better. 
His  Muesty  haTing  sent  word  that  he  would 
be  glad  to  see  me,  I,  accompanied  by  the 
Interpreter,  the  Coinmander  of  the  Escort,  and 
last,  but  certainly  not  least,  Herr  YoH 
ELXTKUfAHK.  arriTod  at  the  Pslace.  Found 
that  the  Lord  High  Chamberlain  had  been 
remoTed  yesterday.  The  L(nrd  High  Execu- 
tioner was  acting  in  his  stead.  In  fact,  this 
orerworked  official  seemed  to  be  the  solitary 
suryiTor  of  the  Imperial  Household.  The 
Lord  Hiffh  Executioner  told  us  that  His 
Migestr  Had  been  Tery  irritable  yesterday. 
The  Sultan^  he  said,  was  now  in  a  good  temper, 
and  was  quite  harmless.  I  found  His  Majesty 


wdl  to  leaTe  the  country  as  soon  as  posdble, 
started  early,  Herr  Yoir  Exetebmahk  had 
expressed  his  doubts  whether  His  Majesty 
would  be  satisfied.  It  appears  that  the  Magic 
hat  requires  a  good  dealof  preparation  to  do 
effectiTc.  The  Herr's  forebodings  of  ctU 
were  speedily  Terified.  The  Miedon  had  not 
gone  a  mile  before  we  were  followed  by  the 
entire  army.  We  made  a  demonstration 
with  the  machine-gun,  which  had  the  effect 
of  destroying  six  or  soTen  briffades  of  the 
enemy.  The  Sultan  in  person,  declared  that 
he  conddered  the  Treaty  nulL  Nothing  to 
do  but  retire  as  best  we  could. 

Fiphth  Day.— Deeply  regret  failure  of  the 
Mission.  HowcTer,  find  that  the  King  and 
Queen  of  the  Cannibal  Islands  are  anxious 
for  annexation  to  England.  They  seem  im- 
pressed with  the  notion  that  the  British 
GoTemment  haTe  power  to  i*niifm  a  flow  of 
spiritsfromthelnexliuuBtible  Bot  tie  which, 
since  the  departure  of  Herr  Von  KLEV^a- 
VAinr,  has  ceased  to  jield  ELkobolicdnoks. 
Of  course,  shall  do  n<»tKing  in  this  nc-w 
matter  until  I  reot>ive  ftirthtir  iastractions. 
Ninth  Day.— Embarked  oa  my  rtturn 
home. 


THE  TwIGHT  MAK  IN  THE  RIGHT  PLACE- 
BENNETT,  M.P.  FOR  LINCOLN. 


ADVICE  TO  THE  G.  0.  M. 

{From  a  Mathematical  Tory,) 

Take  forty-two,  and  carry  eight 
(Eight  hours,  I  mean),  then  mind  your  eye ; 
Bring  all  your  items  up  to  date, 
And  do  your  best  to  multipli; 
Your  sheep  by  next  subtracting  Totes 
From  OTer-suffraged  Tory  goats. 
By  Registration  Law  perplexed. 
Take  *  qualifying  periods  "next. 
And  at  one  swoop  reduce  with  glee 
TwelTC  months,  or  more,  to  on^  three. 
Add  labour  to  your  motiey  crew. 
Subtract  (from  life)  a  church  or  two. 
Produce,  with  geometric  skill. 
The  lines  of  many  a  promised  bill. 
But  state— the  Unionists  to  tcx^ 
That  Home  Rule  always  equals  x. 
Raise,  in  a  rash,  disastrous  hour. 
Campaigning  Irdand  to  a  power. 
And  thus,  to  prayers  andprotests  deaf. 
Bisect  the  Empire.    Q.  £.  F. 


terms  of  the  proposed  Treaty.  I  replied,  free 
access  to  the  interior  for  British  merchandise, 
and  the  abolition  of  daTery.  His  Migesty 
replied,  he  did  not  mind  the  abolition  of 
slaTcry  so  much,  on  the  understanding  that 
the  r^rulation  did  not  apply  to  him.  Herr 
VoK  SxBTSRXAirir  then  produced  his  Mupc 
hat,  and  brought  out  from  it  a  cup  of  coffee, 
half-a-dozen  recentiy- washed  handkerchiefs, 
and  a  white  mouse.  The  last  item  caused  us 
to  be  hurriedly  expelled  from  the  Palace.  It 
appears  that  the  Sultan  greatiy  objects  to 
mice.  The  Interpreter  should  haTe  informed 
me  of  this  peculiarity. 

Sixth  Da^.— ReceiTed  a  message  from  His 
Msjesty  to  the  effect  that  he  would  be  glad 
to  see  me  and  Herr  YoK  Klktebmaxk  again, 
on  the  condition  that  nothing  objectionable 
should  be  jproduced  from  the  Magic  hat. 
Herr  YoK  ELXTSRMAirK  once  more  gaTe  a 
stance.  The  eminent  entertainer  extracted 
from  the  CKbus  a  portmanteau,  a  soup- tureen, 
and  a  lady's  watch.  His  Majesty  greatly 
delighted.  He  signed  the  Treaty,  and  pos- 
sessed himself  of  ttie  hat. 

SevetUh  Day.—Enawmg  that  it  waa  as 


PBETEHCE  VEBSUS  DEFEHCE. 

SCXNB—  WhkehaU,  Time— The  Preeent. 
Enter  IJniTersal  Inspector -General, 
accompanied  hy  Mr.  Admiralty  Official. 

Universal  Inspector- General.    So  tou 
are  going  to  haTe  NaTal  ManoeuTres  siter 
,  all.  Mr.  Admiralty  Official  P 

Mr,  Adm,  Official,  Yes,  General,  we  are. 
I      Un  Ins^'Oen,  knA  •?e  you  going  to  do 
anything  new  thi*  time  F 

Mr,  Ad*    Off.    Nothing  more    than   the 
I  DEUil  ineaniDj?le!i9  criuMOg. 

Vn.  Inx.-ften,  1  retiil  something  about  the 
I  landing  of  the  wounded  1'* 

Mr,  Ad.  Off.  Ah— U]4t  m  new!    We  are 

going  to  '"assume"  a  number  of  wounded. 

'  To  quotd  from  the  Eeg^ilations—^^  Before  the 

shipa  leaT^  for  the  port-^,  officers  in  command 

of  neeta  mxd  equudrons  are  to  communicate  to 

each  Com  miLiidt?r- in -Chief,  by  telegraph,  the 

I  aggregate  number  of  assumed  wounded  that 

I  may  m  expectMl  to  reach  his  port." 

Un,  Ins.'Oen.  Tdl  me  what  do  we  want 
I  with  these  pointless  ManoeuTres  f     Wouldn't 
it  haTe  answered  CTeryone's  purpose  if  there 
had  been  a  lecture  in  lieu  of  them  at  the  Boyal 
United  SerTioe  Institution  ? 
Mr,  Ad,  Off,  1  should  not  be  surprised. 
Un,  Ins.'Gen.    Then  why  run  into  this 
'  unnecessary  expense  P 

Mr.  Ad.  Off.  You  really  must  ask  my 
Bucoesior  I  lExewii  severaUy. 
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THE   OTHER   SIDE   OF  THE   CANVASS. 

(A  Purely  Imaginary  Sketch,) 

Scnri — A  Portico  in  Portman  Squar$.  Mr.  BEVJAxnr  Gulchib 
(an  ardent  Radical  Artiean^  eanvauing  the  dietrict  on  behalf  of 
a*^pal**  of  Am,  who  is  puUing  up  as  a  Labour  Candiaate)^ 
discovered  on  the  doorstep, 

Mr.  Gulcher  {to  himself—after  knocking).  Some  mif^ht  think  it 
was  0B*7  waste  of  time  me  oalliB'  at  a  swell  'onse  o'  tms  sort— but 
them  as  liyes  in  the  'ighest  style  is  orfen  the  biggest  demmyorats. 
Ter  never  know  1  Or  p*raps  this  Sir  NoRMiir  KAflXBT  ain't  made 
his  mind  np  yet,  and  I  oan  tork  him  over  to  our  mnj  o'  thinking. 
(The  doors  are  suddenly  flung  open  hy  two  young  men  %n  a  veryplam 
and  sombre  livery,)  Two  o'  theyoim^  'nni,  I  s*pose.  (Aloud,)  'Ow 
oreycr  ?  Father  in,  d*  yer  know  P 

lirst  Ihotman  (hftily),  I  don*t  know  anything  about  your  father, 
I'm  sore.     Better  go 
down  the  airey  -  steps 
and  inquire  there. 

Mr,  G^,  (annoyed  with 
himself.)  It 's  my  mis- 
take. I  didn't  see  yer 
were  on'y  flunkeys  at 
first.  1 1  's  yer  QuVnor 
/  want— the  ole  man  I 

First  Footman  (with 
cold  dignity).  If  you 
are  illewdm|[  to  Sir 
NoBMAN,  he  18  not  at 
home. 

Mr,  O,  (indignantly), 
'Ow  can  yer  tell  me 
sedi  a  falsehood,  when 
I  oan  see  him  myself, 
a-dodgin'  about  down 
there  in  the  passage  1 
(Forces  his  way  past  the 
astonished  men  into  the 
hallf  and  addresses  a 
stately  Sutler  in  plain 
dothes.)  'Ere,  Sir 
Naskbt,  I've  come  in 
to  'aye  a  little  tork  with 
you  on  the  quiet  like. 

The  Butler  (not  dis* 
pleased),  I  don't  happen 
to  be  Sir  Nobman  him- 
self, my  frood  man.  Sir 
NoBXAir  is  out. 

Mr.  O.  Out.  is  he? 
that^s  ti'^tyl  I  wanted 
to  see  him  on  important 
business.  But  look  'ere 
—p'raps  his  Missus  is  in 
SheVl  do  \  (Tohim- 
<«(fO  I  gen'ally  ^t 
along  with  the  wimmin- 
fdk— sofiM  'ow ! 

The  Butler,  I  can't 
say  if  her  liadyship  is  at 
home.  If  you  like  to 
send  up  your  name,  I  'U 
inquire. 

Mr.  O,  You  tell  her 
Mr.  Bev jAvnr  Oulchxr  is  'ere,  if  she  'U  step  down  a  minnit  She 
needn*t  'firry,  yer  know,  if  she 's  'aying  her  dinner  or  oleanin'  her- 
self. (To  htmself.  as  the  Butler  departs  noiselessfy,)  Ciyil-rooken 
party  that— one  o'  the  lodgers,  seemin'ljr.  Boomy  sort  o'  crib  this 
'^ere.    Wonder  what  they  pay  a  week  for  it  I 

Butler  (returning).  Her  Ladyship  will  see  yon,  if  yon  will  step 
this  way. 

[Mr.  G.  is  taken  up  a  staircase^  and  ushered  into  the  presence  of 
Lady  Nassbt,  who  is  seated  at  her  writmf-table. 

Lady  N.  (still  writing).  One  moment,  please.  My  husband  is  out 
just  now— but  if  you  will  kindly  state  the  nature  of  your  business 

with  him,  I  daresay  I  could (She  looks  up.)    Good  Heayens! 

What  could  haye  possessed  Clabksok  to  show  suon  a 
mhere/    (To  herself .) 

Mr.  O,  (in  his  most  ingratiating  manner).  Well,  Mum,  in  the 
absence  of  his  Lordship,  I  am  sure  you  'U  proye  a  'ighly  agreerble 
substitooti 

Lady  N,  (freextngly).  May  I  ask  you  to  tell  me— in  two  words— 
what  it  is  you  wish  to  see  him  about. 


Mr.  Jos  QnxLCH,  as  we  're  runnin'  for  a  Labour  Candidate  this 
Election. 

Lady  N.  I  really  cannot  answer  for  my  husband's  yiews  on 
political  matters,  Mr.— a— Squklchxb  ;  I  make  it  a  rule  never  to 
interfere. 

Mr,  O,  Jest  what  my  old  woman  sez.  I 'ye  learnt  her  not  to 
argy  with  me  on  politics.  But,  yer  see,  a  deal  depends  on  the 
way  a  thinff  is  done^  eni— (insinuatingly)^  good-lookin'  woman 


t  person  as  that 


Mr,  O,  Certingly  you  may.  Mum! 
your  good  Gentleman  to  promise  me 


It's  like  this 'ere.    I  want 
his  yote  and  influence  for 


some  eyenin' — say  a  Saturday,  now^when  he 's  jest  'ad  enough  to 
feel  'appy,  and  coax  him  into  giyin^  his  yote  to  Quelch.     You 
know  'ow  to  do  it  I    And  he 's  the  right  man,  mind  yer,  Quzlch 
is— the  right  fVMifi  / 
Lady  Jv.  (almost  inaudibfy).  How— how  dare  you  come  into  ny 

house,  and  offer  me  this  impertinent  adyioe  I    How F 

Mr,  O,  (good-tern^ 
peredly).  Easy  there. 
Lady— no  impertinence 
intended,  I'm  sure.  I 
riiouldn't  come  in  'ere. 
intrudin'  on  the  saorea 
priyacy  of  the  Britiah 
'Ome,  which  I  'm  quite 
aware  an  Englishman's 
'Ouse  is  his  Castle— 
and  rightly  so  — if  I 
didn't  feel  priyile^ed 
like.  I'm  eanvaserngt 
I  ami 

Lady  JST.  You  are 
taking  a  moat  nnnar- 
donable  liberty,  and,  if 
you  haye  the  sUghieei 

sense  of  decencnr 

Mr.  O.  (implorinM), 
Now  look  'ere  —  don't 
let  us  'aye  a  yulgar  row 
oyer  this !  I  aiirt  goin' 
to  loee  my  temper. 
Strike  —  but  'ear  me  I 
If  we  don't  think  alike, 
there's  no  reason  why 
you  and  me  should  fall 
out.  I  put  that  to 
you.  It's  likely  enough 
you  don't  know  Job 
QublchP 

Lady  N,  (with  tem- 
per). I  neyer  heard  of 
the  man  in  my  life  I 

Mr.  Q,  \triumpk- 
antly\  See  there,  now. 
That's  where  oanyasa- 
ing  comes  in,  d'yer 
see.P  It's  our  honly 
way  of  combating  tas 
hignirance  and  hapathy 
of  the  Upper  Clsnsei. 
Well,  luTteU  yer 
somethink  ahout  'um 
Qttblch  worked  aa  a 
lighterman  on  a  bar^e  luurteen  years  for  eighteen  bob  a- 
week.    Ain't  that  a  Msn  of  the  People  for  yer  P    And  if  he 

S'ts  into  Parliment.  he  'U  insist  on  Labour  bein'  seryed  fust ;  he  'a  in 
your  of  Shortened  Hours  of  Labour,  Taxation  o'  Ground  Bttits.  One 
Man  one  Vote.  Triannual  ParUments  and  Payment  o*  Members, 
Compulsory  Allotments,  Proyidin'  Work  by  Goy'ment  for  the 
Unemployed,  Abolition  o'  the  'Ouse  o'  Lords,  and  a  Free  Breakfast 
Table.  Ah.  and  he  means  ^aving  it  too.  That 's  what  Job  is.  But 
look  'ere.  why  not  come  and  'ear  what  he's  got  to  say  for  yerself  ? 
He's  'oldin'  a  small  open-air  meetin'  in  Eiiyper's  Court  this  eyenin', 
ar-past  eight  peroisefy.  Ton  come  and  bring  yer  'usban',  and  I  'II 
guarantee  you  git  a  good  place  close  to  the  cheer.  I  '11  interdoooe 
yer  to  him  arterwards,  and  he  'U  answer  any  questions  yer  like  to 
arsk  him— fair  and  straight ! 

Lady N,  (feebly).  Thank  you yery much ;  but— but  we  are  un- 
fortunately dining  out  this  eyening,  so  I  ^mifraid 

Mr,  O,  (jnere  m  sorrow  than  in  anger).  There  it  m,  jrer  see.  Ter 
afraid.    Afraid  o'  'earing  the  truth.    Cam't  trust  yerself  to  listen 


'*  You  know  *ow  to  Jo  it !  '* 


to  both  sides.    But  I  don't  despair  of  yer  yet.    See  ''ere ;  is  it  'Ome 
Rule  that  separates  us  P    'Cos.  if  so,  it  needn't    Qublch  don't 
no  more  for  ^Ome  Rule  than  that  'ere  penwiper  do,  between  you  and 
'    '"  '  '    d'yer  kmh  my 

thankee,  Mnm« 


me!    On'y,  yer  see,  he  cam't  say  so  at  ptesenl 
meanin'  P    (Lady  N.  rings  the  bell  in  despair.) 


It,  i 
Oh, 
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if  you  are  so  kind,  I  'U  take  whatever  yer  goin*  to  'ave  yenelf ,  I 
ain't  partickler. 

Lady  N.  (as  the  Butler  appears).  Ciabksok,  show  this— this 
gentleman  the  way  out. 

Mr.  O,  Don't  you  trouble,  old  pal,  I  oan  find  it  for  myself.  (To 
Lady  N.)  I  b'lieve,  if  the  truth  was  known,  you're  comin'  round 
already.  Mum.  I  '11  tell  yer  what  I  'U  do.  I  'U  leave  some  o'  these 
'ere  little  pamphlioks,  as  you  might  git  your  good  man  to  run  his  eye 
over.  "  Why  I  am  aRadikil,"  "  The  Infamy  of  Tory  GoVment," 
'"Ow  we  are  Eobbedl"  &c.  And  'ere's  a  picter- poster—**  The 
'Oners  of  Coeroion  under  the  Brutal  Balfour  f "  Yer  might  put  it 
up  in  yer  front  winder^it  don't  commit  jet  to  nothing,  yer  know ! — 
it  'U  amuse  the  kids,  if  you  've  any  family. 

Clarkson  (in  his  ear).  Will  you  walk  downstairs  quietly,  or  shall 
I  have  to  pitch  you  ? 

Mr.  O.  (roused  at  last).  What,  I  'm  to  cop  the  push,  am  I F  An' 
what /or,  eh  ?  What  'ave  I  done  more  than  you  swells  ha'  bin  doin' 
ever  sinoe  tiie  Elections  started  ?  (To  Lady  I^.)  Tou  oome  pokin' 
into  our  'ouses,  without  waitin'  to  be  invited,  ankin'  questions  and 
soft-sawderin',  and  leavin'  tracks  and  coloured  pieters — and  we  put 
up  with  it  all.  But  as  soon  as  one  of  us  tries  it  on,  what  do  yer  do  ? 
—ring  for  the  Ghuoker-out !  Ah,  and  reason  enough,  too— yer  know 
yer '11  get  beaten  on  the  argymentsi  (Here  he  is  gently  hutjirmly 
led  out  by  CLiiucsoir,  and  concludes  his  observations  on  the  stairs  out- 
side.) 8tuok-up,  pudden'-'eaded  fossils  I . .  •  battenin'  on  the 
People's  brains  f . .  .  your  time  '11  come  some  day !  .  •  •  Wait  till 
QusLCH  'ears  o'  this !  &o.,  &c. 

Lady  N.  (alone).  Thank  goodness  he 's  gone  I — but  what  an  ordeal  I 
I  really  must  part  with  CSabkson.  And— whatever  the  Primrose 
League  Counou  may  say— I  shall  have  to  tell  them  I  must  give  up 
canvassing.    I  don't  think  I  can  do  it  any  more— after  this  I 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

**Rbad  it  I"  said  Everyone.  "Read  what?"  asked  the  Baron. 
'*  The  Wrecker y  answered  Everyone.  **I  will,"  quoth  the  Baron, 
promptly.  And— it  was  done.  It  took  some  time  to  do,  but  of  this 
more  anon.  The  Baron's  time  is  fully  occupied,  nevermind  how,  but 
fully,  take  his  word  for  it.  A  copy  of  The  Wrecker  was  at  once 
provided  by  its  publishers,  Messrs.  Cabssll  &  Co.,  and  the  question 

for  the  Baron  to  consider,  was  not 
^' What  wiO  I  dt>  Tdth  \Vr'  but 


How,  when,  and  where,  will  I  read  it  P  Clearly  'twas  no  ordinary 
book.  Everybody  was  saying  so,  and  what  Everybody  is  saying  has 
considerable  weight.  A  book  not  to  be  trained  through  at  express 
pace,  so  that  the  oeauties  of  the  surrounding  scenery  would  be  lost, 
but  something  that  when  once  taken  up  cannot  be  put  down  again, 
like  the  brass  knobs  worked  by  an  electric-battery,— something 
giving  you  fits  and  starts,  and  shocks,  as  do  the  electric  brass-knobs 
aforesaid ;  something  that,  if  you  begin  it  at  4  p.m.,  exhausts  you 
by  dinner-time,  ana  after  dinner,  keeps  you  awake  till  you  read  the 
last  line  at  2  a.m.,  and  then  tumble  into  bed  parched,  fevered, 
exhausted,  but  in  ecstasies  of  delight,  feeling  as  if  you  were  the 
hero  who  had  experienced  all  the  dangers,  and  had  come  out  of 
them  triumphantly. 

Such  were  the  Baron's  anticipations  as  to  the  joys  in  store  for  him 
on  reading  The  Wrecker ^j  Messrs.  Robert  Louis]  Stbvei^sok  and 
Llotd  Osbottbke.  The  Baron  hit  on  a  plan,  he  must  isolate  himself 
as  if  he  were  a  telephone- wire.  **Good."  quoth  he,  *|  Isolation  is 
the  sincerest  flattery, — towards  authors.''  The  friend  in  need,  not 
in  the  sense  of  being  out  at  elbows,  appeared  at  the  right  moment, 
as  did  the  Slave  of  the  Lamp  to  Aladdm.  *'  Come  to  my  house  in 
the  mountains,"  said  this  uenius,  heartily;  **come  to  the  wold 
where  the  foxes  dwell,  not  a  hundred  miles  from  a  cab-stand,  yet 
far  far  away,— amid  lovely  scenery,  in  beautif\il  air,  to  quiet  reposeful 
rooms,  with  the  silence  of  the  cloister  and  the  jollity  of  the  Hall 
where  beards  wag  all,  in  the  evening,  when  the  dailv  task  is  done." 
**  Friend  Reoikald  Side,  I  thank  thee/' responded  mtefullythe 
Baron.  **  I  am  there !  "  And  in  less  time  than  it  takes  to  go  the 
whole  distance  in  a  four-horsed  coach  with  a  horn  blowing  and  the 
horses  blown,  the  Baron,  travelling  by  special  express,  was  tiiere, — 


all  there  I  The  Authorities  on  the  line  made  no  extra  charge  for 
taking  The  Wrecker  as  luggage. 

The  weather  was  favourable  for  reading ;  an  interminable  down- 
pour, when  one  is  grateful  for  any  book,  even  a  Dictionary  of 
jDates.  or  the  remains  of  a  Boyle* s  Court  Guide.  The  Brave  fiianm 
shut  himself  into  his  room,  laid  in  stores  of  tobacco  and  grog, 
decided,  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour,  on  a  comfortable  position,  and 
then  laid  himself  out  for  the  perusal,  not  to  say  the  study,  of  The 
Wrecker,  Introductory  Chapter  excellent,— appetising.  **  Oliver 
asks  for  more,"  murmurs  the  Baron  to  himself .  settling  down  to  **  the 
Yam."  Chapter  I.  Now  a  strange  thin^  happened.  The  Story 
broke  off !  suddenly — inexplicably.  Descriptions,  yes,  by  the  hand- 
ful, by  the  cartload- all  excellent,  no  doubt— and  much  to  be 
appreciated  by  a  reader  with  nothing  on  earth  to  do  the  whole  vear 
round ;  but,  about  page  53,  the  Baron  began  to  be  uneasy,  shifted  hia 
pillows,  refilled  pipe,  took  **  modest  quencher,"  and  then  turned  to 
grapple  with  The  JVrecker.  Ko  go(^.  Where  the  deuoe  had  the 
Story  got  top  When  would  the  excitement  oome  in  ?  Where  was 
the  sensation  ?  Toiling  on,  went  the  Baron,  stopping  frequently  to 
wish  he  had  a  dictionarv  wherein  he  might  ascertain  the  meaning  of 
strange,  uncouth  words  and  phrases,  and  to  anathematifie  the 
Authors  separately  or  together.  Had  OsBOirBKE  interfered  with 
Stevensgit,  or  was  Stevenson  allowing  Osboubne  to  have  his  say, 
reserving  himself  for  a  grand  coup  at  hfdf -price  F  Would  Osboubks 
chuck  Stevenson  overboard,  or  was  it  to  be  t'other  way  off?  At 
page  90  the  Baron  decided  he  would  take  a  walk  round,  even  if 
it  were  pouring  oats  and  dogs,  and  exclaiming,  **  Air,  air,  pye  me 
air  I "  he  rushed  forth.  It  was  fine.  A  brisk  walk  and  a  talk— just 
like  King  Charles  *'  who  walked  and  talked  "—with  his  ^nial  host 
Rioi  Stde,  restored  the  Baron's  circulation,  and  made  him  wonder 
to  himself  at  the  reported  ^reat  circulation  of  the  book.  Back  to  hia 
room  again— into  easy  chair— p.  100— JTiogw  Thought.  This  book  is 
about  udps  and  sea.  The  Baron  will  be  a  Skipper!— and  so  he  skips, 
skips,  with  great  relief,  until  **  A  sail  in  sight  appears,"  —spell 
it  **sale,"  and  there's  a  picture  of  it— **ne  hails  it  with  three 
cheers  I " 

Now  the  Story,  at  p.  134,  begins  in  good  earnest,  and,  exoept  for 
the  idle  dilletante  reader,  all  the  foregoing,  from  tiie  first  Chapter, 
might  go  by  the  board— that  is,  as  far  as  the  Baron  can  make  out. 
He  speaks  only  for  himself.  The  Chapter  describing  the  sale  by 
auction  is  first-rate ;  no  doubt  about  it.  The  Baron's  spirits,  just 
now  down  to  zero,  rose  to  over  100%  On  we  go:  Throw  over 
OsBOUSNS.  and  come  along  with  Lottis  Stevenson  of  Treasure 
Island.  Bah !  that  exciting  Chapter  was  but  a  fiash  in  the  pan : 
brilliant  but  brief :  and  **  Here  we  are ! "  growls  the  Baron, "  struggling 
alona:  among  a  lot  of  puzzling  lumber  in  search  of  excitement 
numoer  two,  which  does  not  seem  to  come  until  Chapter  XXIV., 
p.  383."  Then  there  is  a  good  blow  out -of  brains,  a  scrimmaging,  a 
banging,  and  a  firing,  and  a  scuffling,  and  a  fainting,  and  ene  mar- 
vellous effect.    And  then is  hea^  no  more.    The  Baron  harks 

back,  harks  for'ard.  No :  puzzlement  is  his  portion.  Who  was  who, 
when  everybody  turned  out  to  be  somebody  else  ?  Where  was  the 
Money  P  or  more  important.  Where  is  the  Interest P  ''Well,  that  I 
cannot  tell,"  quoth  he,  **  but  'twas  a  famous  queer  Sto-rM  /"  Per- 
haps the  Baron,  reading  against  time,  did  not  do  it  justice ;  or,  perhaps 
he  did.  Anyway,  meeting  a  Ladv-Stevensonian  admirer,  the  Baron 
ventured  to  communicate  to  her  nis  great  disappointment ;  where- 
upon she  timidly  whispered,  *'  Well,  Baron,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
q^uite  agree  with  you.  I  found  it  awfully  tedious— except  the  sensa- 
tions ;  but  evervbody  is  praising  it;  so  please,  0  please,  do  not  betray 
my  secret ! "  *^  Madam,  a  ladv's  secret,  even  the  universaUy-known 
Lady  Audley*s  Secret,  is  inviolable  when  intrusted  to 

Your  devoted  Servant,  The  Babon  de  B.-W." 

SUMMERUMBRELLA. 

I LONQ  for  sunshine,  such  as  there  must  be 
^  Egypt,  blazing  on  the  native  Fellah ; 

.  ^1^  I  see  no  sun  or  sky,  1  only  see 

My  own  Umbrella! 

**No  sun,  no  moon,"  as  Hoos  wrote  long  ago, 
* '  No  sky,"  no  star—  called,  by  the  Romans, 
sUlla— 
Like  negative  November  here  below. 
My  own  Umbrella  I 

Think  not  of  **Amabtllis  in  the  shade  "  ! 
Can  I  play  tennis  in  the  rain  with  Bella  , 
Holding  aloft,  while  through  the  fiood  1 
wade, 

My  own  Umbrella  P 

I  'm  sick  of  sitting  in  the  Club  to  scoff  ; 

I 'U  take  a  walk.    Hang  me!    Some  EngHsh '* fdlnh ';, 
Has  left  his  rotten  gamp,  and  carried  off    i vJ wV  ^^ 
My  own  Umbrella !  O 


^  VOTICX — Aijeeted  Commonioations  or  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  PiotorM  oi  any  aesonptioo,  wUa 
In  BA  AftflA  hm  MtnniAd.  not  arsn  when  sficomnaaisd  W  a  Stamped  and  Addrtased  Savtlopo,  Covsr.  or  Wrapper.   To  this  rals 
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DRURI0LANU8  IN  (MUSIC)  AULI8. 

The  AufiTistaii  A^e  is  to  be  re- 
viTed  at  tne  new  Palace  Theatre 
of  Varieties,  late  Cabtb*8  English 
Opera  House,  for  two  of  the  im- 
perial name  of  Augustus  are  fore- 
most amomar  tiie  Directors  of  this 
new  enterprise— which  word  "enter- 
prise" is  preferable  to  **  undertak- 
ing." Sir  Augustus  leads,  and 
Gbobgius  Augustus  follows  in  the 
oast  as  Second  Director,— with  or 
without  song  is  not  mentioned. 
In  oomiMuison  with  this  transfor- 
mation of  an  Opera  House  into  a 
^eatre  of  Varieties,  no  political 
combination  of  anv  sort  or  kind,  no 
change  eitJier  in  the  Ministry  or  in 
our  home  or  foreign  policy,  is  so  like- 
Ijy  to  cause  trouble  to  The  Empire ; 
t.e.,the  Empire  in  Leicester  Square. 

We  understand  that  Sir  Augus- 
tus Dbubiolahus,  in  addition  to 
his  interest  in  Covent  Gkurden, 
Drury  Lane,  the  Royal  English 
Oj^era  House,  and  yarious  enter- 
prises in  town,  country,  and 
abroad,  is  about  to  turn  his  atten- 
tion to  other  matters.  On  dit  that 
he  is  in  treaty  for  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral,  Westminster  Abbey, 
and  the  City  Temple,  for  a  series 
of  Sunday  Oratorios.  It  is  also 
not  improbable  that  he  may  be- 
come, for  a  short  time.  Lessee  of 
Exeter  Hall,  Buckingham  Palace, 
and  the  Banqueting  -  hall  of 
Hampton  Court,  for  a  series  of 
Popular  Picture-Shows.  No  doubt 
he  will  bring  from  Russia  a  new 
and  entire  Cosmopolitan  Opera 
Company,  to  giye  a  performance  on 


\^^  f  ii\l-.^>»vtt 


the  top  of  the  Monument.    Should 

there  be  an  ovt  rflnw,  the  audience 
turned  away  will  bti  nccomTOftdated 
..\  with  seats  m  the  Dake  of  York's 
^^^  Column-    He  is  said  to  be  in  nego- 
ctfltionfor  novelties  for  next  year's 
London  Season  in  various  purts  of 
tho  globe.     It  is  poB«ible   that  he 
may  tnog  over  the  entire  *^  World's 
Show"  from   Chicago,   to  giye  a 
solitary  performance  on  an  eligible 
i  spot  recently  acqnired  for  this  pur- 
-  pOM  in  the  neigh Dourhood  of  Prim- 
rose Hill.  It  ift  not  unlikely  that  he 
may  re-erect  the  ancient  Pyramids 
at  the  back  of  Olsrmpiaf  if  satis- 
factory arrangements  can  be  made 
i  with   the    Egyptian    Government. 
Looking  to  the  lutore,  it  Is  asserted 
that  he  has  undertaken  to  accept 
the    stage-direction    of    the  next 
European  War  with  those  nations 
hound  toft-ether  in  the  Troaty  of  the 
L  Triple  Alliance*  Further— Druhio- 
\  L4KUS  Mixnnjs  is  coniidering  the 
tran&mrt  to  London  nf  tlie  North 
:  Pole,  lajitxg  the  Zoolog-ical  Qurdens 
\  under  contribntion  for  a  service  of 
bears  to  climb  it.      Sir  DiitTMO- 
l*A  J?  us  must  n'  t  oTerd  o  it.    H  u  holds 
a  handlul  of  cards,  hut  he  in  8o  good 
a  preiitidigitai^ur  that  he  is  pretty 
auro  to  transform  them  id  to  trumps. 
Likewise  Sir  DhtrRio  knows  how  to 
perform  on  the  Trump  of  Fame. 


•AFTER  THE  OFRA  IS  OVER." 

Sir  Angostus  Coventgtfdenenaii,  the  Singing-Bird  Showman,  bows  his 
Acknowledgments. 


Toast  -^W^  beg  to  ^poce  the 
health  of  the  lihrrjil-uiinded  pur- 
chaser of  the  Althorp  Library,  who 
intends  to  keep  the  books  in  a  build- 
ing open  toallreaders,  adapting  the 
toastmaster'sphrase  for  the  occasion, 
and  giving,  •*  Our  Noble  Shelves  I  " 


LAYS  OF  MODERN  HOME. 

No.  4.— CHLOE'S  APPROPRIATION  CLAWS. 

All  je  who  bless  the  wedded  state 

With  tributes  bom  of  generous  blindness, 
Bemoum  the  fate  that  well  may  wait 
Tour  gifted  kindness. 

My  Chlob's  ultra-modern  mind 
Transforms     your     Dresden's     grace    and 

Chelsea's, 
The  toys  for  special  use  designed, 
To  something  else's. 

For  Chlos  reads  eaob  weekly  pxint, 

Where  Art's  resource  is  blent  with  Scandal's, 
Where  decoratiye  females  hint 
Their  cure  for  Vandals. 

Your  laive,  expensiye  Wedgwood  bowLi, 

She  bios  her  '*  Lor  I  "-exclaiming  waitress 
To  cram  with  large,  ezpensiye  coals, 
The  pretty  traitress  I 

On  daintiest  overmantel's  ledge 

She  sets  enshrined  your  prosy  platter ; 
Your  salt-cellars  she  stocks  with  yeg- 
etable  matter. 

And  when  the  Summer  comes  (if  hail 

For  once  not  hails  the  sunny  swallows) 
Our  fenders  hold  your  statues  pale 
Of  chipped  Apolloe. 

With  out-of-faahion  toilet  sets. 

Their  sprigs  of  ringstands,  bits  of  boxes, 
She  pictureeques  her  cabinet's 
Quaint  heterodoxieB. 

My  blue  tobacco-jar  she  'U  hoard 

For  party-nights,  and  on  the  basket 
Whereon  mj  manuscripts  are  stored 
Will  throno— a  oadcet ! 


"Ingenious"  Chloe.  sure,  opines 

Is  Genius'  proper  aeriyation ; 

**  Appropriate  "  with  her  defines 

Appropriation. 


iV~^^K 


Poor  Strephok,  fond,  bewildered  wight » 
He  doubts,  amazed  by  changes  showy. 
If  Chlox's  own  be  Shubfhov  quite, 
Or  0iKKPHOir*8,  Chlos  1 


BIRDS  OF  A  FEATHER. 
["  He  (Mr.  Gladstokb)  has  not  as  yet  eren 
secured  the  spoil,  but  the  Yulturet  are  idready 
gathered  together.'* — Mr,  Chamberlain  at  Bir^ 
mingkam.'] 

Thb  Vultures,  dear  Jos?    Nay,  it  needs  no 

apology 
To  say  you  are  out  in  ^our  new  ornithology. 
The  Yultures  are  camon-birds,  be  it  said; 
And  the  Man  and  the  Cause  you  detest  are  not 

dead  I 
Much  as  his  decease  was  desired,  he 's  aliye. 
And  the  Cause  is  no  carcase.    So,  Jos.  yon 

must  striye  [All  fowls 

To  get  nearer  the  truth.  Shall  we  help  you  P 
Are  not  Vultures.    For  instance,  dear  Jos, 

there  are  Owls,  [croaking, 

(Like  Je&se)  and  Rayens  much  giyen  to 
(In  Ulster  they  're  noisy,  though  some  think 

they  *re  joking). 
Then  Parrots  are  plentiful  eyerywhere,  Jos, 
(They  keep  on  repeating  your  chatter,  you 

know. 
As  they  did  in  the  days  when  you  railed  about 

ransom ;  [handsome) ; 

But  Parrots  are  neyer  wise  birds,  Jos,  though 
Then  Oeese,  Jays,  and  Daws ;  yet  they  're 

birds  of  a  feather, 
And  they,  my  dear  Jossph^  art  gathered 

together,  [foiL 

To  mss,  squeal  and  peck  at  the  Party  the^  'a 
But  who  're  like  to  secure— as  you  phrase  it— 

•*thespoa." 
Yes.  these  be  the  birds  most  en  Md&nee  now ; 
And  by  Jingo,  my  Jos.  they  arendsing  a  row. 
The]r're  full  of  cacopnonous  fuss,  and  loud 

suite ;  [they  mieht. 

And  they  don't  take  their  licking  as  well  as 
In  fact,  they  're  a  rather  contemrable  crew ; 
And— well,  of  which  species,  oear  Jossph, 

are  you  f 


yoL.  cm. 
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THE    BEWILDERED  TOURIST  AND  THE   RIVAL   SIRENS. 

{A  long  way  afler  Tennyton'i  "  The  DeierUd  Houie.'*) 


**  June  and  July  have  passed  away^ 

Like  a  tide. 

Doors  areopen^  windows  wide. 
Why  in  stt^jfy  London  stay  t " 
Sinff  the  Sireiu  (slybooti  thej !) 

With  a  Tennysonian  t¥rang, 

To  theTonrist, 

(Not  the  poorest 

You  may  bet  your  bottom  dollar, 

Which  those  Sirens  aim  to  **  collar." 

JJetnoiselies,  excuse  the  dang:  •) 


'*  All  within  is  dark  as  ] 
In  Town's  windows  is  no  light, 
And  no  caller  at  your  door, 
Swell  or  beggar,  chum  or  bore  I 
Close  the  door,  the  shutters  dose, 
Or  thro*  windows  folks  will  see. 
The  nakedness  and  yaoancy. 
Of  the  dark  deserted  house  I " 

'*  Come  away  I  no  more  of  mirth 
Is  here,  or  merry-making  sound. 


The  house  is  shut,  and  o'er  the  earth 

Man  roTes  upon  the  Regular  Bound 

Come     away  I      life,     LoTe,.    Trade, 

Thought, 

Here  no  longer  dwell ; 

Shopkeepers  oensorions 

Sigh,  "  What  swells  would  buy,  they  've 

bought. 
They  are  off!    No  more  we 'U  sell. 
Would   they  oould   haTe    stayed  with 
us  I" 
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**  Come  away  P'    So  Sirens  aing— 
Sly,  ueduoions,  and  akittUh— 
To  the  Touriflt^  wealth yi  British, 
When  Society 's  on  tlie  wing, 

Or  should  be^  for  **  Foreign  Porta," 
Britiah  Bull  mistrusta  their  arta. 
**  Come  away!" 
(One  doth  aay), 
**  Our  Smperifr  t*  qtnet  to-day  I  ** 
Criefi  another, 
**  Come,  my  brother, 
**  Avalanchei  down  again  f^* 
Si  tigs  a  thirds  with  beckoning^  finifera, 
**  Come^     coni^t     where     iht     Choiei'a    Itn-  i 

gers!" 
While  a  fourth ^ia  it  her  fnn?^ 
With  tho  wifio  blue  eyes  of  Hopo 
(As  though  advertising  fSoap), 
ShouU,  with  glee, 
**CoTue  with  me. 
Unto  Norroway,  o^er  the  foam^ 
Far  from  home^ 
Wait  there  to  see 
Our  (in viable)  Midnight  Sun  I  " 

Bull,  the  tweed-clad  British  Tonriflt^ 
Muses—*'  Home  aeima  the  securest, 
On  the  whole.    Why  widely  ramble, 
TraiDp,  and  climb,  and  sticnd^  sjid  gamble, 
Facie  infection^  dulness,  danger  ^ 
AH  the  woe  that  waits  '*  the  Stranger," 
And  the  Touriat  (rich)  enTtrona, 
At  the  call  of  foreign  SiTeua, 
When  home  charmers^  bright-eyed,  nctive, 
Offer  "  metal  more  attracbve  ?  * 
Four  auch  darlings  who  ^U  diacover 
O'er  the  scaa  F    Shall  I,  their  loyer, 

StiU  discard  them  for  you  minxes, 

Harpies  with  the  eyes  of  **  Ivnxes  ^'  ? 
A  LB  J  ON  dear,  and  Cambhja  mid, 
Caliidoiha  stern  and  wild, 
A  a  your  poet  said,  but  pretty  : 
HiBEHNLA  m a voumeen.  jetty- 
Hair' d,  and  azure- eyed,  I  greet  ye  I 
DarUngc,  I  am  charmed  to  meet  ye. 

TfVijs^  go  wanderinir  o*er  the  foam, 

Like  a  latter-day  Ulysses, 

When  warm  charms  and  wooing-kiases 
Of  such  Sirens  Four  wait  rae  at  home?" 


UNLUCKY    COIVIPLIMENT, 


ShoehJacl'  {tcUhing  to  pkoM  UUral  and  important  Custmiwr). 

Kick  from   Voir,  Si  a  !  " 


'SHOULnN*T  LtK 


TO  OTtT   X 

UTte  on  tht  spot 


"  L'HOMME  rROrOSE— ." 

f  Gpntlemen  art?  notM-  cofti^hed  *^  How  to  Propose."] 

TnKT  sat  it  out  upon  the  stairs, 

Those  dear  old  ataira  I     Ah  me .  how  many 
A  time  they  'tc  cost,  all  unaw^aresf^ 

A  pretty  penny  I 
Why  they  were  fools  enough  to  go 

To  sit  6n  stairs,  and  mi&s  the  f  un^ 
Quite  bafHes  me ;  but  still,  yon  know, 
Jt  hii9  l)een  done. 

The  lights  were 
low  —    lights 
often  are — 
I  deem  the  fact 
though    worth 
the  noting, 
And    strains    of 
muaio    from 
afar 
Cama      softly 
rioating. 
Bo  whilst  she  pondered  what  Stamma 

Would  think,  the  band  commenced  to  play 
The  epidemical  "  Ta-ra- 

ra-hoom -de-ay  !  ** 
lie  g-a^ed  into  her  e^es  (of  blue). 

Sighed  once  as  if  it  hurt  him  oadly, 
Then  told  her  how  *t«'afl  hut  too  true 
He  loved  her  madly* 
With  highly  creditable  skill 

He  turned  the  well- worn  platitude— 
nia  own  nnworthinesa— untfl 

Vou  really  could 


Not  but  admire  each  wonl,  each  look. 

His  speech  wa&  tjuite  unrivalled  in  its 
Intensity— in  fact  it  took 

At  least  ten  minutes. 

A  peroration  full  of  flowers, 

A  moisture  in  his  other  eye, 
And  then  a  pause — it  geemed  of  honra— 
For  her  reply* 

Her  answer  came.     He  thought  of  it, 
Jt  haunted  him  for  lon^  years  after, 
She  simply  btirut  into  a  tit 

Of  ribald  laughter. 

And  ceri^iuly  it  was  absurd. 

She  laughed  till  she  could  langh  no  more  ; 
She  *d  heard  the  same  thin^,  to  a  word, 
The  day  before. 

Two  tyros  in  the  Art  of  Love, 

Eacn  Arabella's  ardent  suitor. 
Unluckily  were  pupil  a  of 

Tlie  self- same  tutor  I 

So»  should  you  fail  to  understand 

A  maiden's  answer,  this  may  ahow 
Wby  sometimes  Man  proposes  and 
The  Girl  says**  Nor* 


SiTRTg  AUD  Fioma^*— M.  Jacobi,  of  the 
AJhambru,  haa  composed  a  "8kirt-danc«/^ 
which  has  recently  appeared  in  the  Figaro. 
That  the  akirts  for  which  the  ComiN^aer  has 
written  are  brand-new,  and  recmire  no  mend- 
ing, is  evident  from  the  fact  that,  from  first 
to  last,  there  is  no  **  Skirt-sew  "—in  Italian, 
Scherzo — movemon  t* 


A  KOLLICKINO  SHOW. 
In  the  International  Hortictdtnral  Erbi- 
hition  is,  as  fidvertised,  "the  Kiosk  of  the 
Australian  Irrigation  Colonies  fCHAFFET 
Bros.)*"  What  fun  the  Chaffft  Brothers 
muflt  make  of  eyetrthing  in  the  Exhibition! 
As  long  ^is  the  other  exhibitors  don't  mind 
the  chaff  of  the  CnAFFET  Brothers,  all  will 
be  harmonious.  No  douht,  round  their  Kioak 
there  are  crowds  all  day,  in  roars  of  laughter, 
at  the  chaffing  i)erpetually  going  on.  The 
travelling  Cheap  Jack,  were  be  in  the  build- 
ing, would  have  iif»me  difficulty  to  hold  hia 
own  against  even  one  of  tie  Cu^u-fry 
brothers,  but  pitted  againat  an  unlimited 
number  of  CuAFfEr  Brothers,  for  their 
number  ia  not  stat^id  in  the  advertisement, 
the  unfortunate  Cheap  Jack  wotild  not  bo  let 
off  cheaply*  Apart  from  Bcffalo  Bell, 
whose  Show  with  a  variety  of  novelties,  ia 
BtiB  ft  very  big  attraction,  and  the  other 
amuaemenls,  this  exhibit  of  Citaffey 
Brothera  engaged  in  chaff- cutting,  must  he 
about  one  of  the  most  attractive  things  in 
the  Horticultural,  By  the  way,  in  tbia 
same  advertiBement,  tnero  is  a  mysterious 
announcement  '*  StAnd  4^/*  Of  ooune.  if 
in  addition  to  their  entertainment,  they 
'  **  st^md  18  "—though  with  this  vintage  we  are 
not  acquainted ;  fM:-rhaps  it  should  be  *84  Pom- 
mery,- then  the  Brothers  are  atmply  hots  d^ 
concourif  and  com  petition  would  be  nopeleaSH. 


TlTE  V^g 

MATcn.— " 


L"  O 
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ON    THE    SANDS. 

(A  Sketch  at  Margate,) 

doss  under  the  Parade  Wall  a  large  circle  has  been  formed,  consist- 
tnjf  chieflj/  of  Women  on  chairs  and  eamp'Stodts,  with  an  inner 
ring  ofsmau  children,  who  are  all  patiently  awaiting  the  arrival 
of  a  troupe  of  Niggers.  At  the  head  of  one  of  the  JUghts  of  steps 
leading  up  to  the  Parade,  a  small  and  shrewish  Child-nurse  is 
endeavouring  to  detect  and  recapture  a  pair  of  prodigal  younger 
Brothers,  who  have  given  her  the  slip. 

Sarah  {to  herself).  Whereyer  oan  them  two  plen  have  got  to  P 
(Aloud :  drawing  a  how  at  a  venture.)  Albert  !  'Esirt  I  Ccune 
up  'ere  this  minnit    Jiee  yer  I 

^Enery  {under  the  steps^to  Albert).  I  say— d'y«  think  she  do  t — 
'ooeif 

AjbeH.  Not  she  I    Set  tight  [They  sit  tight. 

Sarah  {as  before). 
'EkbbtI  Albert! 
Tou'ye  hin  and  'all 
killed  little  Oeorgib 
between  yer  I 

^JBnery  [moved,  to 
Albert),  Did  you  'ear 
that,  BssT?  It  wasn't 
me  npeet  him— was  it 
now  P  i 

Albert  {impenitent).  L 
'Oo  oaresi  The  Nig-  V 
gers'llbebaokdueokly.     ' 

Sarah.     Al  -  beet  I 
'EnertI  Your  father's  / 
bin  down 'ere  onoe  after  { 
you.    Yon*]l  ketch  it  \ 

Albert  {sotto  voce). 
Not  till  Father  ketches 
us.  we  shan't.  Keep 
still,  'Ehert— we're  ail 
right  nnder  'ere  1 

Sarah  {more  diplo- 
matically). 'EVRRT  I 
Albert!  Father's  bin 
and  left  a  'ap'ny  apiece 
for  yer.  Ain't  yer 
oomin'  up  for  itP  If 
yer  don't  want  it,  why, 
stay  where  you  are, 
that's  aUI 

Albert  {to  'Bnery).  1 
knoo  we  'adn*t  done 
nothin'.  An'I'mgoin' 
up  to  git  that  ap'ny,  I 
am. 

^Enery.  So  'm  I. 
[They  emerge,  and  as- 
cend the  steps  —  to 

be     pounced    upon 

immediately  by   the 

ingenious  Saraje. 

Sarah.  'Ap'ny.  in- 
deed! You  won't  git 
no  'apence  ^ere,  I  can 
teU  yer— so  jest  you 
come  along  'ome  with 
me! 
[Exeunt  Albert   and 

'EiTERY,  tin  captivity,  as  the  Niggers  enter  the  circle. 

Bones.  We  shall  commence  this  afternoon  by  'olding  our  Grand 
Annual  Weekly  Singing  Competition,  for  the  Discouragement  of 
Youthful  Talent.  Now  then,  which  is  the  little  gal  to  step  out  first 
and  git  a  medal  P  {The  Children  giggle,  but  remain  seated.)  Not 
one  P  Now  I  arsk  you— What  is  the  use  o*  me  oomin'  'ere.  throwin' 
awav  thousands  and  thousands  of  pounds  on  golden  medals,  if  you 
wonH  take  the  trouble  to  stand  up  and]  sing  icfr  them  P  Oh,  you  'U 
make  me  so  wild,  I  shall  begin  spittin*  'alf-soyereiffns  directly — ^I 
know  I  shall !  (A  little  Oirl  in  a  sun-bonnet  comes  forward.)  Ah, 
'ore's  a  young  lady  who's  bustin'  with  melody,  /  oan  see.  Your 
name,  my  dearP  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  have  the  pleasure  to 
announee  that  Miss  Connie  Cockle  will  now  appear.  Don't  curtsey 
till  the  Orchestra  giyes  the  chord.  {Chord  from  the  harmonium — 
the  Child  advances,  and  curtsies  with  mtieh  aplofnb.)  Oh,  lor!  call 
that  a  curtsey— that 's  a  cramp,  that  is !  Do  it  all  oyer  again ! 
(The  Child  obeys,  disconcerted,)  That's  worse!  I  oan  see  the 
s'rimpe  blushin'  for  yer  inside  tneir  paper  ba^j^s !  Now  see  Me  do  it. 
(Bones  executes  a  caricature  of  a  curtsey,  whwh  the  little  Girl  copies 
with  terrible  fidelity.)    That's  ladylike— \hM,Vh  genteel.    Now  sing 


out  I  ( The  Child  sings  the  first  verse  ofapofmlar  Mueic-haU  song,  in  a 
squeaky  little  voice.)  Talk  about  nightingales  I  Come  'ere,  and 
reoeiye  the  reward  for  extinguished  incapacity.  On  yoor  Imees! 
{The  little  Oirl  kneels  before  him  while  a  tin  medal  is  fattened  upon 
her  frock.)    Rise,  Sir  Convie  Cockle  I    Oh,  you  kkky  giri ! 

The  Child  returns,  swelling  with  triumph,  to  her  companions, 
several  of  whom  come  out,  and  go  through  the  same  per- 
formance, with  more  or  less  squeakimess  and  self-posses- 
sion. 
First  Admiring  Matron  (in  audtenee).  1  do  like  to  see  the  children 
kep'  out  o'  mischief  like  this,  instead  o'  goin'  paddling  and  messing 
about  the  sands ! 

Second  Ad.  Mat.  Just  what  /  say,  my  dear-^hey  're  amused  and 
edjucated  'ow  to  beyaye  at  the  aama  tiose ! 

First  Politician  {with  the  *'  Standard**).  No,  but  look  hsra— when 
GLADarroiTE  was  asked  in  the  House  whether  he  proposed  to  giyethe 
Dublin  Parliament  the  control  of  the  Pdioe^what  was  his  answer  P 

▼vhy  •  • .  • 

The  Niggers  (striking 
up  chorus).  ^*  &um- 
tumty  -  didolj-nmpty- 
doodah  dey  I  Rom- 
tumty  -  diodlr  -  urn." 
was  aU  that  ne  ooold 
say!  And  the  Members 
and  the  Speaker  joined 
together  in  the  lay.  Of 
*  *  Rum  -  tumty-  diodly* 
umty  doodah-dey ! " 

Second  Pol.  (with  the 
"fiter").  WelL  aad 
what  more  woold  yon 
haye  *ad  him  say? 
Come,  now! 

Alf.  (who  has  had 
quite  enough  ale  at 
dinner— to  his  flande). 
Theee  Niggers  ain't  up 
to  much.  Loo.  Can't 
sing  for  fitfts.' 

Charley  (his  friend— 
nerfidiously).  You  'd 
better  go  in  and  show 
'em  how,  old  man.  Me 
and  Miss  Sebos  '11  stay 
and  see  you  take  the 
shine  out  of  'em  I 

A(f.  P'raps  yon 
think  I  oan't.  But,  if 
I  was  to  go  upon  the 
'Alls  now,  I  should 
make  my  fortune  in  no 
time!  Loo's  'eard  me 
when  I  'ye  been  in 
form,  and   she  '11   tell 

you 

Miss  Serge.  Well,  I 
will  say  there's  many 
a  professional  might 
leam  a  lesson  from  Alp 
—whether  Mr.  Pebkuis 
belieyes  it  or  not. 
[CuUin^ly,  to  **Chob- 

"  Come  to  theM  legs ! "  „P*^W.  Now  redly. 

^  Miss  Loo,  don't  oome 

down  on  a  feller  like  that.    I  want  to  see  him  do  you  credit,  that 's 

all,  and  he  couldn't  'aye  a  better  opportunity  to  distinguish  t»itn«Alf 

— now  could  he  P 

Miss  Serge,  Pm  not  preyenting  him.    But  I  don't  know— these 
niggers  keep  themselyes  yery  select,  and  they  might  object  to  it. 

Alf.  I  'U  soon  square  them.    You  keep  your  eye  on  me,  and  1 11 
make  things  a  bit  liyelier !  [He  enters  the  Circle 

Miss  Serge  (admiringly).  He  has  got  a  cheek, 
at  him.  dsncing  there  along  with  those 
hardly  Know  what  to  make  of  him  yet ! 

Chorley.  Do  you  notice  how  they  keep  kicking  him  beyind  on  the 
sly  like  P    I  wonder  he  puts  up  with  it  I 
Miss  S.  He  'U  be  eyen  with  them  presentl]r— you  see  if  he  isn't. 
[Alf  attempts  to  twirl  a  tambourine  on  his  finger,  and  lets  it  fall : 
derision  firom  audience ;  Bones  pats  him  on  the  head,  and 
takes  the  tambourine  away— at  which  Alp  only  smiles  feebly. 
Chorley,  It's  a  pity  hegeU  so  'ot  dancing,  and  he  don't  seem  to 
keep  in  step  with  the  others. 


^  must  say  I    Look 
two  Niggers— they  don't 
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The  Conductor,  Bones.  I  obterre  we  haTe  a  recent  addition  to  oar 
Company.  Perhaps  he '11  laToor  ns  with  a  solo.  (AndetoBoDM,) 
'Oo  M  he  ?    'Oo  let  him  in  'ere— ^oti  f 

Bones.  I  donno.    I  thought  you  did.    Ain't  he  stood  nothing  F 

Conductor,  Not  a  brass  f arden ! 

Bones  {ou^offed).  All  right,  yon  leaye  him  to  me.  (2b  Alf.)  Sin 
it  be?  That  neoktie!  them  familiar  ooat-buttons !  that  paper- 
dicky!  Ton  are— yon  are  my  long-lost  ConTiok  Son,  'ome  from 
Portland  I  Come  to  these  legs  I  {He  embraces  Alf,  and  smothers 
him  ioith  kisses.)  Oh,  yon 'ye  been  and  rubbed  off  some  of  tout 
cheek  on  my  complexion— yon  dirty  boy  I  (He  playfully  *'  hashes  " 
Alf*8  hat  in,)  Kow  show  the  comj^'ny  how  pretty  yon  can  sing. 
(Alf  attempts  a  Music-hall  ditty,  in  which  he,  not  unnatural^, 
breaks  down,)  It  ain't  my  son's  fault.  Ladies  and  Oentlemen,  it  'ssJl 
this  little  gal  in  front  here,  lookin'  at  him  and  makin'  him  shy  I  (To 
a  small  Child,  severely,)  You  oughter  know  worse,  you  uught ! 
(Clumps  ofsea-weed  and paper-haUs  are  thrown  at  Alf,  who  hy  this 
time  is  looking  deplorably  warm  and  fooUsh,)  Oh,  what  a  popilar 
faVrite  he  is  to  be  surel 

Charley  (to  Miss  S.).  Poor  fellow,  he  ain't  no  match 'for  those 
Niggers— not  Uke  he  is  now  I  Hadn't  I  better  go  to  the  rescue,  Miss 
Loo? 

Miss  8.  (peUisMy),  I  'm  sure  I  don't  care  what  you  do. 
['*Choblxt"  succeeds,  after  some  persuasion,  m  removing  the 
unfortunate  Alf. 

Alf.  (rejoining  his  fiancee  with  a  grimy  face,  a  smashed  hat,  and  a 
pathetic  attempt  at  a  grin).  Well  P    I  done  it,  you  see  I 

Miss  8.  (crushingly).  Yes,  you  have  done  it !  And  the  best  thing 
Tou  can  do  now,  is  to  go  home  and  wash  your  face.  I  don't  care  to 
be  seen  about  with  a  laughing-stock,  I  can  assure  you  I    I  'ye  had  my 


ear  girl,  I  can't  Icaye  you  here  all  by 


dignity  lowered  auite  enough  as  it  is  [ 

Alf.  But  look  ^ere,  my  dei 
yourself,  you  know  I 

Miss  S.  I  daresay  Mr.  Pxbkiks  will  take  care  of  me. 

[Mr.  P.  assents,  with  effkisum. 

Alf.  (watching  them  move  away — with  bitterness),  I  wish  aU 
Niggers  were  put  down  by  Act  of  Parliament,  I  del  Downright 
noosanoes- that 's  what  they  are ! 


QUE  BGOKING-GITICE. 

Ulysses  has  been  trayeUing  again,  and  the  record  oi  his  joumey- 
ings  is  set  forth  in  The  Modern  Odyssey,  which  Cassxll  &  Co. 
publish  in  one  ydume,  with  some  charming  illustrations  in  callotype. 

My  Baronite  notes  a  quaint  dis- 
position on  the  part  of  the  old 
ffentleman  to  begin  at  the  yei^ 
beginning.  Thus,  when  he  lands 
in  New  York,  he  furnishes  a  brief 
account  of  Coluicbus,  and  how  he 
came  to  discorer  America.  The 
early  history  of  Australia,  and  eke 
of  China,  are  dealt  with  in  the 
same  instructive  manner.  This  is 
all  yery  well  for  Ulysses,  who 
comes  fresh  on  the  scene,  and 
learns  for  the  first  time  all  about 
the  Oenoese,  about  Captain  Cook, 
and  how  *'a  little  more  than  a 
century  ego  eleven  ships  sailed 
from  England,"  anchored  in  the 
Bay  where  now  Sydney  stands, 
and  —  strange  to  say!  —  did  not 
find  a  populous  city,  but  only 
^een  fields  and  a  nver  running 
into  the  sea.  Pour  nous  autres, 
age  has  somewhat  withered  the 
bloom  of  this  story,  and  it  might 
have  been  left  peacefully  slum- 
bering in  the  Encycbpcedias.  But 
it  can  be  skippM,  and.  for  the 
rest,  there  will  be  found  a  swift 
succession  of  pictures  of  life  and 
scenery  in  the  Greater  Britain  that  girdles  the  world.  Ulysses 
must  have  been  much  struck  with  the  change  since  he  first  went  a 
gipsying.    But  of  that  he  discreetly  says  nothing. 

Bl^ON  DB  BOOK-WOBMS  ft  Co. 


UljMes  on  Tour. 


We've  got  Oub  Lywi  Eye  ok  Hdc!— In  the  Ttme^  legal 
reports  for  Tuesday,  July  26,  1992,  Queen's  Bench  Division,  Colonel 
FitzGeoeos  sued  .'a  Mr.  Rolls  (jalvxst  Lurx.  Mr.  Caitfot  de- 
fended LiNX.  But  CAirvoT  Could  Not  do  much  for  his  client  Lnix, 
who  did  not  appear.    Evidently,  **The  Missing  Link." 


"COURT   ON!" 

The  "Triple  Bill"  still  going  strong  at  the  Court.  The  iVno 
8ub,  a  smartly-written  little  One- Act  Play,  by  Bxymoitb  Hicks, 
notable  for  good  performance  all  round,  out  especially  for  the 
rendering  of  Mrs,  Darlington,  by  Miss  Oebtbude  EnresiOK,  of 
Majw  Bnsor,   by  BRiirnoK  Thoicas,  and  of  Second- Lieutenant 

Darlington,  by  Mr.  Ernest 
Bebteam  —  uncommonly 
Earnest  Bebtbajc.  The 
Scene  is  in  a  .Hut  at 
8homoliffe.  Hutoestera.  If 
lAculenant  Crookendon's 
eatch  -  phrase  about  **  a 
funny  world"  were  re- 
peated just  abont  five  times 
less  frequently  than  it  is. 
the  piece,  the  part,  ana 
the  public  would  be  dis- 
tinctly gainers. 

At  910,  appears  Faith- 
\tl  James,  represented  by 
lir.  Wesdon  Gbossmith. 
It  is  a  finished  and  quietly 
droll  performance.  The 
author,  Mr.  B.  C.  Stb- 
PHEvsoN  ('*B.C."  makes 
Stepheosonius,  B.C.  (date  uncertain),  qui  him  quite  a  classic—date 
Jaoobum  Fidelem  •oripait.  uncertain,  so  his  plot  may 

(From  an  old  Bronze  ModaL)  have  been  done  in  colla- 

boration with  Platttus  or  Tebekce)  has  reproduced  from  the  French 
a  neatly-constructed  One- Act  piece,  in  which  are  all  the  possibilities 
of  a  Tmree-Act  (>iterion  or  Pakis  Koyal  Farcical  Comedy.  So  rapid 
is  the  action,  all  over  in  about  forty-five  minutes,  and  so  much  to  the 
point  of  the  plot  is  the  dialogue,  that  an  inattentive  auditor  would 
soon  lose  the  thread  of  the  argument,  never  to  pick  it  up  again  any- 
Miss  Ellaldtb  Tebbis  is  just  that  very  Mrs.  Duncan, 


where 

BBAin)0K  Thomas  is 
and  Mr.  Dbatcott  a 
hearty  husband,  verv 
much  in  love  with 
his  pretty  little 
wife.  Mr.  Little 
makes  much,  per- 
haps almost  a  Little 
too  much,  of  his 
smaU  but  essentially 
important  part,— they 
are  all  important  parts, 
—and  of  Miss  Sybil 
Qeby  can  be  said 
^^  Nous  Savons  GrS  a 
MUe,  Sybil,'*  Mr. 
Sidney  Wabden's 
Character  Sketch  of 
the  young  and  rather 
raw  Qerman  Waiter, 
is  excellent ;  the 
Waiter  being  **  raw," 
is  not  overdone.  Not 
a  dull  second  in  the 
farce.  Will  our  B.C. 
Author  give'  us  some 
of  his  sdaptations 
from  Platjtus,  Teb- 
ENGE  (some  rood  old 
Irish  plots  of  course, 
in  the  writings  of  this 
author),    and   a    few 


a  breezy,  brusque,  and  Admirable  Admiral; 


Faithful  James,  aa  origioallr  seen  on  the  wal!i  of 
'^iadieater  College. 


James,  aa 
^Wii 


other  ancients  with  whom  he  was,  it  is  most  probable,  personally 
and  intimately  acquainted.  To  think  that  the  Wandering  Jew,  who 
can  only  sign  hiniself  *'  A.D.,"  is  **  not  in  it "  in  point  of  time  with 
our  Stepaensok  **  B.C." ! 

After  this  comes  the  Pantomime  Rehearsal,  which  everybodj 
should  see,  and  which  nearly  everybodj  must  have  seen  by  this 
time.  Success  to  the  Trij^e  Bill,  which,  in  the  political  world, 
might  mean  Sir  William  Habooubi  and  William  Gladstoitb,  the 
latter  William  **  counting  two  on  a  division." 

Exact.—"  He  is  somethixg  in  the  Church,"  said  Mrs.  R.,  trying 
to  describe  the  social  position  of  a  clerical  friend  of  hers.  "  I  forget 
what  it  is,  but  it 's  a  something  like  *  Dromedary ; '  only,  you  needn't 
smile,  of  course  I  know  it  couldn't  be  that,  as  a  Dromedary  has  two 
humps  on  his  back.  Or,  stop  I "  she  exclaimed,  suddenly,  "  am  I 
confusing  him  wi^  a  Minor  Camel  P  " 
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WELL    MEANT,    BUT   AWKWARDLY    PUT 

"  So  QUID  Tov  Hivbn't  FoBoomcN  Mx,  Dbab  Lord  Yabioosx  ;  I  was  Afraid  tou  Would,  aptxr  so  BIaxt  Yxabs  1  * 
"  Oh,  vo,  Miss  Etxborsrn  ;  I  vxyir  foroit  Old  Faobs  I " 


WOT  CHEB! 

Or,  Kkookxd  'Em  ik  thx  Wrst-xik-is-tkr 
Road. 
( JFUh  Mr.  Punch's  respectful  apologies  to  the 
Great  Coster  Laureate,  Mr.  Albert  Chevalier,) 

Coster  BiU  sings : — 
Iast  week  down  our  way  .there  come  a  chap, 
Sort  o'  "  Sausage."    Lots  o'  go  and  snap. 
Twigs  mj  Missus,  and  takes  orf  'is  cap. 

In  a  (German)  gentlemanly  way. 
••  Ma'am."  says  'e,  **  I  'ye  'appy  news  to  telL 
Sol,  of  'Atfield  (rich  old  Tory  Swell], 
Snuffed  it  recent,  to  'is  sort  a  sell, 
Leaying  you  this  little  Donkey  Shay." 
Chorus. 
••  Wot  cher  I "  all  the  neighbours  cried, 
"  Who  're  yer  goin'  to  meet,  Bill  ? 
'Aye  yer  bought  the  street.  Bill  P  " 
Laugh  I !    I  thought  I  should  'aye  died. 
Knock'd  'em  in  the  West-min-is-ter  Boad  I 

Some  says  nasty  things  about  the  moke, 
**  Won't  ffot  fur  afore  'u  back  is  broke  I " 
That 's  all  enyy,  cos  we  're  kerridge  folk, 

Like  the  Tory  Toffs  wot  'aye  to  00  / 
Straight  I  it  woke  the  Tories  up  a  bit. 
Thought  Bruv  Jos  would  go  and  'aye  a  fit, 
When  my  Missus,  who  'as  Irish  wit, 
Sez  **  I  'ate  Brum  Brooms  *  becoe  they  're 
lowl" 

ChortLs. 
"  Wot  cher  I "  all  the  neighbours  cried. 
"  Who  're  yer  goin*  to  meet,  Bnx  P 
'Aye  yer  bought  the  street.  Bill  P 

*  The  Hibemifln  Udy  doubtleis  means 
"Broughams.*' 


Missus,  she  the  Shamrock  wayed  with  pride. 
Knock'd  'em  in  the  West-min-is-ter  Boad  I 

Some  sez  werry  soon  the  moke  'U  stop : 
Not  hup  to  our  weight,  but  bound  ter  drop. 
No  use  whaokin'  'im  with  pole  or  prop, 
'Cos  the  warmint  wasn't  made  to  go. 
Well,  it  ain't  hexact  a  four-in-'and ; 
But  me  and  the  Missus  hunderstand. 
If  we  driye  together  we  shall  '*  land," 
Wioh  to  Tory  toffs  '11  be  a  blow. 

Chorus. 

"  Wot  cher  I "  all  the  neighbours  cried. 
Who  "re  yer  goin'  to  meet,  Bnx  P 
'Ayeyer  bought  the  street,  Bill  P 

Win  P    You  bet !  with  Biddt  by  my  side. 

Knock'd  in  the  West-min-is-ter  Road  I 

Wait  till  arter  August  four  or  flye  I 
Me  and  Misssus,  we  will  take  a  driye. 
Toffs  say,  **  Wonderful  they  're  still  aliye  I 

You  shall  see  that  little  Donkey  go  I 
I  'U  soon  show  'em  wot  we  mean  to  oo ; 
Just  wot  my  old  Missus  wants  me  to ; 
And  in  spite  of  all  that  rowdy  crew, 

'011erin'**WoaI  Steady  I  Neddy,  woal" 

Chorus. 

"  Wot  cher  I "  all  the  neighbours  cried. 

**  Who  're  yer  gcin'  to  meet,  Bill  P 

'Aye  yer  bought  the  street,  Bnx  P  " 

Laugh  P    We  '11  make  'em  laugh  on  'tother 

side. 
And  knock  'em  in  the  West-min-is-ter  Boad ! 


VoLXTHTMni  VrmCTSic.  —  Definition  of 
**  Marksmen  "—Writers  on  the  Financial 
News, 


ALONE  IN  LONDON! 

I  FoirvD  her  crouching  in  the  lonely  street; 
Scarce  six  years'  old  she  was :    Her  little 

feet 
Were  worn  with  endless  pacing,  up  and 

down. 
And  round  and  round  the  cruel  thoughtless 

town. 
Her  limbs  were  shrunk,  and  in  her  laiige 

round  eyes 
The  light  of  coming  madness  seemed  to  rise. 
No  word  she  spoke,  but  sat,  a  prej  to  scorn. 
Forsaken,  friendless,  feeble  and  forlorn. 

And,  as  I  pondered  on  her  sorry  tale. 
One  weird,  unearthly,  melancholy  wail. 
Broke  from  her  lips : — a  <^  of  agony, 
Of  hopeless,  mad,  despairing  misery : 
Then  grim  staryation  on  her  little  head 
Laid  ms  cold  finger i,  and  she  fell  back  dead! 

I  raised  her  tenderly  with  pitying  arms, 
And  in  a  garden,  far  nom  Life*s  alarms, 
I  buried  her.  and  left  her  all  alone. 
And  wrote  this  eoitaph  upon  the  stone  :— 
'*  Pecu)e  to  her  ashes,  but  not  peaoe  to  those, 
Her  erewhile  friends,  the  cause  of  all  her 

woes. 
Who  fondled  and  caressed  her  for  a  space, 
Who  loyed  to  stroke  her  soft,  confiding  faoe. 
Who  gaye  her  food  and  shelter  from  her 

birth. 
Who  joined  in  all  her  harmless  youthful 

mirth; 
But,  when  they  went  for  holidays  to  roam. 
Shut-to  the  door  of  what  hod  been  her  home. 
And  thoughtless  left  to  die  upon  the  mat, 
Their  faithful  but  forgotten  Tabby-cat" 
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A  SATISFACTORY   PATIENT. 

Family  Dodor.  "Wxll,  kt  ltttu  Hak,  ams  how  ark  tott  this  UouiiNOt' 
YmmgSapefuL  "Oh,  Nvxskt  satb  I  'm  xru  ao  much  Nobmalimr  to-datI' 


llofort  Jek,  Wumv\,  S^\txku\t, 


BOBN,  1811. 


BiBD,  JuLT  27,  1802. 


Obbat  fighter  of  lost  catues,  gone  at  last  I 

A  meteoric  ooune,  by  shade  overcast 

Long  ere  its  close,  was  thine.    A  star  that  slips 

At  brightest  into  shadow  of  eclipse, 

Leaves  watchers  waiting  for  its  flaming  forth 

In  a  renewed  refulgence.    Wit  and  worth. 

Satire  and  sense,  courage  and  judgment  keen. 

Were  thine.    What  flaw  of  weakness  or  of  spleen. 

What  lack  of  patience  or  persistence,  doomed 

Thee  to  too  early  darkness  P    Seldom  bloomed 

So  sudden-swift  a  flower  of  fame  as  thine. 

When  Bri&ht  and  QiADsroini  led  the  serried  line 

Of.resolute  reformers  to  the  attack. 

And  dauntless  Djczzt  stroye  to  bear  them  back. 

Then  rose  *'  White-headed  Bob,"  and  foined  and  smote, 

Setting  Ids  slashing  steel  against  tlie  throat 

Of  his  old  friends,  and  wrung  from  them  applause. 

The  champion  was  valiant,  though  the  cause 

Was  doomed  to  failure,  and  betrayaL    Yes  I 

The  subtle  Chief  thus  aided  in  the  press 

Bt  an  al^  so  stalwart,  turned  and  rent 

Tne  flag  he  fought  for,  and  the  valour  spent 

In  its  defence  by  thee,  was  wasted  alL 

Tet  'twas  a  sight  when,  back  against  the  walL 

White-headea  Bob  would  wield  that  flashing  blade. 

That  Bbi&ht  scarce  parried,  and  that  Gladstgite  stayed 

Only  with  utmost  enort. 

Yes,  'twill  live 
In  record,  that  fierce  fight,  and  radiance  give 
Through  Time's  dense  mist,  when  lesser  stars  grow  dim. 
And  though  the  untimelj  ermine  silenced  him. 
The  dear  and  caustic  cntic,  though  no  more. 
That  rhetoric,  like  the  Greek's,  now  '*  fulmined  o'er" 
Democracy's  low  flats,  but  silent  sank 
In  those  dull  precincts  dedicate  to  Rank : 
Still  its  remembered  echoes  shall  resound. 
For  he  with  honour,  if  not  love,  was  crowned. 
Whom  those  he  served,  and  ''  slated,"  like  to  know, 
Less  as  Lord  Sherbrookb  than  as  **  Bobbt  Lows." 


LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

DXA.E  Mb.  Punch.  "  The  FarA^,"  Jer$ey. 

You  will  see  par  man  adresse  that  I  am  encore  une  fois  on 
my  travels !  At  present,  in  fact,  the  Oiannel  Islands  *'  claim  me  for 
their  own,"  as  I^ard  Marmion  says  in  Bulwbe  Lttton.  PardonneZ" 
nun,  if  I  occasionally  lapse  into  French,  for  vratment  U  y  a  such  a 
mixture  of  tongues  that  we  mi^ht  almost  rename  them  the  Babel 
Idanda— even  my  noted  Parisian  accent  is  scarcely  understood. 
CTeet  iUmnant!  and  were  it  not  for  Euullib,  I  should  quelquefin* 
be  in  a  fix  aga^ant. 

I  told  you  in  my  last  letter  that  I  should  be  unable  to  brighten 
Goodwood  with  the  sunahine  of  mv  smile.  But  what  is  Ooodwood 
compared  to  racing  at  Jereev  f  InoiBed,  it  was  unfortunate  for  Good- 
wood that  the  meetings  dashed,  and  it  should  be  avoided  in  future. 

It  has  been  blowing  hard  for  some  few  days,  and  we  had  rather  a 
rough  ^assa^,  and  though  the  yacht  was  not  a  wreck,  J  was  I  am 
afraid,  in  spite  of  the  compliment  paid  me  bv  Mr.  Spoopbndtxb  K. 
Sidnbt,  the  well-known  American  Four  Millionnaire,  who  said  he 
thought  me  *'  a  real  smart  sailor !  "—-and  he  was  very  near  the 
truth,  too,  for  the  saltwater  got  in  my  eyes  and  they  did  smart ;  but 
I  resolutely  declined  to  go  *'  below,"  siid  hung  on  to  *'  the  shrouds," 
I  think  they  called  them— a  most  unpleasantly  suggestiveiname,  when 
yon  are  dreading  a  watery  grave  every  moment.  However,  we  ^t 
to  our  **  moorings  "  at  last  (as  OtheUo  would  call  them),  and  having 
chartered  the  inevitable  *'  snarry-bang  "  started  for  the  course. 

By  the  way,  en  pauant  (I  have  not  dropped  into  French  for  a  long 
time),  what  a  strange  thing  it  is,  tiiat  the  moment  you  land  at  one^ 
these  islands  you  are  immediately  advised  to  proceed  to  another. 

I  was  tdd  at  Guernsey  that  I  must  on  no  account  miss  seeing 
"  Sark."  so  I  didn't—but  was  careful  to  observe  it  from  a  distance— 
for  really,  in  these  days  of  eruptions  one  doesn't  know  what  might 
happen  on  such  a  volcanic-looking  island  ?— and  besides,  I  alwave  carry 
a  pocket  **  JEtna  "  in  my  dressing-bag,  so  that  I  can  have  a  flare-up 
whenever  I  like.  But  let  me  see,  where  was  I P  Oh,  yes  I  sharry- 
banginff  out  to  the  races  at  Jersey.  Well,  really  now,  judging  from 
some  of  the  lovely  teilettes  worn  by  the  Jersey  *'  Daughters  of  Eve  " 
([an  old-established  journalistic  expression,  and  to  my  mind,  most 
idiotic  and  intuiting — we  are  no<  all  tempting  I) — they  are  in  front 
of  a  good  many  of  their  Main-land  sisters  I— and  the  Hospitality — 


(always  a  capital  H,  I  believe)— shown  by  the  1st  South  Lancashire 
Kegiment  is  not  to  be  beaten  anywhere!  The  Lawn  was  well 
patronised,  and  the  enthusiasm  was  tremendous— seven  events— €ii/ 
over  two  miles,  and  two  over  hurdles,  where  one  came  down  I  What 
more  could  you  want— together  with  a  glorious  day,  **  and  all  the 
fun/br the  Fair!" 

The  great  event  of  the  day  was  **  Her  Msiesty's  Cup,"  for  three 
years'  old  and  upwu*dB— (on«  went  dotonwarday-vjid  it  was  won,  for 
the  — th  time  in  succession  by  Jersey  Liiy  (I  won't  teU  the  exact 
number  of  times,  as  it  is  rude  to  hint  at  a  lady's  age)— amid  a  scene 
of  t-jceitemcnt  tLimost  as  big  as  the  Eclipse  at  Sandown !— she  was 
**foUowed  boToe '-  (racing  expression— patented)— by  iWj^  Weet^ 
hiU  ^nd  Lady  SUephiU^--wo  you  see  we  were  quite  among  the 
htmi- ton— IhQu^h.  Aome  of  us  had  never  heard  of  these  aristocratic 
thoroiigh-brtda  before! 

Aiid  so  the  Jersey  Goodwood  is  once  more  over !— and  we  have  again 
from  th©  epHn^y  turf  of  the  Solent— (a  most  insecure  footing) — caught 
in  the  flusti  of  the  sunlight  the  gleaminff  white  sails  of  the  vessels  on 
the  Goodwood  Downs  I— (this  may  sound  a  little  wrong— but  I  prefer 
it  to  \Lh\t\^  a  more  stereotyped  and  matter-of-fact  description). 

As  to  Uie  racing  of  next  week— I  have  not  the  faintest  idea  where 
it  is,  what  it  is,  or  why  it  is ! — ^but  such  trifles  do  not  disturb  me. 
and  I  will  proceed  to  my  usual  prophetic  utterance  on  the  event  of 
the  week  I  Tours  devotedly.  Last  Gat. 

Ths  Bahk  Holidat  Staxxb  SxLicnoir. 
In  the  sweet  month  of  August  no  longer  I  choose, 

Bv  the  river  or  seaside  to  tarry ! 
Preferring,  in  depths  of  the  oountrr  to  lose 

All  chance  of  encounter  with  *'  'Abrt  ! " 


"MnmoB!"  —  The  other  day  the  Speaker  admitted  that  he 
couldn't  remember  the  Latin  for  **Tes."  What  a  lot  of  time, 
trouble,  and  money  our  own  countrymen  would  be  spared  could  they 
only  occasionally  forget  that  there  is  such  a  word  as  *'  Tes "  in 
English !  How  many  marriages,  which  have  ended  in  miseiy,  would 
never  have  come  off  but  for  this  mischievous  monosyllable!  But 
to  continue  this  is  to  be  Hamletising,  and  to  consider  too  ourioudy. 
For  the  I^saxxs  to  own  it,  stamps  him  as  the  genuine  artide,  a 
Candid  PxsL. 
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It  loaTed,  then  settled  in  the  mire, 
Fnll  in  the  middle  of  the  street, 
A  mud-stained,  shattered  relio— not 
Hie  hright  new  hat  I  honght  from  8oott. 


TROP   DE   Z^LE. 

Clerical  Cudomer,  "  I  wakt  to  Bmr  A  kici  DtAMoin)  Broooh  for  xt  Bnrsx  Half.*' 

Overanasious Shopkeeper,  " Cbrtaiitlt,  Sir.    Wk  havi  just  thr vrry Thing.    Wr  car 

AcooMXODATR  Tou  ALSO  FOR  TOUR  Othrr  Half,  IF  Tov  WISH."  [They  did  not  trade. 


THE  WAIL  OF  A  PESSIMIST  POET. 

0  lift  me  out  of  this  weary  world, 
And  pat  me  on  a  tree, 
For  life  is  all  noughts 
And  crosses,  or  thoughts 
That  are  husy  for  hrawl  and  spree  I 

For  where  is  the  man  would  strike  the  lyre. 
Or  spurn  with  his  foot  the  thief. 

Or  melt  all  day. 

In  a  Midsummer  way. 
At  the  sight  of  repentant  grief  P 

No  I    Lift  me  up  to  a  leaf y^boufh. 
Where  my  feet  may  play  in  the  hreeze, 

If  my  hot  head  there 

Still  singe  my  hair. 
My  heels  may  he  ready  to  freeze ! 


MINOB  MISEBIES. 
No.  II.— Thr  Wikgrd  Hat. 

Mt  hat,  mylhat— awar  it  flew—      [i 
The  Strand  was  damp,  the  wind 

My  tall  silk  hat,  so  hright  and  new ; 
Ye  Bishops,  tell  me  was  it  wrong 

That,  in  that  moment's  agony. 

My  language,  Uke  my  hat,  flew  free  F 

Away  in  swift  pursuit  I  dashed. 
The  hat  went  scudding  fast  hef ore ; 

ByBusmen  mocked,  hy  Hansoms  splashed, 
The  more  I  ran,  it  flew  the  more. 

While  hoys  screeched  forth,  in  chorus  yile, 

** I  'U  lay  the  toff  don't  catoh  'is  tUe." 

On.  on— at  last  it'seemed  to  tire 
Of  payements  and  pursuing  feet. 


Now  was  my  time ;  I  rushed— hut  i 
Fate  ever  mocks  an  ardent  man ; 

Eyen  as  I  rushed,  unwieldy^  alow. 
Bore  down  a  pondwous  Piokf ord-Yaa, 

And  under  two  oroad  wheeb  orushed  fiat 

My  loyed  hut  suicidal  hat. 

Haye  hats  got  souls,  and  can  they  hate? 

Are  street-hoys  higher  than  the  brute  P 
Ayidls  it  to  disouss  of  fate. 

Free-will,  fore-knowledge  absolute  P 
Nay,  why  of  all  created  things 
Should  new  silk  hats  be  made  with  wings? 

I  know  not.    Wherefore,  oh  ye  powers. 
Speed  me  to  some  deserted  land. 

Where  blow  no  winds  and  fall  no  showers. 
Far  from  the  street-boys  and  the  Strand. 

There  all  unfriended  let  me  dwell, 

\  hfttless  hermit  in  a  oell. 


THE  CYCLE-EIDING  DUSTMAN. 

A  yRRT  Nrw  Soro  to  a  vrrt  Old  Tuhr. 

Air—"  The  Literary  Duetman" 

[«  A  reeolution  on  the  Agenda  of  the  Groenwioh 
Board  of  Worke  rum  aa  followi :  — *  That,  in  order 
to  enable  the  foreman  of  the  dustmen  in  the  Pariak 
^>f  St.  Paul,  Deptford,  to  get  about  that  paiiah 
with  more  expedition,  and  so  luperintead  the 
work  of  the  men  under  his  control  to  mater  ad- 
vantage than  is  now  possible,  a  tricycle  be  obtained 
fur  his  use,  at  a  cost  not  exceeding  £21  Is.  6d,' " 
Daily  Chronkle.] 

BuMRLB  will  ope  his  eyes,  egad, 

In  butter  consternation. 
He  'd  think  as  soon  of  a  perk-prad 

For  ooyies  in  my  station. 
Our  Board  o'  Works  knows  wot  is  wot^ 

And  has  a  feller-feeling. 
About  the  parish  must  I  trot  ? 

No,  hang  it  I    I '11  go  Wheeling  I 

Chorus, 
Out  o'  the  roadi    The  highway  dear  I 

OsicoRi)  's  the  Cydist's  fust  man ; 
And  I,  by  oo-in-side-ance  dear, 
Am  the  fust  Cycling  DustmanI 
The  happy  foreman  Dustman  I 
The  Cyde- riding  DustmanI 
Yes.  by  a  oo-in-dde-ance  queer, 
I  'm  the  fust  Cycling  Dustman  I 

Old  fogies  to  the  papers  write. 

Grumbling  about  their  dust.  Sirs. 
They  says  we  're  scarce  and  imperlite. 

Unless  we  're  well  tipped  fust.  Sirs. 
When  I  wheels  round  on  my  nmohine. 

Like  Zdcitbrxak  on  hisn. 
If  we  don't  keep  their  dustbins  dean, 

Wy,  pop  me  into  prison ! 

Chorus 
Their  refuse-pails  we  '11  promptly  dear. 

When  on  the  wheels  I  'm  fust  man ; 
And  eyen  sour  dd  maids  shall  oheer 

The  Cyde-riding  Dustman  I  &o« 

Cycles  for  Dust-hoe !    Arter  that. 

It 's  Hosbome  to  my  hattic 
That  Dusty  Bor  of  the  flap  'at 

Will  turn  haristocratic. 
BuKBLR,  dd  buck,  I  cannot  tell 

'Ow  bloomin'  proud  I  fed,  man. 
Old  Shanks's  mare  I  once  knew  well, 

But  now  I  'm  turned  swell  WheehnaiL 

Chorus. 
Good  Greenwich  Board  o' Works  I  Hurrool 

Elated  P    Ain't  I  just,  man  I 
Show  the  Big  D I    'Twill  bring  to  you 

The  Cy de-rid^  DustmanI  &o. 
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« BUMBLE  BABNABDO; 
THB  BUZZT  B." 


OB, 


**  I  feel  almost  compelled  to  con- 
cur in  the  widely-known  dictum  of 
the  redoubtable  Mr.  Bumble.*' — 
Extract  from  Letter  ofDr,  Barnardo 
to  the  "  Timef." 


JXTST  LIKE  JXTSTICK 

(Notes  on  the  Nexi  Case,) 

Commencement  of  the  Case, — ^I 
am  an  enthuriast,  and  I  am  jotting 
down  on  this  sheet  of  paper  the 
story  of  my  last  exploit.  A  few 
days  sinoe  I  saw  a  dear  little  fellow 
in  long  clothes  deserted  by  its 
mother,  and  took  quite  an  interest 
in  it.  The  next  I  hear  of  the 
sweet  little  boyis  that  he  had  been 
caught  np  by  Dr.  Marcellub  and 
earned  to  his  Home !  Shall  I  per- 
mit this  P  No,  from  the  yiew  I  nad 
of  the  mother  before  she  deserted 
the  little  lad  (who,  by  the  way,  was 
called  Pitt  WBLLnroTOir,  after 
two  statesmen  recently  deceased),  I 
imagine  she  mnst  have  been  a  Ee- 
formed  Eeyivalist  of  the  New  Con- 
nexion. Pitt  WsLLmoTOir  shall  be 
brought  np  as  aReformedReyiyalist 
of  the  New  Connexion.  {Signed) 
MiUiT  HEAYiaiDESy  Spinster  and 
Landowner, 
-I  have  found  this  document  amongst 
It  is  common  knowledge  that  she 


Written  Seven  Years  later. 
the  late  Miss  Hbatisidbs*  papers. 

took  proceedings  against  Dr.  MiLBCSLLUS  to  produce  Prrr  Wellinoton. 
At  the  time  of  ner  death  she  had  not  succeeded.  Howeyer,  there  is 
a  fair  sum  mentioned  in  her  will  to  carry  her  point.  I  drew  the 
document  myself  at  her  dictation,  and  made  it  safe  for  the  pro- 
fession. There  ought  to  be  some  nice  pickings  before  **  it  is  aU  over 
but  the  shouting,''  as  my  ancient  client,  the  late  Lord  Dashotee, 
used  to  obserre.  {Siffned)  Eichaed  Roe,  Solicitor  to  the  late  Miss 
Mart  Hbayisides. 

Added  Four  Years  after,— This  case  of  Pitt  Wellikotoit  and 
Dr.  Maecellus  is  a  troublesome  matter ;  however,  as  trustee  under  the 
will  I  suppose  I  haye  no  option,  at  least  that  is  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
RiCHAED  Roe.  We  are  seeking  to  get  Dr.  Mabcellus  before  the 
Court.  After  delays  from  yarious  reasons  the  matter  is  nowpraotioally 
settled.  Is  Pitt  WELLnroTON  to  be  brought  up  as  a  Reformed 
Reyiyalist  of  the  New  Connexion,  or  is  he  notr  Well,  we  shall 
know  soon.  (Signed)  Jakes  Bkowk,  Tmstee  and  Executor  under 
the  Will  of  Mies  Maet  HEAyisiDES. 

Added  jFive  Years^  later, — A  great  joke.  Just  found  this  paper  in 
poor  old  Uncle  Jnc's  strong  box.  How  tiiat  case  about  Pitt 
WELLnroTON  did  worry  him  I  Fiye  years  ago,  and  still  at  the  first 
stage  I  Nothing  much  could  be  done  as  Dr.  Mabcklltts  had  taken 
Pm  WELLn^GTOir  out  of  the  country.  {Signed)  Tom  Bot,  Nephew 
to  the  late  James  Bbowk. 

Added  Two  Yeart^  later, —This  paper  commenced  seriously  and 
treated  with  leyi^  by  the  last  writer  has  fallen  into  our  hands.  As 
we  find  the  note  of^one  of  our  partners  we  add  to  it.  The  case  of  Brown 
y.  Mareellus  is  still  before  the  Court.  The  second  Judge  had  to  haye 
the  whole  matter  explained  to  him  anew.  It  is  a  pity  that  there  is 
not  a  law  forcinfl"  occupants  of  the  Bench  to  hear  their  own  cases 
before  they  are  allowed  to  retire.  But  that  is  beside  the  question. 
As  to  Brown  y.  Mareellus,  we  got  the  defendant  before  the  Court  and 
Mr.  Justice  Robinson  has  issued  a  writ  of  haheeu  corpus.  We  shall 
now  haye  Pitt  Wellington  before  us  to  see  if  he  should  be  made  a 
Reformed  Reyiyalist  of  the  New  Connexion  or  not.  By  the  way,  as 
these  proceedings  were  commenced  some  years  ago,  be  must  be  be- 
coming a  fine  boy  by  now  I  (Signed)  John  Doe,  Junior  Partner  of 
the  firm  o/RoE,  Sons,  Dob.  Tompkins  and  Dob. 

Written  after  Another  Year, — Strange  to  find  this  paper  full  of 
notes.  Well  I  may  as  well  continue  them,  and  put  them  back  in  the 
bundle  from  which  I  haye  taken  them  out.  The  bundle  will  teU  its 
own  story.  It  is  full  of  summonses,  copies  of  affidavits,  draft  instruc- 
tions, and  I  know  not  what.  It  came  out  of  the  box  marked  Brown 
y.  Mareellus,  That 's  been  a  nice  case.  Fifteen  years  of  it,  and  we 
are  still  waiting  our  turn  in  the  list  of  the  Court  of  Apneal.  Not 
that  we  haven't  been  there  before.  Oh  yes ;  we  argued  whether  we 
had  any  right  to  take  the  matter  before  them.  Strong  Bar.  Two  Law 
Officers  of  the  Crown  on  one  side,  and  the  Ex- Attorney  and  the  £x- 
29olicitor  on  the  other.  By  the  way,  how  the  infant  must  be  getting 
on !  He  must  have  taken  to  moustaches  and  a  beard  by  this  time ! 
(Signed)  BoBBT  BiNKs,  Clerk  to  Messrs,  Roe,  Sons,  Doe,  Tompkins, 
DoK,  Sons  and  Mabvel. 

Written  a  Year  later, — ^This  is  really  a  most  interesting  find.  So 
the  cause  of  Brown  v.  Mareellus  was  commenced  many  many  years 
ago  I  I  know  it  had  the  reputation  of  beinsr  pretty  ancient,  but  had 
no  idea  it  was  so  old.  Fancy,  that  I  should  write  on  the  same  page 
under  the  signature  of  my  grandfather?  Well,  old  Dr.  MABCELLins 
stood  to  his  guns,  and  declared  that  we  had  no  right  to  move  in  the 


matter  at  all.  We  were  only  a  trustee  under  a  Will,  and  it  was  not 
our  matter.  Then  we  ran  through  the  Courts,  Divisional,  Appeal, 
right  into  the  House  of  Lords.  And  the  worthy  Doctor  won  I  How- 
ever. Bbown's  heir  was  a  bit  of  a  sportsman,  and  made  him  a  Ward 
in  Chancery.  Just  could  do  it,  Pitt  Wellington  only  in  his  twen- 
tieth year.  That  has  put  us  right.  Should  go  on  straight  now. 
iSignedf)  Luke  Roe,  Junior  Partner  of  Ros,  Sons,  Dob,  Tompkini, 
Dob  and  Rob. 

Written  after  an  indefinite  Period,-— This  is  a  most  useful  memo- 
randum, as  it  gives  an  idea  of  what  has  been 
done  hitherto.  Our  firm  seems  to  have 
wisely  kept  the  action  open  by  paying  the 
term-fee.  As  our  late  respected  client's 
heir  has  for  a  son  a  young  Biarrister  not  in 
very  large  practice,  I  am  not  surprised  that 
we  are  requested  to  continue  the  action.  Of 
course,  the  son  of  our  late  respected  client's 
heir,  is  to  be  briefed.  Well,  I  dare  say  we 
shall  be  able  to  do  something.  Have  per- 
haps quite  a  pleasant  time  of  it.  At  any 
rate,  we  have  made  a  move  by  taking  out  a 
summons  before  the  Chief  Clerk.  (Signed) 
James  Tompkins,  Surviving  Partner  of 
Messrs,  Rob  &  Co. 

Written  Three  Years  after  the  last  Entry, 


Quite  a  Pleasant  Time. 


—I  am  very  glad  I  insisted  upon  looking  through  the  papers  when 
I  accepted  the  brief  in  Brown  v.  Mareellus,  This  paper  is  £sirly 
accurate,  save  that  it  describes  me  as  *'  a  Barrister  not  in  very  large 
practice.''  That  is  a  misstatement.  I  have  been  called  only  ten 
years,  and  yet  last  term  I  made  enough  to  pay  for  my  share  of  our 
Chambers  and  half  the  salary  of  our  Clerk  in  common.  Not  in 
large  practice,  indeed  I  But  to  return  to  Brown  v.  Mareellus,  We 
have  done  splendidly.  We  have  been  before  the  Courts,  and  taken 
it  again  up  to  the  Lords.  The  contention  I  have  held  for  the  last 
three  years  is  at  last  said  to  be  correct.  We  have  a  right  to  the 
body  of  Pitt  Wellington,  and  when  we  have  brought  that  body 
before  the  Court,  the  Court  will  order  it  to  be  educated  as  a  Reformed 
Revivalist  of  the  New  Connexion.  I  consider  the  establishment  of 
this  ^int  a  great  forensic  victory.  (Signed)  Abihitb  Bbikflbss, 
Barrtster^at  Law, 

Written  Six  Years  later, — After  five  years'  diligent  seardu  we 
have  discovered  the  whereabouts  of  Mr.  Pitt  Wellington,  aocord- 
\  \  >/i  V     N  ^^  ^  *^®  instructions  furnished  us  by 
r  ^^  uf/AN  '    Messrs.  Roe,  Nephews,  Tompkins  and 
?    m  ^-     Backgammon.    We  regret^  however,  to 
say  that  it  will  be  impossible  to  oarry 
.    out  the  instructions  ox   the  Court  to 
^.  produce  him,  that  he  might  be  brought 
p  up  as  a  Reformed  Revivalist  of  the  New 
^^  Connexion  (a  sect,  we  fancy,  that  disap- 
peared some  twenty  jesn  ago),  as  the 
alleged  infant,  the  object  of  our  search, 
died  at  the  advanced  age  of  ninety-two 
during  the  past  summer.    We  add  thia 
mem  to  this  paper,  as  the  document 
seems  to  have  reference  to  the  matter 
we  have  in  hand,  and  which  now  must 
ever  be  an  incomplete  suit.    (Signed) 
Hand   and   Glove.    Private  Inquiry 
Agents, 
IT  1  *   ^^  Final  Endorsement.-— Ketsn*  DiOGX 

An  Incomplete  Suit.  j^^  j)^^  ^itLYmg  had  the  honour  to 

be  commanded  to  make  the  necessary  arrangements  for  the  obsequies 
of  the  late  Mr.  Pitt  Wellington,  beg  to  say  (on  this  memorandum) 
that  they  have  not  been  fortunate  enough  to  carry  out  the  transac- 
tion to  their  entire  satisfaction.  Messrs.  D.  and  D.  were  able  to 
ascertain  the  funeral  rites  of  the  Reformed  Revivalists  of  the  New 
Connexion  (very  poor  and  inexpensive  rites),  but  have  found  out  that 
the  late  Mr.  Pm  Wellington  himself  placed  a  difficulty  in  their 
path.  Messrs.  D.  and  D.  have  ascertained  with  regret  that  the  late 
Mr.  Pitt  Wellington  has  been  cremated,  having  died  a  Buddhist 


ADVICE  GRATIS.— Stabting  in  Tbadb.  (To  **  Fbugalett.") 
—Ton  say  that  you  have  opened  a  *' general  shop"  for  the  sale, 
among  other  things,  of  milk,  paraffin  oil,  tobaooo,  sweetmeata,  bxA 
fried  fish,  and  you  ask  whether  it  will  be  necessary  to  takeout  any 

kind  of  licence,  and  if  so,  what  f Surely  you  are  ioking.    If  so,  a 

game-licence  might  suit  you ;  or  why  not  try  tne  Examiner  <rf 
Plays  F  If  you  are  serious,  it  seems  to  us  no  further  licence  is 
needed ;  you  haye  taken  enough  already. 


"  Lbs  Deux  Chablies,"  %,e,  the  Common  Seneanf1[reaff^rand 
the  Recorder.  The  one  is  *'  Not  there  at  aU."  and  the  other  is  **  Hall 
there."    (N.B.— Mem.  to  the  Recorder,  this  ia  *'  a  Short  Sentenoe.") 


■^j-  NOTIOX. — B«!ftet«d  CommunieatiMis  or  CoatribuUons,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawiagi,  or  Pioturet  oi  any  aescnptioa,  wiU 
<«  m^  «••«  hm  ««tat««4.  «A«  flVMA  vhfli  aaeomiMiiisd  bv  a  Stamped  and  Addneaed  XaveloDa.  Oovar.  or  Wramiar.   Tb  thia  rale 
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LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

Deak  Mb.  Puwch,  Yacht  "  Ihex,'*  Weymouth. 

Okcb  again  '*  my  foot  is  on  my  natiye  heath."— (I  don't 
know  where  this  quotation  oomes  from,  but  presume  the  author  of  it 
had  lost  a  leg,  or  he  would  have  plaoed  hiBfeet  there— or  else  he  must 
haye  had  one  lee  shorter  than  the  other,  and  so  couldnH  put  both  down 
at  onoe !) — and  neartily  glad  I  am  to  be  there— we  had  a  most  alarm- 
ing passage  from  Jersey,  and  I  thought  eyery  moment  would  be  my 
lasib— C/br  a  time) — but  I  was  cheered  and  stimulated  to  endurance 
by  the  noble  example  of  my  friend  and  fellow-passenger  The  Mac- 
DOUOAL— Chief  of  the  Clan— who  was  obtrusiyely  well  up  to  lunch- 
time  ! — but  I  had  my  reyen^  then,  for  he  was  unable  to  face  the 
dish  of  Hagffis  that  I  am  giyen  to  understand  eyery  right-minded 
Scotchman  thinks  it  his  duty  to  eat  at  least  once  a  day. 

Howeyer,  **  I  jmUed  through  all  right,"  as  Lord  Abthub  would 
say,  and  was  so  delighted  with  my  sailor-like  indifference  to  the 
'*  rolling-sea,"  that  I  adopted  a  rolling- walk  on  landing,  which  was 
most  impressiye,  to  judge  from  the  staring  of  the  inhabitants  of 
Weymouth !— (I  may  confess  to  you  that  I  couldn't  help  myself: 
eyerything  was  going  up  and  down  and  sideways,  for  hours  after  1 
landed,  and  I  r«illy  think  the  sea  ought  to  be  done  away  with,  or 
flattened  out  by  some  means  I— there 's  a  fortune  for  the  man  who 
inyents  the  machine  which  will  do  it ! ) 
I  should  prefer  it  done  away  with  myself, 
as  then  there  would  be  no  mackerel- 
fishingl 

I  haye  no  personal  animosity  against 
the  humble  but  loyely-looking  mackerel; 
but  I  was  weak  enough  to  accept  an  in- 
yitation  to  go  fishing  for  them,  and  you 
may  imagine  my  horror  at  being  *' roused 
out," — (yachting  expression^  very  signifi- 
cant)— at  three  in  the  morning  to  go  and 
capture  them !— or  at  least  to  try^for  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  we  didn't  get  a  single  one 
—and  my  temper  was  '*  roused  out "  before 
we'dfinished,  f  orno  well-conducted  woman 
cares  to  be  balked  in  her  efforts  to  **  hook 
a  big  fish," — and  all  I  could  catch  were  a 
few  smaU  "Pollock"  and  "Pout."  By 
the  way,  who  on  earth  christens  the  fish, 
I  wonder  ?— and  why  on  earth— or  rather 
in  sea— are  there  so  many  yarieties  which 
you  must  either  remember  or  submit  to 
naye  your  ignorance  jeered  at  by  the  prac- 
tised nsberman,  who  has  probably  acauired 
his  information  concerning  them  only  the 
day  before  P 

The  English  "  Bay  of  Naples  "  is  a  won- 
derful j)Iace,  and  its  resemblance  to 
its  Italian  inrototyne  is  admirably  sue- 
tained  through  the  liberalitj  of  the  Local 
Board  in  encouraging  the  importation  of 
Italian  nenny-ice  men!  I  really  think 
this  wholesale  importation  of  foreigners 
is  being  carried  to  excess,  and  has  already  created  a  feeling  that 
England  is  no  place  for  the  English  I  And  then  the  concerts 
you  can  hear  for  nothing !— that  is,  if  you  harden  your  heart  when 
the  man  comes  round  with  the  tin  pail !— eyeryone  has  a  spade  or 
a  pail  at  the  seaside— aU  the  latest  London  successes,  from 
Tofin  to  "  Ta-ra-ra^  accompanied  by  a  strong  contingent  of 
the  Salyation  Army  Brass  Band!— and  there  is  a  lot  of  *^ brass" 
about  the  Army  still  unaccounted  for !  What  an  eneryating 
part  of  the  world  this  is!  One  quite  realises  what  "lotus- 
eating  "  means,  eyen  though  there  are  no  lotuses  about !— (I  wonder 
if  that's  the  correct  plural P — or  is  it  "Zo<i"P  which  looks  like 
French,  only  wants  "  Pdsbre  "  as  Christian  name.  Or  if  additional 
**<"  introduced,  it  would  be  "Lotti,"  suggestiye  of  Colliks'  Ode 
to  Boom,  &o, ;  but  I  am  wandering)— and  it  requires  enormous  energy 
to  do  anything  more  than  loll  about  and  bathe ;  eyen  on  the  Island 
of  Portland,  where  the  air  is  rather  more  inyigerating.  I  am 
told  there  are  numbers  of  people  who  express  a  strong  disinclination 
to  perform  any  hard  labour  wnateyer,  in  spite  of  the  fact  of  a  short 
residence  there  haying  been  recommended  as  calculated  to  improye 
their  general  "  tone '' I  I  only  wish  the  aforesaid  Salyation  Army 
Band  would  go  there  on  a  lengthy  yisit,  as  its  "  tone  "  leayes  much 
to  be  desired  at  present. 

I  hear  that  the  Brighton  Meeting  was  a  great  success  both  in 
weather  and  racing;  and  the  present  "Horse  of  the  Century," 
Buccaneer,  fully  maintained  his  reputation,  winning  his  race  m 
what  they  call  ^*  gallant  style,"  and  beating  Lady  Roeebery-'not, 
perhaps,  a  gallant  thing  to  do,  but  Buccaneers  haye  always  bct^n 
notorioiisly  rough  to  the  sex ! 

I  am  a&aid  thousands  of  my  readers  must  be  getting  impatient 


for  more  of  my  excellent  prophecies,  but  I  really  cannot  run  the 
risk  of  ruining  my  health  by  reading  the  papers  when  in  the 
country ;  and,  as  patience  is  an  admirable  yirtue,  I  feel  I  am  doing 
my  duty  in  encouraging  it  as  much  as  possible.  So,  for  yet  another 
cycle  ot  time  (poetic,  and  usefully  yague],         I  am. 

Tours,  in  idleness,  Ladt  Gat. 

OnS  TO  BUCCAVEKR. 


Sure  hey  for  the  life  of  a  Conyict 
Bold! 
Sing  ho  for  his  healthy  life ! 


Sing  hey  for  his  peaceful  days 
when  old, 
Secluded  from  care  and  strife ! 


A   SYMPATHISER. 

Habtxr  Tommy  vsyxn  missis  thb  Ambrioak 

KkWS  now,   as    hi    is    MT7CH    INTKKXSTXD    IK    THE 

Case  of  Private  Jams !!!    ( Vide  Daily  Papers, ) 


THE  DIAST  OF  AV  EXFLOBER  1  LA  RTTSSE. 

IfUroduction.—TkHifrhted  to  haye  the  opportunity  of  exploring 
the  Ironice  Mountains.  Hearing  they  aoound  with  frozen  mud 
which  would  be  most  useful  if  it  could  be  remoyed  to  the  plains 
below  without  melting.  The  watercress  plant  too  might  be  grown 
on  the  summit,  if  it  is  practicable  to  take  up  orchid-forcing  houses. 
Ought  to  get  the  Gold  Medal  of  the  Geographical  Society  if  I  open 
out  this  region  that  will  be  fraught  with  such  blessings  to  commerce. 
So  far  as  I  can  judge,  it  will  only  be  necessary  to  take  twenty  bat- 
teries of  Artillery,  a  dozen  souadrons  of  Cayalry,  and  (say)  sixteen 
battalions  of  Infantry.  And  I  think  we  might  as  well  take  a  Naturalist. 
A  little  Later,— lAxAe  a  good  start.  Appointed  Professor  Popoff  tobe 
our  Naturalist  He  is  a  little  outof  practice, 
but  passed  the  prelimmary  examination 
yery  satisfactorily.  Only  made  one  trifling 
mistake.  Said  that  tea-roses  belonged  to 
the  cactus  family.  Fancjr  they  don't,  but 
am  not  sure.  The  suggestion  that  cucum- 
bers were  dug  out  of  the  ffround  like 
potatoes,  was  only  an  error  of  judgment. 
Anyone  mi^ht  haye  made  it.  Bat  althouj^h 
rusty  in  ms  science,  he  is  weU  up  m 
machine-gun  drill.  He  will  suit  the  ex- 
pedition to  a  nicety.  Artilleiy,  Cavalry, 
and  Infantry  in  first-rate  condition. 

Later  stul, — Made  our  first  important 
scientific  discoyery  to-day.  Find  that  you 
can't  grow  broad  beans  on  the  soil  at  the 
base  of  the  Ironice  Mountains.  At  least 
you  may  plant  them,  but  they  won't  prow 
to  any  size  within  the  space  of  half-a- 
dozen  hours.  Tried  the  experiment.  To 
clear  the  necessary  space  of  ^ound,  had 
to  remoye  the  natives.  Did  this  in  gallant 
s^le  with  the  assistance  of  all  branches 
of  the  Service.  The  Professor  rendered 
valuable  support  with  his  Gatling.  Hadn^t 
time  to  bury  the  killed,  but  said  some  kind 
things,  when  bidding  them  adieu,  to  the 
wounded. 

Further  on, — Most  anxious  to  discover 
whether  canaries  sing  half-wav  up  the 
Ironice  Mountains.  Had  some  little  trouble 
in  establishing  a  footing  on  the  plateau. 
After  eight  hours'  hard  fighting  got 
to  the  required  spot.  The  natives  seem  to  have  no  respect  for 
scientific  research.  Had  to  remove  them  in  the  usual  f  aishion.  The 
Cayalry  had  to  abandon  their  horses,  but  the  dismounted  men  were 
most  useful  in  burning  villages.  The  Professor  continued  to  carry 
up  his  Gatling,  and  used  it  with  the  customary  result.  When  we 
got  to  the  plateau,  disappointed  to  find  no  canaries.  So  we  could 
not  ascertain  whether  they  would  sing  at  that  altitude.  However, 
when  we  have  completed  the  proposed  railway,  it  will  be  quite  easy 
to  brinjr  up  a  few  of  those  charming  birds,  and  continue  the 
interesting  experiment. 

Later.— After  six  weeks'  hard  fighting,  have  at  last  got  to 
the  summit.  Cleared  the  place  of  the  natives  according  to  the 
recogmsed  scientific  formula.  The  Infantry  had  to  use  their 
bayonets  freely.  The  Professor  again  weU  to  the  front  with  liis 
Gatling.  He  is  a  wonderful  man.  and  seems  to  have  been  accus- 
tomed to  it  all  his  life.  It  is  almost  a  pity  that  he  should  be 
so  devoted  to  science.    He  would  have  made  a  nrst-rate  soldier. 

Nearly  the  Latest, — Sorry  that  our  expedition  has  not  been 
entirely  successful.  I  am  very  much  afraid  that  it  will  be  impossible 
to  grow  watercresses  at  this  altitude,  even  with  the  genial  aid  ot 
orchid-forcing  houses.  I  do  not  see  how  we  could  get  up  the  neces- 
sary xm^terialB  to  the  summit,  although  assisted b^  proposed  rail- 
way. Still,  when  the  line  is  constructed,  we  might  make  the 
attempt.  But  from  a  commercial  point  of  view,  I  do  not  believe 
that  the  experiment  would  repay  the  cost. 

^S^^ue/.- Delighted  to  find  that  our  scientific  expedition  has  one 
result.  I  have  consulted  the  Professor,  and  we  are  both  of^Jthe 
opinion,  that  from  the  summit  of  the  Ironice  Mountains  it  i^*  |>lsVM» 
to  get  a  splendid  bird's-eye  view  of  India. 


VOL.  cin. 
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FORTE  SCUTUM  SALUS  DUCUM. 

In  St  SwiTHnr's  forty  days 
Ck>mes  the  end  of  Toting-nays ; 
Forty  extra  then  arrays 
Mr.G. 

He  had  hoped  for  many  more, 
Bat  he  oannot  even  score 
Forty-four,  that  fought  he  f or^ 
Mr.  G. 

Fortifiedjwith'  fortitude, 
Rule  your  motley  multitude. 
And  80  earn  our  gratitude 
Mr.G,  I 

Oh  majority,  you  know 
**  GenUjr  does  it ;  "  therefore  go 
Quite  ptano.  Forty— show 
Mr.G. 

Thouffh  his  forty  is  not  fat. 
It  is  fair  at  least ;  so  that 
JoHv  shall  not  he  taxed  for  Pat, 
Mr.G. 

Spare  him  income  tax  that  frrieyea, 
Lest  he  think  that  he  peroeiyes 

Ali  Baba  *8  Forty 

Mr.  G.  I 


Walker!— Mr.  Toolb  is  ^ing  into  the 
country,  and  Mr.  Gabdek  is  to  take  his 
plaoe.  This  sounds  like  a  seasonahle  change, 
as  Londoners  who  cannot  get  away  to  a 
Garden,  will  now  haye  a  Gardev  coming  to 
them. 


"NO  FEES." 
{In  re  Payne  y.  *Enry  ffatUhor  Jones,) 

Alas,  poor  Jones,  how  sad  your  fate! 

The  Law's  stern  coldness  comes  to  freeze 
Your  buminsr  wish  to  captivate 

With  words  you  know  will  always  plei 
"NofeesI'^ 

When  *'  bang  goes  saxpence  "  for  a  page 
Of  poorest  paper,  where  one  sees 

More  puffs  than  programme,  then  your  rage 
Seems   right.     One  cries.   *'At  least  for 
these  No  fees ! " 

If  Dr.  Bbamwell,^  who  they  say 

Cures  psychologfical  disease. 
Had  known  he  would  have  willed  away 
Your  Payne,    Uke    tooth- ache— he  would 
seize  ** No  fees!" 

You  'ye  lost  the  case,  and  now,  **  that 's  flat,".^ 

Must  pay  those  eminent  Q.C.'s 
Your  Bid  of  CosU !    No  Play-bUl  that  I 

You  will  not  lind  the  Law  decrees 
'*  No  fees." 

^  Mentioned  in  Time»  Leading  Article,  Aug.  3. 
t"That*i  flat."    Hsnry  (Author •  Shaks- 
PSA&s)  IV.,  Part  I.,  Act  L,  Scene  3. 


A  Tbic— Congratulations  to  Sir  Williak 
Cusor 8,  who  from  his  known  admiration  for 
Waonee,  is  generally  known  as  '*(]iisins 
German."  He  was  a  ^*  King's  Scholar,''  and 
Enrd,  whoeyer  he  was,  must  haye  found  him 
a  remarkably  apt  pupil.  He  has  oomposed  a 
Comic  Opera  called  (?tid<fy  ^Un,  The  next 
Knight  is  Joseph  Babitby,  a  name  sugges- 
tiye  of  pure  rustic  music.  The  last  ^  the 
Kniffhts,  Sir  Waltkb  Parbatt,  has  chosen 
as  nis  deyioe  the  ancient  legend  always 
associated  with  the  head  of  the  Pabbatt 
family,  i.e.,  *' Scratch  a  Poll."  This  dates 
from  yery  ancient  times,  and  was  an  inscrip- 
tion found  in  a  temple  of  Apollo. 


Oifnroir8.^Unfortunate  name  for  a  pieoe  is 
CigareUe,  So  suggestiye  of  **  paper,"  and  of 
'*  ending  in  smoke?'    Abtit  omen  ! 


STUDIES    IN    IDIOCY. 

She,  "  Mbs.  Moffat  's  the  oddest  Woman  1    Shx  's  fokd  of  mkbtiko  CLsysR  People, 

YOU  KNOW,   AND  SHE    NBVEB    OPENS    HER    LiPS,   BUT    LISTENS    TO    EYERY  WOBD  THET  SAY, 
▲ND  PUTS  IT  ALL  DOWN  IN  A  DiABY  AFTER  1 " 

He,  **Haw— BY  Jove  !    Shall  take  precious  good  oare  what  I  say  before  hebI  " 


AIDS  .TO  LARCENY.— (By.  an  "  OuteuUi 
Ctvaker.^*)--!  find  that  since  I  started  off 
shopping  this  morning,  I  haye  lost  my  purse, 
my  Handkerchief ,  the  keys  of  all  my  ooxes 
and  drawers^  a  ulver-mounted  scent-hottle, 
m^  season-ticket,  and  a  pocket-book  con- 
taining piceless  materials  for  the  plot  of  a 
three-yolumed  noyel.  This  comes  of  riding 
on  the  outside  of  an  omnibus  with  garden- 
seats. Conductor,  the  gentlemanly  person 

who  sat  just  behind  me,  and  who  is  now 
prooeeding  rather  quickly  up  Chancery  Lane, 
seems  to  haye  been  unable  to  remst  the 


temptation  afforded  by  my  hanging  coat-tails, 
andnas  walked  off  with  a  few  unpaid  bills 
which  were  in  the  pockets,  under  a  mistaken 
impression  that  they  were  bank-notes.  Would 

you  mind  explaining  to  him  his  mistake  P 

Would  it  be  possible  for  the  excellent  Directors 
of  the  London  General  Omnibus  Comnany  and 
the  London  Road  Car  Company,  so  to  board  up 
the  open  backs  of  their  otherwise  delightful 
garden-seats  as  to  preyent  a  ride  on  the  top  of 
an  omnibus  from  oeing  a  constant  series  of 
(generally  unwarranted)  suspicions  of  the 
people  seated  in  one's  rear  F 
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AN   AFTERNOON   SAIL. 

Scene— ^  Landing  Stage  under  Margate  Pier.  JBxeureioniets 
discovered  einbqrking  in  two  rival  eaiUng-hoate^  the  **  Daiey " 
and  the  **  buttercup,"  whose  respective  Mates  are  exchanging 
repartees. 

Mate  of  the  ^^  Daisy",  This  gangway,  Mann— (to  a  Stout  Lady)— 
not  that  one,  if  you  want  to  er^oy  yourself.  That  one  '11  take  you 
aboard  the  **  Buttercup^"  Marm ! 

[The  Stout  Lady  patronises  the  '*  Daisy," 

Mate  of  the  '' Buttercup ,"  Tou  may  'aye  that  little  lot  I  Don't 
you  go  overloadin*  that  'ere  old  tub  o'  youm,  that's  allt 

Jf.  of  the  D,  No  fear  o'  you  bein'  crowded,  anyhow.  Folks  ha' 
got  more  sense  I 

M,  of  the  B,  Why,  we  can  outsail  you  any^day.  Spoke  you  off 
the  Tongue  light,  we  did,  close  in  to  ye,  we  were— and  back  ten 
minutes  afore  ye — come  I  The  **  Buttercup  "  '11  answer  any  way  we 
put  her— a'most  speak  to  us,  she  will  I 

M,  of  the  D,  Ah,  it's  lucky  for  vou  she  can't  quite  speak— you'd 
'ear  some  nlain  langwidge  if  she  did ! 

M,  of  fne\B,  Our  boat  ain't  never'mis- 
stayed  with  us,  't  all  eyents ;  ye  can't  deny 
thati 

M,  of  the  D.  We  don't  go  out  for  sailing, 
we  don't— we  go  out  for  pleasure  !  (As  the 
^*  Daisy  "  having  received  her  complement 
of  passengers,  puts  off.)  Tralla!  we'll 
resoom  this  conversation  later  on;  you 
won't  ha'  got  off  afore  we  're  back,  I  dessay  I 

\The  Mate  of  the  *'Buttercup"  is  reduced 
to  profanity. 

On  Board  the  **  Daisy, "{during  the  Trip, 

The  Stout  Lady.  Very  'an'some  they  fit 
these  yachts  up— gardin^-seats  all  across 
the  deck,  and  all  the  cushings  in  red  plush. 
It  do  give  vou  sech  a  sense  ot  security  I 

A  Lugubrious  Man,  Oh.  we  shall  be  all 
right,  so  long  as  this  squall  that's  coming 
up  don't  catch  us  before  we're  in  again. 
Else  we  shall  take  our  tea  down  at  the 
bottom,  along  with  the  lobsters  I 

A  Chirpy  Little  Man  with  a  red  chin" 
tuft  {to  a  female  acquaintance).  Well,  how 
ore  you  f eelin*,  eh  P 

The  Acquaintance,  Oh.  all  right,  thenks 
—so  long  as  I  keep  still.  There's  more 
waves  than  it  looked  from  the  Pier. 

The  Chirpy  Man,  Waves  P  These  ain't 
on'y  ripples.  When  we  're  off  the  Foreland, 
now.  you  may  talk ! 

The  Acq.  li  it's  worse  than  it  is  now,  I 
shanU, 


The  Chirpy  Man.  Why.  you  ain't  afraid  o| 


being  queer  already  P  I  'm  reg'lar  eigoyin' 
it,  I  am.  You  don't  object  to  me  samplin' 
a  cigar  P  You  enjoy  the  flavour  of  a  smoke 
more  when  you  're  on  the  water,  jrer  know. 

First  Girl.  I  can  see  our  lodgings;  and 
there 's  Ma  out  on  the  balcony— see  r  Let's 
wave  our  handkerchiefs  to  her. 

Second  Girl.  Ma,  indeed!    Did  you  ever 

know  Ma  stir  off  the  sofa  after  her  dinner  P 

ridiklous  waving  to  somebody  else's  Ma,  if  /was  you ! 

First  Girl  (unconvinced).  I  'm  sure  it  is  Ma— it 's  just  her  fiffger. 

Second  Girl.  You  are  such  an  obstinate  girl !  If  it 's  Ma,  wnat  's 
become  of  the  verander  P 

First  Girl  (conquered  by  this  unanswerable  argument),  I  forgot 
we  had  a  verander— -it 's  one  of  those  old  cats  next  door  I 

The  Stout  Lady  (to  the  Captain  who  is  steering).  Shall  we  be  out 
long.  Captain  P 

The  Captain.  I  hope  not,  Mann,  because  I  'm  dining  at  the  tabbly 
dote  at  the  Clif tonville  this  evenin',  and  I  've  got  to  be  home  in  ^amft 
to  dress.  [The  passengers  regard  him  with  increased  respect. 

The  Mate  (familiarly  to  the  Captain],  Yes,  dear ;  you  don't  want 

to  die  in  here,  do  youP   (explanatorily)  *'die  in" — <lmtf— you'll 

excuse  tne,  but  the  ocean  always  makes  me  feel  so  f aoetions.   Captain, 

dear,  if  you  'U  pardon  a  common  sailor  like  myself  for  making  the 

suggestion,  I  beg  to  call  upon  you  for  a  song.    (The  Captain  obHg- 

ingly  bellows  **  The  Stormy  Nore—The  JoUy  old  Nore^"  to  the 

general  satisfaction).    Ah,  they  didn't  know  what  a  canary-bird  you 

tcere.  Captain !    Here 's  a  lady  asking  you  to  drink  at  her  expense. 

[The  Captain  is  prevailed  upon  to  accept  a  tumbler  of  ''the 

usual;"  the  Stout  Lady  says  **  Captin,  your  ^eUh!"  and 

pledges  him  in  a  whiskey-and-soda. 


*'  Pirate,— that  'i  what  I  was.  Sir ! 
I  wouldn't  make  myself 


Firsi  Female  Friend  {to  Second  Do,  Do,).  That 's  Mrs.  Edldto,  all 
over,  puttin'  herself  so  xorward  I  Look  at  her  now,  'anding  him  up 
two  cigars  in  a  paper-bag.    I  call  it  dckenin'  I 

Second  Do,  Do.  I  'm  not  surprised.    She 's  a  woman  that  'nd  do 
anythink  f  op^otoriety.    I  've  always  noticed  that  in  her. 
Captain  (to  Mate).  Ease  the  brafls  I 

M(Ue  (frivolously,  after  obeying).  They're  feeling  better  nmo, 
darlin' !  If  no  one  else  'U  sing  a  song,  I  'U  give  you  '*  The 
Midshipmite." 

The  Stout  Lady.  I  do  like  the  way  those  two  go  on  together ;  it  'a 
as  good  as  a  play.  I  shall  begin*laughin'  presently ;  it  takes  a  deal 
to  set  me  off,  but  when  I  once  am  off,  1  can't  stop  myself.  (The 
Mate  sings.)  A  sweet  singer  he  is,  too.  Lor!  it's  like  goin'  tor  a 
sail  in  a  Music-'All ! 

The  Chirpy  Man.  Yes,  I'm  oomin'  to  set  down  a  bit.^  Not  so 
much  motion  ^ere,  yer  know.  No  use  trying  to  smoke  in  this  breeze. 
No,  I  was  on'j  yawning.  Makes  yer  sleepy,  this  see-saw  does. 
Don't  you  find  it  so  P 

Mate  (to  Sailor).  Now,  Willllx,  it's  your  turn— you're  goin*  to 
pnng  ns  something  P 

William  {gruffly).  No,  I  ain't.  But  there's 
a  gen'lman 'ere  as  says  he  'U  recite. 
lAfter  some  persuasion,  a  Mild  Young 
Man  is  induced  to  step  forward  on  the 
foredeck,  and  recite  as  follows : — 
^^"^^      The  Mild  Young  Man  (balancing  himself 
^  with  some  diffictdty). 

** Pirate,  that's  what  I  was.  Sir.     Talk 

about  Captain  Kidd — 
His  cruellest  acts  were  kindness,  compared 
with  the  deeds  J  did! 
^  Never  a  pitying  pang  felt  I  for  youth,  sex, 
_-^        affe,  or  rank — 

;^  All  wno  fell  into  my  dutches  were  doomed 
to  pace  a  protruded  plank ! 
Yet  the  desnerate  demon  of  those  days  is 

now  a  Cnurchwarden  mild. 
Holding  the  bag   at  Collections — and  all 
through  a  golden-haired  child  I " 
[Hire  the  Mate  nifiprMfM  a  groan,  and 
is  understood  to  remark  thatJie  **  Ammm 
that  golden-haired  child ; "  the  Stout 
Lady  sighs,  and  inwardly  reflects  that 
you  can  never  go  by  appearances  ;  the 
VtdrpjMaiLbeoomes  solemn  and atton-- 
Uve. 
The   Ex'Pirate   (who    meanwhile   ha$ 
sighted  an  Satt^Indiaman,  andaiven  chase). 
**  Well,  soon  as  we  'd  overhauled  her,  our 
•Jolly  Roger'       " 


We  opened  our  dummy  deadlights,  and  the 
^         guns  gleamed  grinning  througn. 

^  And,  pantner-like,  we  were  crouching " 

^      [Here  he  attempts  to  suit  the  action  to  the 
^  word;  the  ooat  heels  over — and  the 

Pirated  s  crouch  becomes  a  snrawL 

I— I  &ea  your  pardon. (Picking  himse^ 

up.)    "  Under  the  Indiaman's  side ; 
When — a  baby-face  from  her  bulwarks, 

looked  down  on  us  o^n-eyed : 

I  can  see  him  now— with  his  fluttering 

curls,  and  his  cheeks  so  chubby  ana 

round. 

Which  a  cherub  might  have  been  proud  of,  in  snowiest  linen  bound ! 

Then— he  hadled  us,  in   infant  accents,  so  innocent,  fresh,  and 

blithe— 

That  our  nest  of  human  snakes  was  stirred  to  a  consdence-strioken 

writhe! 

(In  soft  falsetto,  as  Child),  "Dear  Pirates,  I  oni  so  sorry— I  <i£i 

want  to  see  you  so.  [know ! 

I  'm  afraid  you  '11  be  disappointed— but  you  mustn't  oome  near,  you 

I  wish  I  could  ask  you  on  board  to  tea,  for  I  feel  so  down  in  the 

dumps. 
But  I  canH  invite  you-^or,  if  you  came,  you  'd  be  certain  to  oatch 
my  Mumps !  [Crew. 

I  've  iri^en  it  all  of  the  passengers,  and  the  Captain,  and  Mate,  and 
And  it  would  be  a  dreadjfuljm^  if  you  were  to  oatch  it  too ! " 

iPause.   The  Chirpu  Man  hides  his  face. 

We  looked  at  each  other ;  our  utterance  choked  by  irrepressible 

lumps.  fMumps  I 

Though  we  feared  neither  man  nor  devil— we  all  had  a  horror  of 

And,  but  for  this  Cherub's  candour,  ere  many  mere  days  had 


k 

.ferity 

ail'! 


[fr.r: 

aw- 

t 

'It. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


WITH    THE    I 

Digitized  by  V^^ 


lARIVARL— August  13,  1892. 


!^OUES   OF   WAE. 


99 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


AnousT  13,  1891] 


PUNCH,  OR  THB  LONDON  CHAWVAM. 


69 


f  ooliah,  I  know,  bat  I  always  do  break  down 
just  him.    I— I  think  I  ean  so  on  now. 

'*  Had  sped, 
Each  bnocaneer  would  baye  kept  bis  bnnk, 
witb  a  bandage  aboat  hia  head  I " 
{Here  a  fi^esh  diversum  w  effected  5vThe 
Chirpy   Man,    who   tuddenly   achievei 
unpopularity  by  becoming  aggreesively 
iUf  and  earning  a  general  iiampedefrom 
hie  neighbourhood. 
The  Reciter^ 
'*  We  wouldn't  have  boarded  her,  after  that^ 

for  all  the  treasure  on  earth, 
So  we  sailed  away— to  the  sweet  salate  of  a 
peal  of  childish  mirth  I " 
The  Chirpy  Man  {reeuming  hie  seat^  much 
relieved,  and  almoei  as  chirpy  as  ever,  to  Aw 
neighbours,    eof^fidentiaUv).    I'm   all   right 
agen  now.    It  was  takin^  a  glass  o'  stout  on 
top  of  blaok  currant  pudden  done  it,  yer 
know! 
[This  piece  ofinformalwn  is  coldly  received, 
which  evidently  both  surprises  and  pains 
him :  the  Pirate  brinas  his  experiences 
to  an  end  by  relating  how  he  realised  his 
effects,  and  retired  from  business  on  a 
modest  competence,  and  the  ''  Daisy" 
regains  the  Tier, 


'WITH  THE  HOVOXTBS  OF  WAB.*' 

Aftbr  long  fight  and  strenuous  defence. 
Tenacity  tremendous,  toil  immense, 
The  garrison  surrenders ! 

'Tis  the  doom 
Of  desperate  war ;  and  though  a  sombre  |f  loom 
Sits  on  each  brow,  each  brow  is  lifted  high, 
No  petulant  pusiuanimity 
Makes  poor  this  last  parade  of  stout  defenders. 
Or  shames  this  most  unwilling  of  surrenders. 
Six  lingering  years,  and  more,  of  hot  attack, 
By  ooimdent  cool  valour  beaten  back ! 
Six  baffling  years  of  sortie,  and  of  sally. 
Sudden  alarum,  stubborn  stand,  stout  rally  I 
How  the  besiegers  in  their  bannered  host 
Banded  at  first  around  this  bastion'd  poet, 
In  sanguine,  fierce  assault,  and  diook  their 

spears,  [fears. 

Stronff  hopes  derided,  mocked   at  fancied 
The  utadei's  defence  .was  all  in  Tain, 
They  vowed;  a  year  should  end  the  brief 

campaign; 
Tet  year  to  year  succeeded  slow,  and  still 
The  garrison  held  out.    Strategic  skill 
And  not  impetuous  onset  noiight  availed  \ 
The  battering-ram  and  scaling-ladder  failed. 
Brief  breaches  scarcely  made  were  swift  re- 

Uniteosi^  all  deadly  arms  they  dared. 
Those  linked  defenders  who,  aforetime  foes. 
Their  latelv-banded  ranks  could  firmly  close 
Against  da  friends,  now  common  enemies. 
Black  Cecil  was  Commander,  Balfottb  brave 
The  Union  Standard  in  his  wake  would  wave. 
The  lUiter  Joachtm,  of  German  breed. 
And  the  Scot  sworaster  Ritchib,  gfood  at 

need, 
"With  him,  the  fox-eyed  Freelance,  Jos  sb 

Brum, 
Brave  with  the  trumpet,  valiant  with  the 

arum. 
Proud  tobe  capped  and  curled  with  Cava- 

The  GenUemen  of  England,  now  his  peers,— 
These,  and  a  many  more  ffood  men  and  true. 
The  ramparts  manned,  tAe  warning  clarion 

blew; 
Stood  in  the  breach,   and  to  the  bastion 

swarmed. 
Whene'er  loud  blares  that  citadel  alarmed. 

But  now  slow  sap  and  steady  siege  have 

wrought 
The  conquest  long  deUyed.    The  Chiefs  that 

fought 


<^J  ^ 


arJh:r|J^*^ 
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Janes  (who  prides  himself  on  his  French),   "  Dtsoht,  mon   Chbh,  hot  to  bb  ABLB  to 

AOOBPT  TOUB  HoSPXTALITT,    BOX  TO-KIOHT  I  AM  DINING  EX   VlLLB.*' 

Brown  (wJw  is  so  matter-o/'/aet,  and  never  will  understand  Jones's  French),  "DcNiKO  'on 
Ybal,'  abb  tou  t  Wbll,  thbrb  *s  not  much  diffbbbncb  ;  IF  Tou  ooMB  to  JfB,  TOU  'll 
HAVB  A  Lbo  o'  Mutton  1  ** 


So  long  together,  feel  the  touch  of  fate. 
Bow  to  its  bidding.    Calm  though  not  elate, 
Swart  Cbcil  yieldJi  him  at  discretion.    So 
The  garrison  marches  forth!    But  e'en  the 

Gives  chivalrous  salate  to  beaten  men 
Unshamed  by  forced  surrender.    Hail  them, 

then. 
With  sympathetic  cheers  I    The  white-haired 

Chief 
lifts  hat  in  greeting.    He,  all  brawn  and 

beef, 
WiLLUX  of  Malwood,  bears  the  banner  high. 
But   scarce    looks    fired .  with    conquest's 


JoHH  of  Newcastle,  reins  a  restive  horse ; 
He  '<  none  too  eager  for  another  course. 
The  one-armed  Irish  Chief  looks  pale  and 

gnm; 
E'en  cheery  Labbt,  of  the  cynic  whim. 
Hath  a  lesa  careless  chuckle  than  his  wont. 
*'Beshrew  met   but  they  bear  a  gallant 

fronti" 
Mutter  the  inkemen  ranged  in  order  round. 
Sore-battered   Bitchib,— may  he  soon  be 

sound  I— 


Bates  not  a  jot  of  courage ;  that  stark  fighter 
And  shifty  swordsman,  Joachdc  the  Meiter, 
Snuffs  the  air  proudly ;  with  his  nose  a-cook 
Steps  Job  be  Brum,  and,  steady  as  a  rock. 
Strides  forth  Chief  Cecil  I 

Hail  the  beaten  band. 
You   Grand,   and    grey-haired.  Old  Cam- 
paigning Hand ; 
For  you  have  seen  good  fighting,  and  you 
Imow  [glow 

Game  foemen  when  you  see  them.  Conquest's 
Mantles  that  pdlid  cheek.  After  km^  strain, 
Victory  at  last  is  yours,  nor  all  in  vam. 
Perchance,  although  its  fruits  precarious  be. 
What  you  wiU  do  with  it,  we  wait  to  see. 
Meanwhile  you  '11  own  the  foes  you  've  put  to 

rout. 
With  all  war's  honours  unashamed  march 
out. 


Make  rr  Hoip^— Dean  Eitchin  says  that 
one  of  his  rea^ns  for  voting  for  the  Glad- 
stonians  is  that  he  is  **a  warm  liberaL" 
Quite  so.  Aoold  Ketchin  would  be  a  con- 
tradiction in  terms. 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKACTBD  PROM  THB  DiABT  OP  TOBT,  M.P. 

Hotue  of  Commons,  Thursday ,  August  4.— 
New  Parliament  met  to-day  in  neat  force. 
Ambition  stirs  noble  minds  in  di&rent.ways. 
Some  embark  on  Parliamentary  life,  with  de- 
termination to  outshine*  Bright  or  Glabstoitb 
in  field  of  oratory,  ^Others  will  not  be  pamfied 
till  they  emulate  Pitt.  Others  again  aim  at 
the  lofty  pedestal  on  which  stands  through 
tbe  ages  the  man  who  is  first  in  his  place,  on 
first  day,  of  first  Session,  of  new  Parliament. 
Exciting  race  to-day.  At  night,  both  Bie- 
wooD  and  Spekcbr  (not  Bobbt,  who  has 
affairs  of  graver  State  to  look  to  just  now) 
sailed  in  together.  At  a  quarter  to  ten 
Sayort  turned  up,  sermon  in  hand,  and  found 
he  was  forestalled. 

'*  What,  Moorr  of  them ! "  cried  Satort. 
**  The  bane  of  my  life." 

**  Yes,"  said  Logaf,  arriying  a  few  minutes 
later ;  **  wherever  there's  one  Savory  you  're 
sure  to  find  Moors,  and  in  this  case  they 
precede  you." 

Six  minutes  later  Dixon-Hartlaiti) arrived, 
mopping  his  forehead.  When  he  found 
others  on  spot,  pretended  he  'd  only  looked  in 
accidentally.  ** Passing  by,  you  know; 
thought  I  'd  see  how  old  place  looked."  But 
it  wouldn't  do.  Other  men,  especially  Big- 
wood,  saw  through  it  alL  Then  Dixon 
Hartland  ^w  anecdotal.  Told  fabulous 
story  about  imaginary  Scotch  Member,  who, 
at  opening  of  Parliament  of  1880,  broueht 
down  his  plaid,  a  stoup  of  whiskey,  ana  a 
thimbleful  of  oatmeal.  Camped  out  sll  night 
in  Palace  Yard,  and  staggered  into  House  as 
soon  as  doors  were  opened. 

**That  beaits  ]rou,  Big  wood,"  the  Evesham 
Banker  said,  with  a  tartness  of  voice  that 
betrayed'his  chagrin. 

Rest  of  the  665  Members  content  to  look  in 
later.  By  one  o'clock  House  full.  Lobby  over- 
flowing. Difficult  to  move  through  the  close 
ranks,  and  yet  there  were  many  gaps.  Ranks 
of  old  House  more  than  decimated.  '*  There 
they  go,"  said  my  young  but  fiery  friend 
FuRNiss,  whom  I  came  uiwn  in  comer  of 
Lobby,  rapidly  sketching  with  blurred  eye- 
sight. 

**  Who  go  ?  "  I  asked,  remembering  with  a 
start  I  had  left  my  gold-nobbed  stick  in  the 
comer  by  the  Poet  Office.    , 

**  The  Members  we  shall  miss,"  he  sobbed, 
lingering  fondly  over  the  tmculent  curl  of 
H^mon-Hodqb's  moustache. 

Bat  if  gone  are  some  familiar  fac€«,  others 
come  back.  Olad  to  see  Macfarlanb  in  his  old 
place  below  Gangway,  and  to  find  him  later 
mold  seat  in  smoking-room.  Macfarlani 
didn*t  often  speak  in  debate,  but  usually  had 
something  to  say.  ^as  a  Home-Ruler  long 
before  the  majority  found  salvation.  Re- 
member across  the  years  how  he  put  whole 
case  in  crisp  sentence  when  he  abjured  the 
deaf  Government  of  the  day  **  not  to  attempt 
to  enforce  Greenwich- time  at  Dublin."  If 
Bright  had  said  that,  or  DiszT,  or  Mr.  G., 
the  happy  phrase  would  have  echoed  down  the 
corridors  of  time.  But  it  was  only  an  Irish 
Member;  Macfarlanb,  then  Member  for 
Carlow.  So  it  passed  unnoticed— unremem- 
bered  rather  than  f(Nrgotten. 

Business  done.— Speaker  elected.  Arthur 
Wblleslbt  PsELfor  the  fourth  time.  House 
evidently  under  impression  it  can't  have  too 
much  of  good  thing. 

JVMfay.— Pretty  to  watch  growth  of  full- 
blown Spbaxbr  m  New  Parliament.  First 
stage — enters  in  ordinary  morning  dress^  and 
seats  himself  with  other  Members,  dili^ntly 
trying  to  look  as  if  he  expected  nd^ing^to 
happen.  Sore  temptation  f or  ^^Me&bers 
sitting  near  him.    Would  like  to  diap  him  on 


5p^^ 


BLASE. 


Enthusiasiie  Lady  JnuUeur,  *'  Oh,  what  a  pitt  1    Wb  'vb  just  missbd  thb  First  Act  1 " 
Languid  Friend.  "Havb  wbT    Ah—rathbr  glad.    I  alwavs  think  thb  chibf  plbasurb 
OF  going  to  a  Thbatbb  is  tbvino  to  mabb  out  what  thb  FiBJST  Act  was  about  1 " 


the  back,  and  ask  how  he  got  on  through  his 
Election.  Short  of  that,  feel  they  must  ask 
if  he  wa::V.  a  yAf  ?  Ji  he  dining  here  P  Is 
ho  going  to  have  a  smoke,  or  a  stroll  on  the 
Terraw  ?  Next  day,  hiring  meanwhile  been 
proposed,  »eci>nded,  and  inducted  to  Chair, 
8i'E\K  KB -Elect  turue  up  in  Court-dress, 
with  Bob-wiir.  This  is  Development-stage. 
Having  n  ached  iU  proceeds  to  the 
House  of  I^rdAf  where  he  is  patronis- 
in^lv  r^oeived  by  Lord  Chakcbllor. 
(**  HALssrRr,"  Baqf,  of  Quxbn  Anitb's 
Gatb  says,  ''peculiarly  well  up  in  patron- 
age.") This  done,  returns  to  Commons ;  dis- 
appears behind  Chair;  SiReBAVT-AT-ARMs 
counts  twenty-three ;  presto!  door  re-opens ; 
Spbaxbr  re- appears  in  butterfly-trim,  with 
full-bottomed  wig,  silk  gown,  and  shoon  on 
which  shimmer  the  sheen  of  silver  buckles. 

1^0  trifling  with  Spbakbr  when  this  final 
stage  reached.  Keib-Hardib  took  early 
opportunity  of  trying  a  fall  with  him— and 
got  it.  Hardib  fresh  from  the  coal-pit.  re- 
presents West  Ham;  evidentlv  detcsmined 
to  pose  as  Stage  Workman.  *^  Don't  Kbir- 
Hardib  is  my  name,"  he  said,  swaggering 

into  House  just  now.    **  Don't  keer  a  

for  Speaker,  or  any  black-coated  bloke.  I  'm 


the  true  British  Workman,  and  will  soon 
make  all  you  blooming  gentry  sit  up." 

'*  Are  you  going  to  take  tbe  Oath  f  "  said 
Cobb.    Cobb  always  asking  questions. 

"  Oath  I "  cried  Don't  Kbir-Hardie,  "  I  'U 
take  'em  in  a  moog." 

Put  on  his  cap,  and  swaggered  towards 

the  table.  *'  Order  I  order !  "  cried  Spbakbr, 

I  in  tones  of  thunder.    **  Don't  Keir-Hardib 

is  my  name,"  said  Hon.  Member  for  West 

I  Ham ;  *'  and  blow  me  if ".    Turned,  and 

I  saw  flashing  eye  of  Speaker  bent  upon  him. 
slowly  Ids  hand  went  up  to  his  head ;   the 
I  cap  came  off,  was  crumpled  up,  and  put  in 
,  his  pocket. 

**  Will  you  take  the  oath,  or  make  affir- 
mation?" asked    Milman,    stuck   between 
,  two  tables,  but  always  ready  to  oblige. 
I     '*  Don't  keer  which,"  said  Don't  Keir- 
I  Hardib  ;  but,  possibly  from  force  of  habit, 
took  the  oath. 

'*  If  Old  Moralitt  was  still  with  us,  my 
friend,"  said  Burt,  gravely^  *'  he  would  be 
able  to  cite  for  your  editication  a  copv-head 
showing  how  Don't  Care  came  to  a  bad  end." 
Business  done. — Swearing  going  on  in  both 
Houses.  Our  Arm^  in  Flanders  quite  re- 
spectable by  comparison. 
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A   SKETCH    FROM    NATURE. 

LiTTLB  Miss  Faoino-both-wats  and  her  Dog  Doublb-or-Quits  ! 


ASPIRATION. 

By  a  Weary  Secular  SerQte. 

Oh,  to  be  a  Pulpiteer  I 
Purists  may  fie-fie,  or  sneer. 
But,  when  wit  and  fanoy  fail, 
To  produce  your  twice-oooked  kail 

iAs  '*  a  trayeller  ")  must  be  nioe. 
^or  are  yot[  confined  to  twice : 
Hashed,  rehashed,  and  hashed  again. 
Garnished— from  another  brain, 
Seasoned— from  another  cruet, 
Ton  mav  roast,  or  boil,  or  stew  it 
0*er  ana  o'er,  year  in  year  out, 
As  vou  perorate  about. 
Seek,  when  weary,-ro'ertasked  elyes  I 
*'  Inspiration  "  nom  your  shelves. 
Salt  it  here,  and  sauce  it  there. 
Saying  nothing,  since  none  care 
To  make  question,  taking  pay, 
Tes,  and  praise  upon  your  way. 
For— well,  ere  the  thin^  is  through, 
What  is  what  and  who  is  who, 
It  might  puzzle  you  to  tell : 
Still  you  ^*  think  it  right"!    Ah,  well  I 
This  i^oeophv  neripatetio 
Strikes  a  chord  that  s  sympathetie 
In  the  breast  of  secular  sonbe ; 
Nothing,  it  is  true^  would  bribe 
Him  to  play  the  pious  prig. 
But— he  heayes  a  sigh  that  *s  big 
Murmuring,  enyiously  I  fear, — 
Oh,  to  be  a  Pulpiteer  I 


A  Caudal  Lecture ; 
Or,  Banoiniim  in  the  Crieket  Field, 

Whsv  Man  first  arose  from  the  primitiye  Ape, 
He  first  dropped  his  tail,  and  took  on  a  new  shape. 
But  Cricketing  Man,  bom  to  trundle  and  swipe, 
BeTersion  displays  to  the  earlier  type ; 
For  a  cricketiiig  team,  when  beginning  to  fail. 
Always  loses  its  "form,"  and  ^Meyelopes  a  tail*' ! 


EGBERT  ON  THINGS  IN  GINERAL. 

I  WAS  only  jest  a  thinkin  the  other  day,  what  werry  distinguisht 
honner  Her  Most  Grashus  Madgesty  the  Quxbn  would  bestow  on  the 
Bite  Honerabel  the  Lord  Mark,  when  the  rite  time  cum.  But  I 
was  ardly  prepaird  for  the  aoshal  fack  I 

I  reelly  coudnH  haye  bleeyed  it  if  I  hadn't  a  had  it  red  out  to 
me  from  a  most  respecfool  Momin  Paper ;  so  in  course  it  must  be 
trew.  Tes,  the  Rite  Honorabel  the  Lord  Marb  is  not  only  to  be  a 
Nite,  like  other  Lord  Mares,  but  the  Qtteek  has  acsbally  made  him  a 
Nite  Commander  of  the  most  xtinguisht  Order  of  Saint  Mikel.  and, 
not  sattisfide  with  ewen  that.  Her  Madgestt  has  also  made  him  a 
Xite  Commander  of  the  other  most  xtinguisht  Order  of  Saint 
George! 

It  IS  fortnit  that  Sir  DAyiD's  year  of  offis  will  soon  end,  or  he 
mite  haye  fownd  it  diffikult  to  carry  out  his  ushal  Lord  Maeb's 
Humerus  dootys,  while  Commanding  two  sitch  xtinguisht  Orders  as 
them  as  is  named  aboye. 

My  Amerrioane  Friend  has  tumd  up  agane  at  our  bewtif  ool  G^rand 
OteL  He  says  as  they  has  had  orf ul  whether  wear  he  has  cum 
from,  but  all  the  hole  week  he  has  had  in  grand  old  Lundon  has 
bin  most  luyly  Sun-Shine,  as  it  amost  allers  is  in  Spring,  he 
says  he's  told.  As  he  luckly  didn't  appen  for  to  arsk  for  no 
amser.  of  course  I  didn't  giye  him  not  none ;  but  I  ooudn't  help 
a  thinkin  as  how  as  if  he  had  bin  here  in  our  late  hurly  Spring, 
he  might  ha  bin  inclined  jest  a  lectel  to  halter  his  good  opinyon. 

We  had  qwite  a  plezzent  chat  while  I  atended  upon  him  at 
Lunch.  He  wants  to  kno  more  about  our  Lord  Mabb.  Fust  of 
all,  how  much  munney  he  gits ;  and,  when  I  told  him  jest  ten 
thowsand  pounds  for  his  year  of  offics,  he  xolaimd,  '*  Why,  that's 
the  werry  same  sum  as  we  giyes  our  President,  who,  you  know, 
is  reelly  our  King!  "  So  I  said,  ''  Does  he  find  it  enun  for  him, 
Sir?"  **0h  yes?' he  says,  ** quite."  "WeU,"says  I,  **it  don't 
seem  a  werry  big  salery  for  the  King  of  such  a  big  plaice  as 
Amerrikey.  when  I  appens  to  know  that  the  Lobd  Mabb  of  our  little 
Lundcm,  which  is  ony  about  one  mile  big,  has  to  spend  more  than 
another  ten  thousand  pounds  out  of  his  own  pocket  afore  he's 
finished  his  year ! "  **  Well,"  he  says,  **  you  do  estonish  me ;  but 
eyerythink  's  estonishing  in  your  grand  old  Citty !    How  do  they 


send  him  his  money  P"  I  told  him  as  the  Chamberlane,  who  was 
allers  cram  full  of  munney^  took  it  him  eyery  quarter-day.  *'  Ah." 
says  he.  **  we  send  our  President,  on  the  26th  of  eyry  mcmth,  exakly 
eight  hundred  and  thirty-three  pounds,  six-and-eight  pence. 
"  Ah,"  I  saidj  ''  I  am  rayther  serpnzed  as  he  shoud  oondenend  to 
take  the  odd  six-and-eight.  I  'm  quite  shure  our  Lord  Mabb  woudn't 
do  so.  I  bleeye  as  he  neyer  has  not  nothink  less  than  Bank-notes  and 
Buyreigns,  but  allers  plen^  of  'em."  '*  How  many  dinners  does 
he  giye  during  the  year?'' says  he.  *'AIk  Sir,"  says  I,  "that's 
rayther  a  staggerixig  qweshun  to  amser.  Me  and  Brown  has  cffen 
tried  our  hands  at  it,  hut  ginerally  breaks  down  about  Witsuntide ; 
but  I  shoud  say  sumwares  about  three  thowsand,  and  about  twioe 
as  many  luncnons."  ^'Gbod  grayshusi"  says  the  Amerricane, 
'*  what  a  number ! "  "  Yes,"  says  I,  **  and  so  much  is  they  thort 
on,  that  p'raps  the  werry  greatest  trubbel  that  has  worrited  the 
manly  busmoLS  of  Lord  Sorlsburt  and  all  his  brother  Ministers  is  tlie 
meUancoUy  fack,  that  they  has  bin  compelld  to  decline  the  Lord 
Marb's  oujstomery  Ministerial  Bankwet  this  ^ear,  ooz  they  ooudn't 
tell  for  serten  whether  they  would  be  the  Ministers  to  go  to  it !  And 
the  Lord  Marb  to  drown  his  sorrer  has  gone  and  berried  hisself  in  the 
'art  of  Sootlandl"  '*  What  a  sad  story  to  be  shurel"  said  my 
Amerricane,  with  a  sigh  I  '*  Yes,  Sir,"  I  replied.  *'  these  are  sum  of 
the  many  trubbels  as  our  werry  neatest  men  has  to  endewr,  and 
happy  is  he  who  does  not  quiyer  when  he  has  his  arrow  full  of  'em  I " 
Ana  so  we  parted.     Robbbt. 

TO  MISS  AIDA  JENOURE. 

(On  the  Withdrawal  of'*The  MourUebanks.") 

Dbar  Aida,  good-bye ;  since  it  must  be,  it  must ; 

Yet  your  slayes  yiew  your  absence  from  Town  with  disgust 

For  myself.  I  'd  as  soon  liye  at  Shipston-on-Stour 

As  endure  life  in  London  without  our  Jbboubb. 

Sprightly  Mountebank  Aida,  sweet  Mistress  of  Arts, 

You  smiled  as  you  danced  yourself  into  our  hearts. 

And  now  from  the  Strand  to  the  Vale  of  far  Maida 

There 's  only  one  chonis— **  Come  back  to  us,  Aida  ! " 

Let  aheents^  you  know  the  old  maTiwi,  ont  tcrt^  -^  ^^T  ^ 

Wherefore  dance  yourself  back,  and  be  present  once  more. 


^  VamXilL — Aido^ted  Commimieations  or  Contzibntio&s,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Piotores  of  any  desonpUM,  wiU 
in  no  ease  be  retnned,  not  eyea  when  aeeompaaied  by  a  atimped  and  Addraissd  Savak^  Coyer^  or  Wrapper.   To  this  rmla 
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AD  PUELLAM. 

["  Detective  cameras 
hare  become  farourite 
playthinn  with  ladies 
of  fashion.*'  — Zikiuw' 
Faptr.] 

You  used  to  prate  of 

plates  and  prints 
And  **  auick   de ve- 
lours "  before, 
In  spite  of  not  nnfre- 

qnent  hints 
That  these  in  time 

become  a  bore ; 
Bat  then  this  photo- 
graphic craze 
Seemed  little  bat  a 

foolish  fad. 
While  now  its  very 
latest  phase 
Appears  to  me  dis- 
tinotly  bad. 

Since  even  year  de- 

Yoted  friends 
At  sight  of  you  were 

wont  to  fly, 
You  manage  still  to 

gain  yoor  ends. 
And  photograph  them 

on  the  sly: 
The  moff,  tne  cloak 

with  amnle  folds. 
The  parcel,  and  the 

biscait-tin, 
I  know  that  each  dis- 
creetly holds 
Detective  lenses  hid 
within. 


NOT   MEMBERS   OF    ''BRITISH   ASSOCIATION." 

First  Ptuaenger  {reading  Morning  Paper),  "  *  Psychical  chajucteb  of  Hysterical  Ambly- 
opia *  !  I    Don't  bvbfc  know  what  *  Psychical  '  means  1    What  dobs  it  mean,  old  Man  ? " 

Fellow  Passenger,  **  Don't  know,  I  'm  subb,  dear  Boy  !  Sombthing  to  do  with  Brains, 
I  b'libvb.    Not  at  all  in  mv  Line  t " 


Shoald  Crcesus  ^reet 

yon  with  a  smile, 
A  "  bromide  "   will 

record  the  fact ; 
Shoald  STBSPHONnelp 

yon  o*er  a  stile. 
The  lilm   will  take 

him  in  the  act. 
Yet  this   renown,    if 

trath  be  said. 
Is  fame  they 'd  rather 

be  withoat; 
Nor,  I  assare  yon,  will 

thev  wed 
A  lady  photographic 
tout. 


AWTiQurrr  of  golf. 

That  Golf  was  a 
game  probably  known 
to  and  played  by  pre- 
Adamite  Man  (who- 
ever he  may  have  been ; 
name  and  address  not 
given)  is  evidenced  by 
the  learned  Canon 
Tristbam's  observa- 
tion in  the  Biolof^v 
Section  of  the  British 
Association  Meeting 
last  week,  to  the  effect 
that*' he  (the  Canon) 
had  never  seen  a  better 
collection  of  these 
Links  connecting  the 
present  with  the  past 
world."  This  must 
be  most  interesting 
to  all  Oolf -players. 


'ARRIET. 

A  Realistic  Rhapsody. 

( fFith  Apologies  to  Mr,  Henry  Kendall,  Author 
of  •*  AstarU"  in  the  **  Bookman,' ) 

Across  the  wind-blown  bridges, 

0  look,  logabrions  Night  I 

She  comes,  the  red-haired  beaaty 

Dlamined  by  gaslight  I 

By  London's  dim  gaslight ! 

8o  hush,  ye  cads,  your  roar  I 

Behind  her  plumes  are  waving 

Her  oil*d  fringe  flaps  before. 

0  'Arriet.  Cockney  sister. 

Your  face  is  writhed  with  jeers ; 
How  awful  is  the  angle 

Of  those  protuberant  ears  I 
Those  red,  protuberant  ears  I 
And  your  splay  f  eet— 0  lor  I !  I 
Myloud,  mv  Cockney  sister. 
Where  oird  fringe  flops  before ! 

Ah,  'Arriet  I  gracious  'eavens. 

How  your  greased  locks  do  glow  I 

1  swoon  I    The  ' '  hodoration ' ' 

(I  heard  you  call  it  so) 
Sickens  my  senses  so ; 
'Tis  "  Citronel  "—no  mow. 
That  scents,  like  a  cheap  barber's, 
That  oil*a  fringe  hung  before. 

'Arriet,  my  knowing  darling. 

Your  eyes  a  cross- watch  keep. 
You  're  togged  in  shop-girl's  fashion, 
Your  cloak  is  buglea  deep. 
Black-bugled  broad  and  deep, 
With  buttons  dappled  o'er. 
Good  gr-racious  I  how  it 's  grown,  too  — 
That  oil*d  fringe  flopped  before ! 

That  **  banff  "  is  awfully  tr3ring, 
That  odour  maddens  me. 


By  Jingo !  you  've  been  dyeing 
Those  rufous  locks,  1  see, 
Those  sandy  locks,  1  see, 


They  'ro  darker  than  of  yore. 
Avaunt !  I  'd  be  forgetting 
That  oil'd  fringe  flopped  before 


RATHER  APPROPRIATE. 

UiTDER  the  heading  **  Military  Education," 
there  appears  in  Tm  Tablet,  an  advertise- 
ment concerning  preparation  for  examina- 
tions at  Woolwich  and  Sandhurst  by  **the 
Rev.  E.  VoN  Orsbach,  F.R.G.S.,  F.R.Hist.8., 
late  Tutor  to  their  Highnesses  the  Princes  of 
Thurn- Am) -Taxis."  What  a  suggestive 
name  for  a  tutor  preparing  young  men  for  a 
Cavalry  Regiment  is  *  *  Voir  Orsbach  ! "  Not 
only  would  pupils  surmount  all  difficulties  of 
Euclid's  propositions,  but  being  brought  up 
by  Voir  Orsbach,  they  would  dare  all 
*•  riders ! "  Then  as  to  the  Princes,  his  pupils, 
cannot  we  conceive  of  the  first  Prince  Thttrn 
how  he  has  been  turned  out  a  perfect  'orseman 
bv  YoN  Orsbach,  and  how  it  would  tax  all  an 
Examiner's  ingenuity  to  pluck  Taxis.  Pity 
that  when  one  Prince  was  called  Taxis  the 
other  wasn't  named  Rates.  But  evidently 
this  was  an  oversight.  A  neat  couj^let  might 
head  this  advertisement,  and  add  to  its  attrac- 
tiveness, as  for  instance : — 
Krery  question,  whatever  they  ax  i». 
Will  ill  iu  THrax  he  answered  by  Taxis. 
Taxis  and  Thurn.  for  a  win  you  '11  of  course  hack. 
The  pick  of  the  stable,  the  trainer  Von  Orsbach. 

We  wish  him  a  continuance  of  the  successes 
which,  from  his  list,  this  Equestrian  Military 
Tutor— he  can't  be  a  ** coach"  as  he  is  an 
Orsbach— hasalready obtained.  It'saGherman 
name,  but  it  sounds  more  like  'Orsetrian  (!) 


Cm  Bowo?  — **It  is  a  mistake,"  quoth 
The  World  last  week,  **to  suppose  that 
Mr.  Gladstone  complaoentlv  regards  Sir 
William  Harcourt  as  his  ^ Alter  Ego.'' " 
Mr.  O.  being  the  ''Ego,^^  it  is  not  very  likely 
that  Sir  Willum  V.  Harcourt  is  likelv 
to  **  alter"  any  of  his  Leader's  plans.  Still 
an  **yllter  Ego**  is  very  useful  whenever 
^Ir.  Oladotokb.  may  want  to  "wink  The 
Other  I/giiizecf  L 
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«    ^ ^ 

1492   V.    1892. 

Christopker  Columbus,    "  What  !    Go  oyeb  in  Fivb  Days  !    Wet,  it  I  'd  had  a  Ship  liks  that,  I  'd  hays  disootkiibd^ 

Eyxbtthing  bifobx  kow  1 " 


,   I  'D  hays  DnOOTKIlBD  T 
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ELECTION  AGONIES. 

[By  a  Se-iUded  M.P.) 

Yes,  there  I  stood  beside  mr  wife, 
And  called  it— whilst  the  mob   cheered 
wOdly- 

"  The  jiroaaest  moment  of  my  life," 
Whioh  it  was  noi,  to  put  it  mildly. 

Heayens,  how  they  oheeredl    Up  went  their 
caps, 

To  see  their  Member  safely  seated; 
Who  in  his  inmost  sooL  pernape. 

Had  almost  wished  hiinself  defeated. 

The  girls  are  pleased.    And  Mrs.  T., 

Has  f  airr  yisions  of  a  handle 
To  grape  the  name  she  shares  with  me : 

Bat  is  the  game  quite  worth  ^e  candle  P 

Bix  Tears  of  nnremitting  work. 
Of  flower-shows,  bazurs,  and  speeches, 

Of  sturdy  mendicants  who  Inrk 
In  wait  to  act  as  sturdy  leeches. 

The  faddist»-Anti-This-and-That— 
Blae-spectaded  '*  One  Vote,  One  Person  "~ 

Extract  a  uromise,  prompt  and  pat. 
The  while  their  heads  you  hnrl  a  corse  on. 

And  in  retnm?  ^  The  dnU  debate. 
The  dreary  nnimportant  question, 

The  pressure  of  affairs  of  State, 
A  muddled  brain,  a  lost  digestion. 

Six  years  of  it.    I  cannot  stand 

At  any  cost  another  bout  of  it ; 
But,  giyen  away  on  eyery  hand, 

I  dan*t  quite  see  how  to  get  out  of  it. 

Ah.  happy  thought  I    Mv  seat  is  safe. 

And  so  'mid  general  aaulation, 
I  '11  rescue  somepoor  party  waif* 

By  Chiltem  Hundreds  resignation. 

The  world  will  quickly  roar  applause, 
Of  martyrs  I  shall  be  the  latest ; 

But  I  'm  the  party  and  the  cause 
To  whom  the  seryicewiU  be  greatest! 

SoKe  OP  Gbatttubb  (by  a  Nervcua  JEqueM- 
trian  an  the  exceptional  aUence  of  ^Arry- 
eycUsU  or  *'  Wheelmen "  from  the  road  to 
Wimbledon).— 

•*  Oh,  Wheelie,  haye  we  missed  you  ? 
Ohno,  no.  No!" 


A   MATTER   OF   "COURSE.' 


Eminntt  German  Speeialitl,  "Vat  Vatxbs  'ats  Yov  bcbx  in  zc  'abit  or  TAKraol" 
JSnglish  Omtty  Patient,    "  Watxk  I     Hatbm't  tocchkd  a  dbop,  Bxctpr  with  mt  Tea, 

rOE  THX  LAST  ThIBTT  TBABS  I " 

[UjHM  wkiek  a  mild  count  of  Hamtmrg,  Kistengeti,  Jtarienbad,  and  Karltbad  is  at  onee 
frtterSbed. 


HOW  INSULTAN' ! 

Sritiih  Envoy ^  Timbuctoo,  to  Foreign  Minitter,  London. 
No  end  of  a  row  I    Grand  Yizier,  Lord  Chamberlain,  Keeper  of 


Foreign  Minieter^  London^  to  Britieh  Envoy^  Timbuctoo. 

Awkward,  as  General  Election  going  on.  Temporise.  Appear  not 
to  notice  stone-throwing.  Yery  difficult  to  get  to  Timbuctoo  wiUi 
British  Force.  If  hit  with  stones,  try  arnica.  Rather  think  Tim- 
buctoo was  discoyered  by  an  Irishman,  and  called  after  him,  Tim 
BuGXToo.    Eh  ? 

British  Envoy  to  Foreign  Minister, 

Please  don't  jest ;  especially  not  in  Irish.  Glad  to  say  aspect  of 
afiiairs  completely  changed.  Sultan  frightened  about  the  stone- 
throwing.  Beheaded  Grand  Yirier,  and  sent  Lord  Chamberlain, 
heayiW  ironed,  to  be  imprisoned  in  cellar  under  my  own  apartment. 
Gratifying.    Treaty  on  point  of  being  signed. 

Foreign  Minuter  to  British  Envoy. 

Your  action  quite  approyed  of  •  Get  Treaty  signed  quick  I  France, 
not  unnaturally,  seems  rather  galled.  See  joke  ?  Play  on  word 
"  G«uL" 

British  Envoy  to  Foreign  Minister, 

Quite  see  joke.  Saw  it  years  ago.  Please  don't  send  any  more  of 
'em.  Treaty  settled  I  Giyes  absurdly  generous  bounty  to  all  British 
subjects  trading  with  Timbuctoo.    Abolishes  all  Tariffs.     Draft, 


with  Sultan's  signature,  returned  to  him  to  be  projperly  copied  out. 
Mere  formality.    Packing  up,  and  off  to  Coast  to-night,  j 

Same  to  Same, 
Arriyed  at  coast.    Treaty  in  carpet-baff.    Regret  to  say,  that  on 
examining  it,  find  that  Sultan  has  sUppea  in  the  little  word  **  not" 
in  eyery  clause.    Makes  hash  of  whole  thing.    What  shall  I  do  P 

Foreign  Minister,  London,  to  British  Envoy. 
Do  nothing  I  Former  Fordgn  Minister  no  longer  in  Office.  General 
Election  htu  taken  place.  Whole  subject  will  be  reconsidered,  with 
quite  new  lights,  before  long.  Off  for  a  holiday  just  now^  and  can't 
attend  to  it.  You'll  hear  from  me  again  in  about  six  months. 
Meanwhile,  your  motto  must  he^**  Fez-tina  lente!"  Last  joke. 
Brilliant.  Just  going  to  let  it  off  at  dianer-party.  P.S. —Great 
success.  

RKEF-LEcnoir. — Deliyerinff  judgment  in  the  case  of  Osborne  y. 
Aaron*s  Reef,  Limited,  Mr.  Justice  Chittt,  in  the  interests  of  the 
public,  was  justly  seyere  on  both  plaintiff  and  defendants,  declining 
*  to  giye  any  costs  in  this  action  to  such  a  Company."  Eyeryone  is 
familiar  with  the  nautical  expression  of  '*  taking  in  a  reef,"  which 
seems  to  haye  been  a  sUrhtly  difficult  operation  for  anyone  to  per- 
form with  Aabok's  Reef,  which,  after  the  manner  of  Aabon's  Bod, 
when  it  was  transformed  into  a  seroent,  ajypears  to  poraess  the  faculty 
of  swallowing  to  a  yery  considerable  extent.  Knowing  brokers,  if 
consulted,  would  not  haye  sung  to  unwary  clients  the  popular  ditty 
"  Keep  your  Aarons,**  but  would  haye  recommended  them,  being  in, 
to  be  out  again  in  double-quick  time,  if  there  were  any  chance  of  an 
immediate  though  small  ready-money  profit  to  be  made,  before  one 
could  haye  said  **  Scissors  I " 
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MARGATE    BY   MOONLIGHT. 

It  ii  about  nine  p.m.  ;  in  the  West^  a  faint  saffron  flush  ia  Ungerinq 
above  the  oreen  and  opal  eea^  while  the  upperpart  of  the  church 
tower  still  keeps  the  warm  glow  of  sunset,^  The  stars  are  begin- 
ning to  appear^  and  a  mellow  half  moon  is  rising  in  a  deep  violet 
sky.  Lamps  are  twinkling  above  the  dusky  cliffs^  and  along  the 
curve  of  the  shore, 
llie  Reader  will  kindly  imagine  himself  on  a  seat  at  the  end  of  the 
Piery  where  the  Band  is  playing,  and  scraps  of  conversation 
from  his  neighbours  and  passing  promenaderSj  reach  his  ear 
involuntarily. 

Fair  Promenader  {roused  to  enthusiasm  by  the  surroundings).  Oh, 
don't  it  look  lovely  at  night  ?    {Impulsively,)    I  can*t  'e/p  sayin'  so. 

Jffer  Companion  {whose  emotions  are  less  easily  stirred).  Why  ? 

The  Fair  P.  {apologetically).   Oh,  I  don't  know  exactly— these 
Bort  o'  Boenes  always  do  take  my  fancy. 

Her  Comp.  {making  a  concession  to  her  weakness).  Well,  I  mnst 
say  it 's  i>ioture8que  enough 
—what  with  the  gas  outside 
the  'All  by  the  Sea,  and  the 
lamps  on  the  whilk  stalls. 

First  Girl  {on  seat — to 
Second),  Here  comes  that 
young  Spiffikg.  I  do  hope 
ne  won't  come  bothering  us  I 
(Mr.  S.  gratifies  her  desire 
by  promenading  past  in  bland 
unconsciousness^  Well,  I 
do  call  that  coot!  He  must 
have  seen  us.  Too  grand  to 
be  seen  talking  to  us  here^ 
I  suppose  I 

Second  Girl,  I'm  sure  I 
wouldn't  be  seen  talking  to 
Aim,  that 'sail  I    Why,  he's 

on'y; [They  pick  him 

to  pieces  relentlessly. 

First  Girl,  Take  care  — 

he's  coming  round    again. 

Now  we   shall   see.     Mind 

you  don't  begin   laughing, 

or  else  you  '11  set  me  off  I 

\_As  a  natural  consequence^ 

Mr.  S.  's  approach  excites 

them  both  to  paroxysms 

of  maidenly  mirth, 

Mr.  S,  {halting  in  front 
of  them).  You  two  seem 
'ighly  amused  at  something. 
What's  the  joke? 

Second  Gxrl  {as  the  first  is 
compelled  to  bury  her  face 
behind  her  friend's  back). 
Don't  vou  be  too  curious. 
I'll  tell  you  this  much — 
{coquettishly) — ^it  's  at  your 
expense ! 

Mr,  S.  Oh,  is  it  ?  Then 
you  might  let  Me  'ave  a 
a'porth : 

First  Girl,  Bella,  if  you 
tell  him^  I  'U  never  speak  to 
yon  again. 

[As  there  is  nothing  parti- 
cular  to  tell.  Miss  Bella 
preserves  the  secret. 


'ad  no  bother  with  her !  and  never,  as  long  as  I  live,  shall  I  forgit 
her  Grandpa's  words  when  he  saw  her  settiir  up  in  her  'igh  cheer  at 
tea,  with  her  little  cheeks  a  marsk  o'  marmalade.  **  Lottiser  Jtfb," 
he  sez,  **  you  mark  mv  word*— she's  the  on'y  reelly  nice  by  by  you 
ever  'ad,  or  will  ave  I '' 

Jffer  Comp  An'  he  wasn't  given  to  compliments  in  a  general  way, 
neither,  was  he  ? 

Anxious  Mother,  I  can't  make  him  out.    Sometimes  I  think  he 

means  something,  and  yet^- Every  morning  we  've  been  here, 

he 's  come  up  to  her  on  tne  Pier,  and  brought  her  a  carnation  inside 
of  his  'at. 

Her  Confidante.  Then  depend  upon  it,  my  dear,  he  has  intentions. 
I  should  say  so,  certingly  I 

The  Mother,  Ah,  but  Cabeis  tells  me  she 's  dropped  her  ^love, 
accidental-like,  over  and  over  again,  and  he 's  always  picked  it  up, 
—and  handed  it  back  to  her.    I  reelly  don't  kAOW  what  to  think  I 

The   Confidante,  Well,  I  wouldn'^t  lose  heart— with  the  moon 


drawin'  on  to  the  full,  as  it  is  I . 


Mf,  S,  {reconnoitring  his  rear  suspiciously).  There  's  nothing 
pinned  on  to  my  coat-tails,  is  there  ?  {Renewed  mirth  from  the 
couple,)    Well,  I  see  you 're  occupied— so,  good  evenin'. 

[  Walks  on,  with  offended  dignity. 

Second  Girl.  There  I  I  knew  how  it  would  be— he 's  gone  oil  in  a 
huff  now ! 

First  Girl,  Let  him!  He  ought  to  know  better  than  take  off ence 
at  nothing.  And  such  a  ridic'lous  little  object  as  he 's  looking,  too ! 
What  else  can  he  expect^  I  'd  like  to  know  I .  •  •  Don't  you  feel  it 
chilly,  sitting  still  P 

Second  Gtrl  {rising  with  alacrity),  I  was  just  thinking.  Suppose 
we  take  a  turn — ^the  other  way  round,  or  he  might  think 

Firgt  Girl.  We'll  show  him  others  have  their  pride  as  well  as 
him.  [They  disappear  in  the  crowd. 

Mr,  Spiffing  {repassing  a  few  minutes  later j  with  one  of  the 
voung  Ladies  on  each  arm).  Well,  there,  say  no  more  about  it— so 
long  as  it  wasn't  at  Me.  I  don't  mind  I  [They  pass  on, 

A  Wheezy  Matron  (in  a  shawl).  She  was  a  prettier  byby  in  the 
fice  than  any  o'  the  others— sech  a  lydylike  byby  she  was— we  never 


''  Some  people  will  tell  yer,  now,  that  Margit  '0  vulgar,** 

Male  Voice  (mysteriously).  Would 


A  Seaside  Siren  (conscious 
of  a  dazzling  complexion — to 
a  suburban  CJlysses).  I  wish 
I  could  get  brown — ^I  think 
it's  80  awfully  becoming— 
but  I  never  can ! 

Ulysses.  Some  people  are 
like  that.  On'y  turn  red^ 
you  know,  specially  the  nose 
— catches  'em  there,  y'know  I 

The  Siren.  I  'm  obliged 
to  you,  I  'm  sure  I  Is  that 
meant  to  be  personal  ? 

Ulysses.  Oh,  I  wasn't 
thinking  of  you  when  I  said 
that. 

The  Siren,  You're  very 
complimentary.  But  .do  teU 
me— am  I  like  that?  {.She 
presents  her  face  for  Kis  in-' 
spection.)    Candi<uy,  now. 

Ulysses  (conscientwusiy). 
Well,  I  don't  notice  any- 
thing particular— but,  you 
see,  colours  don't  show  up 
by  moonlight. 
IThe  Siren  cokUy  iniimaies 

that  her  Mother  will  b§ 

waiting  sftpper  for  them. 

Ah  HabitMi.  Some  pemiLe 
will  tell  yer,  now,  that 
Margit 'srt^ar.  They  must 
be  precious  'ard  to  please, 
that 'sail  I  I'maspartickler 
as  what  most  are,  and  I  can 
assure  yer  if  there  was  any- 
think  0'  that  sort  about,  I 
shouldn't  come  down  'ere 
reglar,  season  after  season, 
like  I  do! 

His  Companion.  In  course 
not— and  no  more  shouldn't 
I,  neither  I 

Along  the  Esplanade. 

Female  Voice  (from  the 
recesses  of  a  glazed  shelter). 
But  if  you're  on  the  sanos 
all  day,  how  is  it  I  never  see 
you? 
ou  like  to  know  ?    Really  P 


You  shall.    ( With  pride.)    1  'm  one  of  the  Niggers  I 
Fem.  V.  (deeply  impressed).  Not  **  GusstB,''  or  *'  Uncle  Ebuie  i " 
Male  V.  (with  proud  superiority).  Not  exactly.    I  conduct,  I  do 
— on  the  'armonium. 

Fem.  V.  (rapturously).  Oh  I  I  'ad  a  sort  0'  feeling,  from  the 
very  first,  that  you  must  be  Somebody ' 

A  Lodging 'Hotise  Keeper.  Yes,  nice  people  they  was— I  don't 
know  when  I  've  'cu/such  nice  people.  1 4l  tell  you  what  they  did 
.  , .  They  come  on  a  Thursday— yes,  Thursday  it  was— and  took 
the  rooms  from  the  Saturday  foUowin'  to  the  next  Saturday— and 
then  they  stopped  on  to  the  Saturday  after  that.  I  do  call  that 
nice— don 't  you  t 

A  Mystic  Plaint  from  a  Bench),  Many  and  many  a  time  I've 
borrered  the  kittles  for  them  when  tne  School  Inspector  was  oomin' — 
and  now  for  them  to  turn  round  on  me  like  this  I  It 's  a  shame,  it  is . 
A  Lady  of  Economical  Principles  {at  a  Bow-window,  addressing 
her  Husband  at  the  railings).  Why,  my  dear  feller,  why  ever  did 
you  go  and  do  ^Ao^— when  there  was  a  hed.  empty  'ere  for  nim  F 
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The  Husband  (fuikHy),  No  one  ever  said  a  word  to  me  shoot 
there  beingr  a  bed.  And  I've  taken  one  for  him  now  at  the 
Paragon,  anyway — bo  that^a  settled! 

The  Economical  Lady.  I  call  it  downright  fooliahness  to  go  paying 
'alf-a-crown  a  night  for  a  bed,  when  there  'b  one  all  ready  Vre  for 
him  I    And  you  don't  know  how  long  he  may  mean  to  Btop,  either  I 

The  Self-invited  Visitor  {suddenly  emerging  frotn  tKe  shadow), 
—You  'U  be  *appy  to  know.  Mom,  that  your  ^oapitality  will  not 
exceed  the  'alf -crown.    Good  evenin'.  [Retires  to  the  Paragon, 

The  Econ,  L,  (regretfully).  And  a  lobster  ordered  in  for  supper 
a-purpose  for  him,  too ! 

A  Street  Musician  (with  a  portable  piano),  I  will  next  attempt  a 
love-song.  I  feel  full  of  love  to-night.  Oh,  Ladies  and  Gentle- 
men—(eam««</y)— take  advantage  of  a  salubrious  night  like  this ! 


An^rone  who  has  not  ^et  contributed  will  kindly  embrace  this  oppor- 
tunitv  of  placing  hu  offering  upon  the  instrument ;  after  which 
I  shaOl  endeavour  to  sing  you  ^  In  Old  Madrid."  Oh,  what  a 
,  difficult  ditty  it  is,  to  be  sure,  dear  Ladies  and  Gentlemen--espe- 
'  dally  as  it  makes  the  twenty-seventh  I  *ve  sung  since  tea-time — 
however,  I  will  do  my  best.  {He  sinas  it,)  That  will  conclude  my 
al'fresco  Concert  for  this  evening.  And  now,  thanking  you  all  for 
your  generous  patronage  of  my  humble  efforts,  and  again  reminding 
those  who  have  not  yet  expressed  their  apj^reciation  in  a  pecuniary 
form,  that  I  am  now  about  to  circulate  with  the  hat  for  the  last 
time,  I  wish  you  all  farewell,  and  bdmy  idumbers ! 

[He  collects  the  final  coins,  and  wheels  away  the  piano.  The 
crowd  disperses  ;  the  listeners  in  the  lodgtng-house  balconies 
retire  ;  and  the  Crescent  is  silent  and  deserted. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Onx  of  the  Baron's  '*  Merry  Men  All "  has 
been  reading  and  enjoving  Mr.  Babbt  Paht's 
Stories  and  Interludes,  The  book  has  a 
wondrously  weird  and  heavily-lined  picture 
in  front,  which  is  just  a  little  too  like  a 
*  *  Prophetic  Hierogly  phic  "  in  ZadkieVs  A  Ima- 
nock.  An  emaciated  and  broken-winged 
devil  is  apparently  carrying  an  engine-hose 
through  a  churchyard,  whilst  a  bat  flits 
against  a  curious  sky,  which  looks  like  a 
vounff  grainer*s  first  attempt  at  imitating 
^*  biras*-eye  maple."  Upon  a  second  glance 
it  seems  possible  that  the  **  hose  "  is  a  snake, 
the  tail  of  which  the  devil  is  gnawing.  The 
gruesome  design  illustrates  a  yet  more  grue- 
some Interlude,  entitled,  **  The  Bat  and  the 
Demi."  But  it  gives  no  fair  idea  of  the  con- 
tents of  the  volume,  some  of  which  are 
charming. 

Head  White  Nights,  stories  within  a  story, 
told  by  a  tragical  •'Fool,"  of  the! breed  of 
HuG0*8  Rigoletto,  and  Poe's  JSTop/ro^— with 
a  difference.  They  are  told  with  force  and 
grace,  and  with '  unstrained,  but  moving 
pathos.  Read  **  The  Dog  That  Got  Found," 
a  brief,  sketch  indeed,  but  abundantly  sug- 
gestive. Poor  Fido—ihB  **  dog  that  got  to 
be  utterly  sick  of  conventionality,"  and  came 
to  such  bitter  ^ef  in  his  search  for  *'  bfe, 
poignant  and  intense!"  He  might  read  a 
lesson  to  many  a  two-legged  nrig,  were  the 
bipedal  nincompoop  capable  of  learning  it. 

The  Glass  of  Sufrreme  Moments  is.  perhaps, 
needlessly  enigmatical.  andi2tir<i/  Simplicity, 
Concealed  Art,  and  Two  Poets,  strike  one 
as  superfluoubly  **  unpleasant."  Mr.  Paiw 
seems  slightlv  touched  with  the  current 
literary  fad  for  making  bricks  with  the 
smallest  possible  quantity  of  straw.  One  half-  | 
pennyworth  of  the  bread  of  incident  to  an ' 
mtolerable  deal  of  the  sack  of  strained  style 
and  pessimist  commentary,  make  poonsh 
imaginative  pabulum,  though  there  seems  an 
increasing  appetite  for  it  amongst  those 
who,  unlike  Lucas  Morne  in  The  Glass  of 
Supreme  Moments,  plume  themselves  upon 
possession  of  *'the  nner  perceptions."  The 
Magic  Morning  is  a  "scrap"  elaborately 
auced  and  garnished;  the  fleeting  flavour 
mav  possess  a  certain  sub- acid  piquancy,  but 
such  small  dishes  of  broken  meats  are  hardly 
.nourishing  or  wholesome. 

Mr.  Pain  has  a  delicate  fancy  and  a  grace- 
ful stjrle,  a  bitter-sweet  humour,  and  a 
|>lentiful  endowment  of  *'the  finer  percep- 
tions." He  has  done  some  good  work  here, 
and  will  do  better— when  he  finds  his  sub- 
ject, and  loses  his  affectations.  Read  White 
Nights^  again  says  the  Baron's  *'  retainer." 
BA&oy  DB  Book-Worms  &  Co. 


Coim^G  Basokbtcy  to  be  Mustcallt 
Noted.— Song  for  a  **  Lullaby"  or  a  "Good 
Knight"  from  Don  Giovanni,  and  dedicated 
by  nobody's  permission  to  Sir  Artuitb  Sbt- 
MOUR  SuLLiVAir,  would  be  ^^Barty!  Barty/** 
Will  Sir  Edward  SoLoxoir  be  in  it  F  Prob- 
ably this  is  "  another  night" 


LAYS   OF    MODERN    HOME. 

No  V. — BUTLERLESS. 

Oh  !  bring  my  Butler  back  to  me ; 

I  stray  and  lapse  alone  I 
If  this  be  freedom,  to  be  free 

Were  something  best  unknown. 
He  used  to  look  so  grand  and  grave — 

So  sad  when  I  was  slack ; 
'Twas  difficult  to  misbehave — 

Oh,  bring  my  Butler  back  I 

In  him  was  nothing  flash  nor  green— 

A  Seneschal  confessed ; 
Most  people  deemed  his  reverend  mien 

Some  family  bequest. 
And  yet  but  three  short,  happy  years 

Had  seen  him  on  our  tack. 
And  made  us  verge  on  Yere  de  Teres — 

Oh,  bring  my  Butler  back ! 

A  Pedi«rree  in 
swallow- 
tails. 

He  gave  our 
household 
•*tone" 
Mv  soul  ple- 
beian trips 
and  fails 

(See    stanza 
first)  alone. 
I  fall   on   low 
Bohemian 
ways, 

I  doff  my  even- 
ing black  ; 
I  dine  in  blazer 
all  ablaze — 

0!i,  bring  mr 
Butler  back ! 

1  breakfast  now 
and  smoke  in 
bed; 

I  wrench  the 
bell  for  coals: 

No  master- hand 
and  master- 
head 

The  day's 
routine  con- 
trols. 

No  stately  form 

in      homage 

curved. 

Our    conmiis- 

sariat's  lack. 

Veneers    with, 

**Dinner,  Sir, 

is  served  " — 

Oh,  bring  my 

Butler  back ! 

A  few  old  friends  drop  in  at  times. 

But  ah!  their  zest  IS  gone: 
No  organ  voice  with  awe  sublimes 

Browk,  Jokes,  and  Robivsok. 
They  sound  to  me  quite  conunonplaee, 

Who  seemed  a  ducal  pack : 
'Twas  he  who  lent  them  nmk  and 

Oh,  bring  my  Butler  back  I 


And  they  must  think  me  very  queer. 

Each  unennobled  guest : 
I  munch  m^  chop,  I  quajff  my  beer 

At  meal-times  unredressed, 
I  laugh  a  laughter  ruae  and  loud ; 

My  little  jokes  I  crack  ; 
The  parlour-maid  with  nurth  ia  bowed- 

Oh,  bring  my  Butler  back  I 

Yes  I  bring  that  pangon  to  me — 

'Tis  true  he  drank  my  wine ; 
But,  as  I  found  it  disagree, 

I  don't  so  much  repine : 
'Tis  true  we  missed  a  little  plate 

When  he  gave  us  the  sack. 
But  **  all  things  come  to  them  thatwait"- 

Oh,  bring  my  Butler  back  I 

That  gorgeous  mce,  that  smile  severe, 

That  look  of  Lords  and  Barts, 
These  nra  the  charms  that  most  endear 

His  imige  to  our  hearts. 
The  staadard  of  my  broken  life 

With  him  has  gone  to  rack. 
And,  if  it  were  not  for  my  wife, 

1  'd  bring  my  Butler  back ! 


FINE,  OR  EEFINE? 

[An  Educational  Journal  recently  sunested  the 
formation  of  a  "  Guild  of  Courtesy,"  with  especial 
new  to  refining  the  mannert  and  language  of  the 
youth  of  the  working  elastei.] 

Hail,  noble  Guild  I    By  all  means  drive 
Expletives  from  our  highways ; 

Thev  are  the  ruin  of  our  roads, 
The  byword  of  our  byways ! 

And  rowdies  too— to  teach  them  grace 

A  philanthropic  art  is ; 
These  subjects  for  the  Guild  may  well 

Be  called  the  '*  Guildy  parties  "  : 

The  lumbering  horse-play  of  the  streets, 

Can  we  its  spirits  soothe  ? 
Will  blarneying  do  ?  Or  can  **  the  Rough  " 

Be  ''taken  with  the  smooth  "  f 

And  there 's  the  working  girl :  can  we 
From  yells  and  rompings  wean  her  Y 

For  the  uemeanour  of  a  Miss 
Is  oft  a  mis-demeanour. 

0. worthy  Guildsmen !    Take  in  hand 

All  ages  and  all  classes ! 
Show  how  to  hearts  Good  Manners'  aria 

Supply  the  freest  passes. 

Do  not  such  terms  as  these  of  hope 

Your  undertakine  rob— 
The  **  common  people"— "lower  class," 

"  The  vulgar,"  and  **  the  mob  "  P 

And  there  'a  our  worship  of  the  purse ; 

'Gainst  it  pn^  have  a  tilt 
Oh,  gild  our  manners  I    But  take  eare 

They  are  not  silver-gilt ! 

All  at  Ska.— The  Eaisir  is  reported  to  be 
80  delighted  with  his  visit  to  the  Iste  of  Wight, 
that  he  proposes  to  repeat  the  journey  next 
year.  Fondof  military  display,  if  he  c[oea  to 
Ryde  he  will  be  appropriately  aocompamed  by 
an  escort  of  German  Mounted  Marines. 
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INTERNATIONAL   AMENITIES. 

Count  Peter  van  Struhel  (J^  arrived  in  England,  in  time  far  Her  Oract*i  Concert),      AcH !  ToTOHBSS  I    How  u  rr  zkT  nr  Eitklakd 
TOUR  Laths  a&b  z6h  Fkaudiful,  akd  touk  Chekdlxmsn  z6h  OckltV* 

Her  Grace.  *' To-night  nxablt  all  thx  Ladixs  are  English,  Count,  and  thb  Gkntlxmxn  ars  mostly  Forugk,  as  it 

HAPPKNS  1  " 


READING  THE  STARS  A  LA  MODE. 

(Extract  from  (he  Note-baok  of  the  Secretary  q,    the  Earth  and  Mare 
Intercanimtmicatian  Company,  Limited,) 

August  10,  1899.— Ooen  this  book  Just  to  jot  down  briefly  tbo 
results  of  our  efforts  to  nold  a  conyersatioii  with  the  people  liying  in 
the  adjaoent  planet.  Otet  a  better  notion  by  this  means  of  what  we 
are  doing  than  the  minutes  can  afford.  Shall  leave  this  book  as  an 
heirloom  to  my  successors  in  office.  In  1892,  when  we  were  last 
nearest  Man  (only  at  a  distance  of  35,000.000  miles  or  thereabouts), 
we  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  Marsians  were  trying  to  speak  to 
us.  They  seemed  to  be  making  smials.  With  the  assistance  of  our 
new  telescope  (six  times  as  powerful  as  that  of  seven  years  a^o).  we 
made  out  wnat  we  took  to  be  at  first  an  old  man  waving  a  white  nat. 
On  more  careful  inspection,  found  that  the  old  man  was  a  volcano  in 
a  state  of  eruption.  White  hat  evidently  the  smoke.  Could  dis- 
tinctly locate  the  ocean.  Unable  to  discover  more,  as  the  planet  went 
off  for  another  seven  years'  cruise. 

August  10. 1906.— Jot  down,  in  compliance  with  the  wishes  of  my 
pedecessor,  the  transactions  of  the  Companv.  By  the  way,  my  new 
berth  is  a  very  pleasant  one.  Have  piothing  to  do  except  every 
seven  years,  when  we  all  have  to  watch  Mars  like  anything.  This 
time  we  have  a  first-class  telescope.  Fif tf  times  as  powerful  as  the 
one  of  seven  years  ago.  Can  count  the  hairs  on  a  man's  head  at  ten 
miles'  distance.  Mars  seems  quite  close  to  us.  There  is  a  first-class 
hotel  on  one  of  the  mountains,  and  apparently  a  very  good  paper, 
which  by  the  way  (like  everything  else  on  the  planet),  is  red. 
Distinctly  made  out  a  man  in  a  ooat.  Could  not  attract  his  attention. 
Stupid  donkey  I    Have  to  wait  for  another  seven  years. 

August  10,  1913. — Again  ready.  Better  telescope  than  one  in  use 
seven  years  ago.  Find  we  can  now  read  the  Mmian  newspapers. 
They  are  written  in  same  language  as  our  own.  Nothing  in  them 
worth  quoting.  Evidently  *  *  siUy  season  "  over  there  as  well  as  here. 
Account  of  the  Sea  Serpent.  Let  off  patent  sky^-shattering  rockets, 
but  the  inhabitants  ox  the  adjacent  planet  failed  to  observe  them. 
They  have  arranged  bonfires  in  geometrical  order,  so  far  as  we  can 


understand  it,  as  a  signal  (if  it  is  one) ;  they  seem  to  wish  to  observe 
something  like  '*  Ta-ra'ra'boom'de'ai/.^^  Interesting.  Popular 
song  of  fourteen  years  ago  just  reached  our  netu'est  neignbour  in  the 
Solar  System.  (Jannot  observe  more,  as  the  planet  is  off  for  another 
seven  years. 

August  10, 1920.— We  ought  to  do  something  this  time.  Improved 
telescope ;  can  see  everything.  So  excellent  that  we  can  almost  hear 
the  Marsians  talking.  Great  advance,  too,  in  through-spaoe- 
hurling  machinery.  We  applied  this  new  power  to  a  pea-shooter, 
and,  at  the  first  shot,  was  sufficiently  fortunate  to  hit  a  Mandan 
policeman  on  the  nose.  He  first  arrested  an  innocent  person  for  the 
assault,  but,  on  our  repeating  the  signal,  he  looked  up,  and  shook 
his  fist  at  the  Earth.  Eventually  he  traced  the  source  of  the  ^ea- 
shooting.  They  then  began  to  wateh  our  signals.  They  were  just 
about  to  reply  when  we  started  off  for  another  seven  years. 

August  10,  1927.— I  take  up  my  predecessor's  book  to  continue 
these  observations.  Deeply  interested  te  see  if  the  inhabitante 
of  the  neighbouring  planet  would  remember  the  date,  and  be  on  the 
look  out  for  us.  Yes,  there  they  were.  We  have  just  sirnalled '*  How 
are  you  ?  "  But  it  has  received,  as  yet,  no  replv.  The  Marsians  seem 
te  be  signalling,  but  not  incur  direction.  We  have  just  tried  another 
message,  **  Good  morning ;  do  you  use  soap  P  "  Ah,  this  has  woke  them 
up  I  They  da  understand  us.  They  have  replied,  **  Don't  be  rude." 
We  are  greatly  encouraged  by  this,  and  have  signalled  *'  The  planet 
Mars,  we  believe  ?  "  This  has  elicited  no  response.  Strange  I  We 
have  begged  for  a  reply,  and  it  has  just  come.  Here  it  is : — **  Don't 
bother;  can't  attend  to  you  iust  now.  We  are  talking  with  the 
planet  Jupiter."    Time  up  I    Off  for  another  seven  years  f 

August  10, 1934.— Just  one  line  to  add  to  the  other  communications 
of  my  predecessors.  The  Earth  and  Mars  Intercommunication 
Company,  Limited,  has  been  merged  into  the  London,  Jupiter,  Yenus, 
Mars,  and  North  Saturn  ASrial  Railway  Company.  During  the 
present  near  approach  of  Mars  to  the  Earth,  an  excursion  electric 
air-torpedo  train  will  leave  the  Victoria  SUtion  for  Pars  the  Capital 
of  Mars.  The  excursion  will  be  pmonally  conducted  by  Baron 
Cook  of  Ludfpate  Circus.  Betum  tiokete.  Second  Class,  £1,000; 
First  CUss  (witii  hotel  coupons).  Half  an  ounce  of  coaL 
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HOW  IT  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN  SEHLED. 

(Supplementary  and  Imaginary  Despatch  not  yet 
received  at  the  Foreign  Office.) 

It  will  be  remembered  that  I  had  the  honour 
to  report  that  amongst  my  suite  I  had  the  plea- 
sure to  be  aooompanied  by  Herr  Vow  Popopp, 
the  celebrated  Gtermano-Russian  preetidigita- 
teur.  When  I  reoeived  a  despatch  from  the 
Foreign  Office  informing  me  that  I  was  pre- 
mature in  destroying  the  Draft  Treaty, 
although  that  Draft  Treaty  contained  provi- 
sions that  were  entirely  different  to  those 
which  the  Sultan  had  already  at  tiie  time 
accepted  and  promised  to  sign,  I  made  up  mv 
mind  to  return  to  His  Sheriffian  Majesty  witn 
a  Tiew  to  setting  things  right.  I  considered 
it  advisable  to  be  accompanied  by  Herr  Yon 
PopoFF,  as  I  counted  upon  that  eminent  con- 
juror*s  valuable  aid  to  assist  me  in  carrying 
out  what  I  venture  to  submit,  was  my 
praiseworthy  object. 

When  we  reached  the  room  the  Sultan  was 
oocupving,  we  found  His  Sheriffian  Migesty 
regarding  with  some  indignation,  the  remains 

of  the  Draft  Treaty 

that  had  been  brought 
back  to  him  by  the 
messengers  the  Sultan 
had  sent  to  me. 

His  Majesty  was 
very  angry,  and  had 
^ven  orders  for  the 
immediate  execution 
of  Herr  Voir  Popofp 
and  myself,  when  my 
talented  assistant 
gently  placed  his 
hand  upon  the  head 
of  the  swarthy  and 
irate  Sovereign,  and 
by  a  clever  jxass  pro- 
duced an  egg.  This 
amused  and  amazed 
the  Sultan  immensely, 
and  his  Sheriffian 
Majesty  desired  that 
the  feat  should  be  re- 
peated. This  request 
received  immediate 
practical  acquies- 
cence as  the  wonder- 
worker deliberately 
extracted  effgs  from 
the  Sultan  s  arms, 
legs,  and  whiskers. 
Having  obtained  some 
dozen  eggs  by  this  means,  Herr  Von  Popoff 
borrowed  a  turban  from  the  Prime  Minister, 
and  breaking  the  eggs  into  his  improvised 
saucepan,  mixed  the  mess  into  a  compact 
mass  with  the  assistance  of  a  scimitar  kindly 
lent  for  the  occasion  by  the  Commander-in- 
Chief. 

**High  cock-alorum  iig,  jig,  jig!"  ex- 
claimed the  Wizard,  and  in  a  trice,  the  eggs 
had  disappeared,  and  in  their  place  appeared 
a  pound-cake.  I  have  the  honour  to  report 
that  the  cake  was  then  cut  into  small  portions 
and  passed  round  for  consumption.  His 
Sheriman  Migestv  was  good  enoui^h  to  mr- 
take  of  the  rather  stsue  comestible.  The 
remainder  of  the  cake  was  devoured  by  the 
euite. 

By  this  time  the  Sultan  was  in  great  good 
humour,  when  unfortunatelv  his  eves  fell 
upon  the  remains  (d  the  aestrovea  Draft 
Treaty  which  were  still  lying  unneeded  on 
the  palace  floor.  Seeing  them  his  Sheriffian 
Migesty  rolled  his  eyes  savagely,  and  sent  for 
the  Lord  High  Executioner. 

It  was  at  this  orisiB  that  Herr  Voir  Popoff 
showed  great  presence  of  mind  and  absolute 
coolness.  Wimout  a  moment's  hesitation  he 
requested  that  the  fra^ents  of  paper  might 
be  given  to  him.    Taking  them  in  his  right 


hand,  he  placed  them  in  the  turban  he  had 
previously  used  for  manufacturing  his  pound- 
cake, and  once  more  repeated  his  magic 
formula. 

To  the  general  surprise  (and  I  must  not 
omit  my  own  individuality  from  the  universal 
astonishment)  he  produced  a  new  Treaty, 
which  1  then  had  the  honour  of  handing  to 
the  Sultan  for  siflrnature. 

The  Treaty  (wnich  was  subsequently  dis- 
covered to  contain  several  important  conces- 
sions to  the  country  I  have  the  honour  to 
represent)  was  then  signed,  and  the  pres- 
tiaigiiateur  and  I  retired  loaded  with 
honours. 

I  have,  in  conclusion,  to  beg  permission 
to  wear  the  Sheriffian  Order  of  the  JDiamond- 
eyed  Pis,<^^  ^^®  Second  Class.  The  Sun-Star 
of  (the  Emerald  Life-sized  White  Elephant 
of  the  Double  First-Class  has  already  been 
accented  by  Herr  Von  Popoff,  as  that 
gentleman,  being  a  foreign  subject,  has  no 
need  to  desire  official  authorisation  to  use 
his  recently-acquired  and  extremely  bulky 
decoration. 


INFRA  DIG. 

Sweet,  in  a  sordid  age,  it  is  to  find 
One  Abdiel  to  enticement  bravely  blind, 
One  class  not  thrall  to  Plutus.    But,  hurroo  I 
England  rejoice  aloud,  for  thou  hast  two,"^ 
Sweet  are  the  uses  of — Advertisement, 
To  huckster  souls,  whose  god  is  Cent-per- 
cent. 
The  Mart,  the  Forum,  and— alas !— the  Fane. 
Self -trumpeting,  in  type,  cannot  restrain ; 
The  leaded  column  and  the  poster  smart 
Seduce  the  Histrio ;  e'en  the  thrall  of  Art 
Bows  to  the  modem  Baal  of  Pot  and  Paste, 
That  deadly  foe  of  Modesty  and  Taste. 
The  Poet  poses  publicly,  the  Scribe 
Knows  how  to  vaunt,  to  logroll,  and  to  bribe. 
But  tiiere  be  those  share  not  the  general 

taint; 
The  pestle-wielding  Sage,  the   silk-gowned 

Saint. 
Redeem  our  fallen  race  from  the  dark  shade 
That  would  confuse  Professions  with  mere 

Trade. 
No,  briefs  and  bills  of  costs  may  loom  too  big, 
Harpagon    hide    be- 
neath  a   horsehair 

Sangrado    thrive   on 

flattery  and  shrewd 

knack. 
And  Dulcamara,  safe 

in  silence,  quack ; 
But— chortle,   oh  ye 

good,    rejoice,    ye 

wise  I— 
Physic  and  Law  will 

neyet— Advertise  / 


"GROUSE    DRIVING." 

This  is  wha.t  she  Imagined  it  to  be  in  heb  Dream  of  the  12th  of  August. 


MEMORABLE. 
SiB,— So  many  gunning  Epitaphs  have  re- 
cently appeared  in  the  Times  a  proves  of 
**  Bob  Lowe,"  that  I  am  sure  you  will  now 
allow  me  to  produce  and  publish  what  was 
rejected  by  your  Editor ^  lonff  before  the  de- 
cease of  the  above-mentioned  eminent  States- 
man. I  thought  it,  and  still  think  it, 
uncommonly  good ;  but  the  then  Editor  said, 
*'  No — it  is  unseemly  to  joke  about  the  de- 
cease of  a  living  celebrity."  Now  on  the 
good  old  maxim  of  **  Nii  nisi  bonum,*^  I  beg 
you  will  produce  this,  as  I  'm  sure  it  is,  and 
always  was,  uncommonly  honum,  and  like  good 
wine,  all  the  better  for  keeping.  Here  it  is : — 
Os  THE  Late  B.  L. 
Bob  I  has  he  gone  above  the  sky  ? 

We  hope  that  it  is  so. 
Yet  when  above,  however  high, 
He  'U  always  be  B.-Lowe. 
I  've  seen  nothinff  to  equal  this ;  at  least, 
being  a  judge  of  sucn  things,  I  may  safely  say 
so,  audding  numbly,  *'  A  poor  thinff,  but  mine 
own."       Yours,    L.  8.  Pbtt  D'Escalier. 


Accidental  Joke.— When  does  an  explo- 
sion do  no  harm  ?  When  a  husband  blows 
his  wife  up— and  she  deserves  it. 


"The  Pabiah."— 
In  the  latest  copy  to 
hand  of  that  wonder- 
ful penn'orth  of  ^;os- 
sip  and  information, 
Sola's  Journal^  VoL 
I.  No.  16,  and  in  the 
very  first  line  of  the 
light  and  leading 
article,  our  "G.  A.  S.'* 
asks  '*Js  Woman  a 
Pariah P"  Of  course 
she  is  not  we  reply, 
not  even  if  she  be  the 
very  masculinest  of 
feniales.  Some,  if 
they  are  '*Biahs"at 
all,  are  **Ma-riahs."  *'  Biah,"  it  may  be  re- 
membered, is  the  abbreviated  form  of  the 
name  as  in  the  once  popular  Coster's  song  of 
*•  JFhat  cheer  Biahf*^  Whether  spelt  with 
or  without  an  **  h  "  is  of  no  consequence,  the 
Coster  not  being  particular. 


TO  De.  LOUIS  ROBINSON. 

(  Who  said  at  the  British  Association  that  a  Baby 
vxis  an  animal  as  interesting  as  amy  which  had 
been  brought  from  the  uttermost  parts  qf  the 
Earth,) 

Quite  right,  Dr.  Robunson,  perfectly  right, 

No  longer  the  need  to  repair  to  the  Zoo ; 
No  longer  we  'U  see  with  increasing  delis^t 
The  quarrelsome  Monkey,  the  blithe  kan- 
garoo. 
But  the  **  animal's  interest"  shall  charm  us 
instead. 
Though  it's  scarcely  a  charm  you*ve  dis- 
covered,— at  least 
There 's  man^  a  father  who 's  pointedly  said, 
That  his  int'resting  Babe  was  a  ^*  mere 
Httle  beast!" 

Seasokable  but  Unfair.— When  you  have 
to  pay  heavily  for  light  refreshments. 
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ATAVISM. 

Proud  Mother.   "Bur  really  now,  Db.  Biroh,  don't  you  think  it  rathxr  xxtra- 

ORDINUIT  that  WB  SHOULD  HAYB  THREE  SUCH  ClSYSR  SoNS  f  " 

Dr,  B.  "Why,  No,  my  Dkae  Madam  ;  now  you  havb  told  mb  what  a  bkmarkably 
Clbybb  Orandmother  thby  had  1 " 


THE  NEXT  VIVA  VOCE. 

["  Due  consideration  will  be  given  in  the  selec- 
tion of  Candidates  for  Scholarships  to  proficiency 
in  athletics."— Dai/y  Fap^-,] 

JExaminer  (eourteou$ly).  Have  yoa  studied 
any  Latin  author  f 

Candidate  {with  hesitation).  I  onoe  looked 
into  Cornelius  Nepos,  but  never  oould  oon- 
strue  half  a  dozen  lines. 

Exam.  What  have  you  studied  in  Greek  ? 

Can,  Tried  the  first  page  of  Valpt,  and 
^t  through  the  present  of  rvirrctf— then  gave 
it  up. 

Exam.  Do  you  know  anything  about 
Mathematics  ? 

Can,  Fancy  I  have  heard  of  the  Rule  of 
Three^  but  hanged  if  I  know  much  about 
Fractions. 

Exam,  {a  Utile  deepairingly).  Can  you  give 
the  dates  of  the  four  Williams  in  English 
History? 

Can.  No.  Suppose  foUowed  one  another, 
as  shilling[s  of  the  time  of  William  the 
Fourth  still  in  use.  Suppose  William  the 
First  must  have  been  about  the  end  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century. 


Exam,  {with  new  hope).  Do  you  know  any- 
thing about  G^eograi^y  P. 

Can,  'Hot  without  tL  ConUnenial  Bradehaw. 

Exam,  (nothing  daunted).  Can  you  tell  me 
the  name  of  the  spot  which  is  supposed  to  be 
the  centre  of  the  universe  ? 

Can,  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea,  but 
suppose  you  mean  Monte  Carlo. 

Exam,  {as  a  last  resource).  Do  you  know 
anything  about  Law  P 

Can.  Nothing  at  all,  except  [that  one  of 
my  friends  had  to  pay  five  pounds,  the  other 
day,  for  assaulting  a  Policeman. 

Exam,  {losing  his  temper).  Then  what  on 
earth  itoyou  know  P 

Can,  Only  how  to  break  the  record  of  the 
quarter  mile. 

Exam,  {brightening  up).  And  can  you  play 
Cricket  P 

Can,  {contemptuously).  Can  I  play  Cricket ! 
Why  I  carried  my  bat  out  for  184  a^nst 
Loamshire.  with  Grace  bowling'  his  swiftest 

Exam,  [cordially  grasping  his  hand).  My 
dear  Sir,  after  the  satisfactory  examination 
you  have  just  undergone,  I  shall  have  much 
pleasure  in  recommending  you  for  a  Scholar- 
ship. 


ESSENCE  OP  PAKLIAMENT. 

Extractbd  pbom  tub  Diary  op  Toby,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons^  Monday,  Aug,  8. — 
Think  I  mentioned,  just  before  Ficrogation, 
how  DuKBAB  Babtok,  offended  at  disregard 
paid  to  his  warnings  hy  Ministers,  protested 
that  he  would  never  speak  again,  and  shoold 
thenceforth  be  known  as  Dum  Babtov. 
Finding  him  to-night  figffed  out,  urepsred  to 
move  Address,  reminded  nim  of  the  moident. 
'* Quite  so, Toby," he  said;  "you're  per- 
fectly right.  I  never  did  speak  again  in  that 
House.  This  is  a  different  thing.  BeaideiL 
I  'm  not  going  to  make  a  speech,  out  to  read 
a  paper.*' 

lUither  guibbling  this ;  but  temptatian  to 
accept  invitation  to  move  Address  at  opening 
of  new  Session  understood  to  be  iiresistiUe. 
Believe  I  'm  the  onlyMember  who  ever  begced 
to  be  excused.  W.  H.  Cross  seconded 
Address;  speech  much  mystified  House; 
remains  to  this  day  disputed  point  whether 
he  meant  to  be  funny,  or  was  merely  mahk- 
drdt.  Fancy  he  really  meant  it.  Graed 
Cross  in  Peers'  Gallery,  looking  on  with  food 
affection.  Life  been  for  him,  of  lata,  a 
troubled  sheet  of  water.  His  oounael  about 
not  dissolving  Parliament  till  ^  very  laat 
moment,  over-ruled ;  consequence  is,  Govem- 
ment  are  ^ping  out ;  how  India  is  to  ret  on 
without  him,  Graed  Cross  really  ooesn't 
know.  Situation  not  soothed  by  reprehen- 
sible frivolity  of  Prince  Arthur.  Meetug 
Graeb  Cross  just  now^moodily  crossing 
Corridor,  Prince  said,—*'  WelL  we  're  not  the 
only  parties  changing  places.  I  see,  from  the 
newspapers,  that  the  manet  Mars  has  already 
gone  into  Opposition.'' 

Graeb  Cross  severely  shook  hii  head. 
There  are  some  things  too  sacred  for  a  ioke ; 
his  leaving  the  Inoia  Office  is  one.  More- 
over, not  free  from  certain  jealousy  in  the 
matter.  Fact  is,  been,  so  to  speak,  *'on  the 
joke"  himself.  Modest  merit,  like  murder, 
wiU  out.  No  use  attempting  to  burke  what 
is  open  secret.  All  those  funereal  jokes  in 
yoimg  Cross's  speech— his  '*  course  of  obituary 
notices"  as  Asqutth  haj^y  put  it— were 
reallv  Graed  Cross's.  Cross  per^  oom- 
posed  them  in  the  seclusion  of  Bode  Biggs, 
and  made  them  over  to  his  son. 

**  Would  never 
do,  William 
Hbert,  for  a 
man  in  my  posi- 
tion to  publioly 


a  joke.    I 
am  not  sure  how 
it  befits  the  Junior 
Counsel  for  Eng- 
land in  the  Beh- 
ring    Sea    Arbi- 
tration.    But  we 
must   risk   that, 
lliere    they    are,"    he 
imid,    hancung    nim   a 
packet  of  manuscript  in 
a  black-edged  envelope, 
**  and   may  a  father's 
blessing  accompany 
them," 

There  was,  as  I  have 
eflid,  some  hesitation  on 
part  of  House  as  to  how 
tbtiy  were  to  be  received. 
On  the  whole,  went  off 
wtlL  The  reference  to 
**  the  Government  at 
whoee  last  hours  we  nave 
now  arrived,"  and  the 
proposal  to  write  their 


A«iuith,Q.C. 
epitaidi,  brought  down 'the  House.    Graed 
Cross  sitting  in  Gallery  nervously  watching 
result,    decidedly    encouraged.     In  ^larger 
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Honest  John  Bums. 


leisure  of  Opposition  we  shall  probably  haye  more  of  these  Yioarions 
flashes  of  latent  humonr. 

Business  done, — Address  moved,  met  with  Vote  of  No  Confidence, 
submitted  by  AsauiTH  in  brilliant  speech. 

Ttfe«(iay.— Imminence  of  ohan^e  in  Ministry  brings  into  promi- 
nence ana  close  proximity  what  is  likely  to  happen  in  Ireland  when 
Home  Rule  is  established.  Irish  Members  of  ail  sections  on  the  alert. 
SiUNDSRSOir  in  his  war-paint,  which  assumes  shape  of  luminous 
white  waistcoat.  Always  Know,  when  the  Colonel  puts  that  on,  he 
means  business.  Made  to-night  good  Derrydown  speech  mmctuated 
-  by  howls  of  execration  from  Irish  brethren 

opposite.  That  is  just  what  Colonel  enjoys ; 
moved  him  to  higher  flights  of  oratory.  His 
lurid  picture  of  Asquith,  Q,.C.,  **  sitting 
on  the  lips  of  Irish  volcano,''  extremely 
effective.  Irish  Members  cruelly  and  effec- 
tually retorted  by  nutting  up  Redmond 
JuNiOB  to  reply.  Colonel  gallantly  smiled, 
but  it  was  a  gashly  effort.  Device  evidently 
effective.  Redmond  did  admirably ;  nothing 
could  have  been  better  than  his  grave  re- 
mark, to  presumably  alarmed  House,  that, 
having  for  seven  years  sat  opposite  Colonel, 
he  was  able  to  assure  them  that  he  was 
**  perfectly  harmless— perfectly  harmless." 

^*  Now  that."  said  Ashboukne,  in  London 
just  now  winding  up  his  ministerial  affairs, 
*'is  the  cruellest  thing  I  ever  heard  said  of 
Saundeeson." 

Later,  more  serious  evidence  of  seething 
condition  of  feeling  in  Ulster  brought  under 
notice  of  House.  Koss,  Q,.C.,  was  returned 
at  General  Election,  in  place  of  Charleb 
Lewis — a  character  useful  as  a  study  for 
young  Members,  showing  how  a  man  of 
considerable  ability,  and  distinct  Parlia- 
mentary aptitude,  may  prove  a  hopeless 
failure.  Koss  bom  and  brought  up  in 
Derry;  accustomed  to  controversial  prac- 
tices. Familiar  from  boyhood  with  the  con- 
crete form  dialectics  are  apt  to  take  when 
indulged  in  beyond  space  of  half  an  hour. 
'*  If  thev  mean  business,"  Ross  said  confidentially  to  Honest  John 
BuENS,  '^^  they '11  find  the  Derry  Boy  in  it." 

8o,  before  coming  dovm  to  House,  he  carefully  filled  his  trouser- 
pocket  with  convement-sized  paving-stones.  When  he  got  up  just 
now.  House  stared  with  amazement  at  curious  appearance  presented 
by  the  Orator.  Ross,  pleased  with  attention  created,  threw  back 
his  coat,  placed  hands  on  hips,  stiffened  his  legs,  and  made  the  most 
of  the  paviug-stones.    Memoers  opiwsite  whispered,  and  tittered. 

**Let  them  laugh  that  wiu,"  said  Ross.  **ln  case  of  a  row.  a 
naving-stone  in  trouser-pocket  is  worth  a  Erupp's  Battery  in  the 

So  it  proved.  Prevention  better  than  cure.  Nobody  threw  any- 
thing at  New  Member  for  Derry,  and,  when  he  had  concluded 
successful  Maiden  Speech,  went  out  and  emptied  his  amazing  pockets 
into  his  locker. 

**  I  'U  save  'em  up  for  a  rainy  day,  as  the  man  said  when  he  i>awned 
his  landlord's  umbrella,"  was  Mr.  Ross's  remark  as  he  hurried  off 
home,  at  least  a  quarter  of  a  hundredweight  lighter. 

Business  done, — More  debate  on  Address. 

Thursday, — Splendid  House :  fuU  from  floor  to  topmost  tier  of 
seats  in  Strangers'  Galleries.  The  last  scene  in  historv  of  Govern- 
ment. All  the  actors  on.  Boxes  full;  Stalls  full;  Pit  full. 
Contrary  to  Lord  Citahberlain*s  regulations,  chairs  placed  in 
gangways.  Great  rush  for  these,  as  affording  novel  position. 
Mathers,  who  ^t  front  seat,  says  it  was  very  nice,  but  not  without 
compensating  disadvantage.  **  Expected  every  minute,  you  know, 
the  man  conung  round  for  your  penny,  as  they  do  in  the  Parks." 

Chamberlain  had  first  call;  greatly  cheered  by  Conservatives 
when  he  stood  before  footlijrhts.  Little  bit  of  farce  to  begin  with. 
Alfheus  Cleophas  rose  with  Joseph.  Submitted  as  point  of  order 
that,  in  moving  Adjournment  on  Tuesdav  night,  Joseph  had 
exhausted  his  right  to  speak.  House  howled.  Just  as  if,  Lyceum 
crowded  to  see  Irvino  play  Charles  the  Firsts  Johnnie  Toole  came 
before  Curtain  and  explained  that,  as  Charles  the  Fibst  was  indu- 
bitably beheaded  some  hundreds  of  years  ago,  Ievino  would  be  out 
of  order  in  appearing  to-night.  Very  well  done,  and  added  some- 
thing to  interest  of  moment.  But  unnecessary.  Joseph  equal  to 
occasion  without  adventitious  aid. 

A  fine  speech,  equal  to  the  magnificent  audience.  Even  Don't 
Kkir-IIardie  took  off  his  cap  to  listen.  Joseph  never  better 
with  his  quick  sharp  thrust,  his  lunging  blow,  and  his  apt  tripping 
up.  As  usnal,  best  where  speech  broken  in  upon  with  rude  inter- 
ruption.    Note  the  incident  when  launched  upon  his  peroration. 


^ 


carefully  prepared  and  perilously  adventured  upon.  House  not  pas- 
sionately fond  of  perorations.  Will  suffer  them  only  from  Mr.  O. 
and  one  or  two  others.  Chambxelain  rarely  rises  to  peroration 
point.  To-night  a  j^reat  occasion.  Solemn  enough  even  for  perora- 
tion. Rising  with  its  swelling  tide,  he 
came  to  ask  "  the  wisest  and  the  most 
sensible  among  you  to  consider  the 
situation."  Standing  at  the  moment 
with  face  turned  to  Liberals  above 
Gangway ;  from  Irish  camp  behind  his 
back  rose  shouts  of  irouicMEU  cheers  and 
noisy  laughter,  "Boo-ool"  Cham- 
berlain stopped  perforce,  and  with 
scornful  gesture  of  thumb  over  his 
shoulder  at  mob  behind,  said,  *'  Yes, 
to  the  others  I  do  not  speak ; "  then 
went  on  and  finished  his  sentence. 

**A  great  day  this,  for  Joseph,"  I  sju^i 
after,  to  Sqttire  of  Malwood. 

**  Ah,"  said  The  Personage,  meditatively 
stroking  a  chin  made  for  Cabinets.  ^*  Yes, 
he's  very  important;  he  reminds  me  of  a 
story  I  heard  when  I  was  in  Scotland.  There 
was  a  funeral  going  on  in  a  quiet  strcv^t  in 
Glasgow.  Among  the  company  present  wa^ 
observed  a  man  whom  nobody  seemed  to  know, 
but  who  was  bustling  about  as  if  he  were  in 
charge  of  most  things.  At  last  the  uoder- 
taker,  jealous  of  his  own  position,  suggestc^d 
he  had  better  take  a  back  seat.  *  Losh  man  ! ' 
cried  the  Unknown,  his  eyes  blazing  with 
indication,  *  I  'm  brither  to  the  corpp.*  Dis- 
sentient Liberalism  is  dead ;  but  Joe  is  brither 
to  the  corpp,  and  we  must  bear  with  Kim  u. 
Httie." 

That  *s    all  very  well ;   but  they  haven't 
done   with    Joseph   yet.     There  may   oome 
times  of  distress  and  famine  when  he  will  be  heard  of  from  Egypt. 

Busitiess  done.— The  Government's.    Wound  up  by  a  majority  of 
40  in  turbulent  House  of  660  Members. 


Don*t  Keir-Uardie, 
M.P.  for  'Am. 


OVIDIUS    BEMABK. 

{From  a  confirmed  Tea-Drinker,  who,  sufering  from  Gout,  has  bun 

forbidden  his  favourite  beverage, ) 

Dear  Toper, — Alas,  no  more  of  "The  generous"  for  some  time 

to  come,  and,  what  afflicts  me  most  is,  I  am  out  off  from  my  Tea ! 

"What,  no  soap  I    So  he  died."    Substitute  "Tea"  for  "Soap." 

ALL  THE  DIFFERENCE. 


Ovid  quite  at  Tomi.  Torn!  not  quite  at  Tomi  at  Grid, 

and  there  I  am.  Mv  boy  Tommt,  who  is  at  home  for  tbe  holidays, 
reminds  me  of  what  Ovid  said  at  Tomi,  not  to  Tohut,  as  thev  were 
not  contemporaries.  "  Nee  tecum  vivere  possum^  nee  sine  te.  For 
'  *  <«  "  read     tea,"  and  that 's  my  case  to  a  T.  earrs  'Oimj. 

Ooughty  Street^  Old  Portman  Square, 

Lady  Gay's  Selections.— Dear  Mr.  PwwcA,— Now  for  another 
glance  at  Racing.    N<'xt  week  we  have  meetings  at  Stockton  and 
Wolverhampton,  and  the  most  important  race  is  the  Stockton  Handi- 
cap, for  which  I  will  append  my  usual  poetic  selection : — 
Stockton  Handicap  Selection, 


A  difficult  river  to  cross,  I  am 

told,  [Styx ; 

Is  the  one  that  is  known  as  the 


But,  if  rider  and  horseman  be 
equally  bold,         iPyx'' ! 
You  can  do  it  by  aid  of  '*  The 


This  will  rejoice  the  hearts  of  my  followers,  who  have  been  "  seleo- 
tionless "  for  some  weeks,  and  have  therefore  been  unable  to  bet, 
unless  they  have  accepted  the  absolutely  unreliable  information 
given  by  aU  the  other  sporting  writerA^bujti  never  by,  yours  truly, 
Nash  Hotel,  Bournenwutlu        T^rfeOTL  Lady  Gay. 


0^  tOTKaU-a^tiad  Oommimtottwtt  or  Co&iribatioiii,  whether  KB.,  Prfntdd  lUtUr,  t^nsmxgttdt  BiHUku  of  €Af  Satifipiiioi,  %KU 
bk  lib  MiJN  be  tttimd,  ttdt  •veH  when  adteliip«aied  by  a  Stamped  a&d  Addrteaed  Xnl^alopa,  Cover,  or  Wrapper.  To  thU  role 
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TWO-PENN'ORTH   OF  THEOSOPHY. 

{A  Sketch  (U  the  Islinqtcn  Arcadia,) 

ScmrE— The  Agricultural  Hall,    A  large  Steam-  Circus  is  revolving 
with  its  organ  in  full  blast:  near  it  is  a  ^** Hazzle-Dazzh^* 
Machine^  provided  with  a  powerful  mechanical  piano.     To  the 
eondnned  strains  of  these  instruments,  the  merrier  hearts  of 
Islington  are  performing  a  desultory  dance,  which  seems  to 
consist  chiefly  in  the  various  couples  charging  each  other  with 
desperate  gallantry.    At  the  further  end  of  the  Hall  is  a  Stage, 
on  which  a  Variety  Performance  is  in  nrogress,  and  along  the 
side  of  the  gallery  a  Switchback,  the  roUin(j  thunder  of  which, 
accompanied  by  masculine  whoops  and  feminine  squeaks,  is  dis- 
tinctly audible.  Near  the  entrance  is  a  painted  house-front  with 
two  doors,  which  are  being  pitilessly  battered  with  wooden  balls  : 
from  time  to  time  a  weU-airected  missile  touches  a  spring,  one 
of  the  doors  opens,  and  an  idiotic  efUgy  comes  blandly  gogaling 
and  sliding  diown  an  inclined  plane,  to  be  saluted  with  yells  of 
laughter,  and  ignominiously  pushed  back  into  domestic  privacy. 
Amidst  surroundings  thus  happily  suggesting 
the  idyllic  and  pastor cd  associations  of  Arcady, 
is  an  unpretending  booth,  the  placards  on  which 
announce  it  to  be  the  temporary  resting-place 
of  the  *•  Far-famed  Adepts  of  Thibet,**  who  are 
there  for  a  much-needed  change,  after  a  **  3500 
yearr  residence  in  the  Desert  of  Gobi,"     There 
IS  also  a  solemn  warning  that  **it  is  impossible 
to  spoof  a  Mahatma,**    In  front  of  this  booth,  a 
fair-Keadtd,  round-faced,  and  Spectacled  Gen- 
tleman, tin  evening  clothes,  and  a  particularly 
crumpled  shirt-front— who  fresents  a  sort  of 
compromise  between  the  Scientific  Savant  and 
the  German    Waiter    has  just  locked  up  his 
Assistant  m  a  wooden  pillory,  for  no  obvious 
reason  except  to  attract  a  crowd.    The  crowd 
collects   accordingly,    and   includes   a    Comic 
Coachman,  who,  with  his  Friend^a  tall  and 
speechless  nonentity^has  evidently  come  out  to 
ef^joy  himself. 
The  Spectacled  Gentleman  {letting  the  Assistant 
out  of  the  pillory,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  does 
not  often  unbend  to  these  frivolities).  Now,  Gentle- 
men, I  am  sure  all  thoae  whom  I  see  around  me 
have  heard  of  those  maryellous  beings— the  Mahat- 
mas— and  how  they  can  travel  thit>iiffh  soace  in 
astral  bodies,  and  produce  matter  out  of  notninff  at 
all.    (Here  the  group  endeavour  to  look  as  if  these 
facts  were  familiar  to  them  from  infancy^  while  the 
Comic  Coachman  assumes  the  intelligent  interest  of 
a  Pantomime  Clown  in  the  price  of  a  property  fish,) 
Very  well;  but  ^haps  some  of  vou  mav  not  be 
aware  that  at  this  very  moment  tne  air  all  around 
you  is  full  of  ghosts. 

The  Comic  Coachman  {affecting  extreme  terror). 
'Ere,  let  me  get  out  o'  this  I    Where 's  my  friend  ? 

The  So,  G,  I  am  only  telling  you  the  simple 
truth.  There  is,  floating  above  the  head  of  each 
one  of  you,  the  ghostly  counterpart  of  himself ;  and 
the  ghost  of  anybody  who  is  smoking  will  be  smok- 
ing also  the  ghost  of  a  cigar  or  a  pipe. 

The  C.  C,  (to  his  attendant  Phantom).  'Ere,  'and 
me  down  one  o' your  smokes  to  try,  will  yer  ? 

The  Sp.  G.  Tou  laugh— but  1  am  no  believer  in 
making  statements  without  proof  to  support  them, 
and  1  shall  now  proceed  to  offer  you  convincing  evidence  that  what 
I  say  is  true,  (movement  of  startled  incredulity  in  group,)  I  have 
here  two  ordinary  clean  clay  pipes.  (Producing  them,)  Now,  Sir, 
(to  the  C.  C.)  will  you  oblige  me  by  putting  your  finger  in  the  bowls 
to  test  whether  there  is  any  tobacco  there  or  not  ? 

The  C.  C,  Not  me.    None  o'  those  games  for  me !    Where 's  my 
friend  P— it  *s  more  in  'm  line  I 


^.^ky 


Scientific  Wonder  of  the  World,  but  also  the  loveliest  woman  now 
living  I 

The  C,  C,  'Ere,  I'm  oomin'  in,  I  am.  I'm  on  to  this.  Where's 
my  friend  ?  he  '11  pay  for  me.  He  promised  to  take  care  o'  me,  and 
I  can't  trust  mysdf  anywhere  witnouti'im. 

[He  enters  the  Show,  followed  by  the  Tall  Nonentity,  and  the 
bulk  of  the  bystanders,  who  feel  that  the  veil  is  about  to  be 
lifted,  and  that  twopence  is  not  an  exorbitant  fee  for  initia- 
tion. Inside  is  a  low  Stage,  with  a  roughly  paifUed  Scene, 
and  a  kind  of  small  Cabinet,  the  interior  of  which  is  visible 
and  vacant ;  behind  the  barrier  which  separates  the  Stage 
from  the  Audience  stands  MUe.  QcnmLLk,  a  young  lady  in  a 
crimson  silk  blouse  and  a  dark  skirt,  who  if  not  precisely  a 
Modern  Helen,  is  distinctly  attractive  and  reassuringly 
material. 
The  C.  C.  Oh,  I  say,  if  this  is  a  Mahatma,  I  like  'em  ! 

IThe  Sibyl  receives  this  tribute  with  a  smile. 
The  Sp,  G.  (appearing  on  the  Stage  as  Showman).  Now,  Ladies  and 
Gentlemen  I  ( There  is  one  Lady  present,  who  stands  at  the  side,  by  way 
of  indicating  that  she  dedines  to  give  the  proceedings  any  moral  sup- 
port whatever,)    Yon  all  know  that  Adepts  have 
\W^  ;    ..   :   '^f  disintegrating  material  obiects  and 
ri      :■    :   ''int^  them  wnen  they  please.    Inavehere 
a  1j  :i-w  in .1.31  k.    (JETe  exhibits  a  Pantomime  demon 
ht:ad,]    I   plaice  it  upon  the  roof  of  this  cabinet. 
\rhich  (LSI  yoiL  perceive  is  emptj.    I  raise  it— ana 
imdemeatD  you  will  see  materialised  a  wonderful 
yoang  lady  who  consists  of  a  head  and  nothing  else. 
[He  di*coter%  the  head  of  a  very  human  young 
person  tPtth  .^hort  curly  hair,)    Now  those  of  you 
who  are  unmarried  would  find  this  voung  lady  an 
ftdminible  wife  for  a  man  of  small  income,  for, 
having  no  body,  she  will  cost  him 
nothing  whatever  for  her  food  or 
frocks. 

The  C,  C.  (with  a  touch  of  cyni- 
cism). She  'd  make  it  up  in  'ats 
and  bonnets,  though ;  trust  *er/ 
The  Showman,  She  is  extremely 
f«wct^t*temp:Ted ;  and,  when  she  observes  a  numbor 
of   good-lo(>king  ffentlemen  in  the  front  row,  as 
thrrearc:  to  ni^ht^sne  will  smile  affectionately  at  them. 
[The  Hriid  gives  a  very  practical  confirmation 
of  this   assertion,  and  the  Laay  in  the 
tomm'  sniffs  with  strong  disapproval. 
The  a  C  *Ere,rsay— where 's my  fnendP  Iwant 
to  tako  my  'cMik  out  o'  this— the  young  Lady's  'ed  is  a 
smilin*  at  me,  and  it  ain't  ^ooa  enough,  yer  know — 
she  \  left  too  mudi  of  herself  at  'ome  to  suit  me  ! 

The  Showtnan  (after  extinguishing  the  Head, 
tthich  is  giijijling  helplessly,  m  the  Mask).  Now 
thi^  oth&r  youn^  Lady,  MUe.  Scdctilla,  known  to 
htr  friendfl  as  *^SPABXS,"  is  equally  wonderful  in 
her  way.  It  may  surprise  you  when  1  inform  you 
*-(A^r«  hs  puts  his  arm  affectionately  round  the 
SibyPt  ne^^}— that,  beautiful  as  she  is,  she  has 
neTt^r  been  kjssed  in  her  whole  life  I 

The  0.  (\  {with  chivalrous  indignation).    What? 

Ens  if  ^rtr^  all  I 

[He  intitiuUes,  in  pantomime,  his  perfect  readi- 
ness to  repair  this  omission  at  once. 
The  HhowTtian,  This  is  owing  to  the  fact  that 
she  is  impregnated  with  electricity  to  such  an  extra- 
ordinary degree,  that  any  contact  with  her  lips  will 


[The  Friend,  however^  remains' modestly  in  the  background,  and, 
after  a  little  .hesitation,  a  more  courageous  spirit  tests  the 
bowls,  and  pronounces  them  empty. 
The  Sp.  G.  Very  well,  I  will  now  smoke  the  spirit-tobaooo  in  these 
empty  ^pes.    (He  puts  them  both  in  his  mouth,  and  emits  a  quantity 
of  unmistakable  smoke.)    Now,  in  case  you  should  imagine  this  is  a 
oeoeption,  and  I  produce  the  smoke  from  my  throat  in  some  manner, 
will  you  kindly  try  my  esoteric  tobacco,  Sir  P    (To  a  bystander,  who, 
not  without  obvious  misgivings,  takes  afew\whiffs  and  produces  smoke, 
as  well  as  a  marked  impression  upon  the  most  sceptical  spectators,) 
Having  thus  proved  to  you  the  existence  of  a  Spirit  World,  allow  me 
to  inform  you  that  this  is  nothing  to  the  marvels  to  be  seen  inside  for 
the  small  sum  of  twopence,  where  I  shall  have  tiie  honour  of  intro- 
ducing to  you  MUe.  bciNTiLLA,  who  is  not  only  the  most  extraordinary 


"  I  have  hero  two  ordinary  clean 

clay  pipea."  woduce'  a  £ock  which  would  probablyprove  latal ! 

The  C.  C.  Oh,  where  is  that  friend   o'  mine?    (To  the  Sibul) 
I  come  out  without  my  lightnin'  conductor  this  evenin'.  Miss;  out 
I  've  got  a  friend  somewhere  in  'ere  as  *U  be  'appy  to  represent  me. 
[The  Tall  Nonentity  tries  to  efface  himself,  out  is  relieved  to  find 
that  the  Sibyl  does  not  take  the  offer  seriously. 
The  Showman,  As  a  proof  that  I  am  not  speakinff  without  found- 
ation, this  young  lady  wiU  aUow  you  to  feel  her  nands,  when  you 
wiU  at  once  become  aware  of  the  electric  current. 
[7^  Sibyl  leans  across  the  barrier,  and  tenders  a  decidedty pretty  palm 
for  public  pressure,  but  there  is  the  usual  rehtetance  at  first  to 
embrace  the  opportunity,  A  t  length  a  seeker  qfter  truth  grasps  the 
hand,  and  reports  that  he  **  can  feel  a  somethmk,"  whereupon  his 
example  is  followed  by  the  others,  includina  the  C,  C,  trAo,  finding 
the  sensation  agreeable,  pretends  to  be  electrified  to  such  an  extent 
that  he  is  unable  to  let  go— which  concludes  the  entertainment. 
Spectators  (departing).   She  may  have  'ad  one  o'  them  galvanic 
belts  on  for  aU  you  can  tell.    But,  mind  yer,  there 's  a  lot  in  it. 
aU  the  same.  Look  at  the  way  he  brought  smc^e  out  o'  them  clays ! 
The  C.  C,  (to  his  Friend).  That  was  a  lark,  Jin !  But  look  'ere— 


don't  you  go  tellin'  the  Missus ;  jfjlfii^^on  the  Me'atmer  lay— not 
wuch,  she  ain't !  ^ 
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Sir  E,  L,  (gaily).  **  Baron etted  ? 
Mr.  P,  **And  rou,  Mb.  Lajjby? 


HONOURS    EASY. 

Of  00UR8B,  MY  Boy— RIGHT  THiKO  TO  DO  !    Thanks.   Ta-Ta  I  "    [Careers  away,  to  keep  up  his  cireulalion. 
21.  L.  (languidly).  *«0h— AH— AS  FOR  jfji— I'm  out  of  it— that's  the  Tbctu/* 


WOT  CHER,  LABBYP 

[*'  Mr.  Labouchbbb,  so  he  Bayt,  has  come  to  London  to  enjoy  the  smiles 
of  the  Dew  Ministry." — Morning  Taper.] 

EvjoT  them,  dear  Labbt,  smOe  baok,  if  voa  can — 
Though  your  lip  has  a  oorl  that  portenas  something  sinister  • 

It  ispainful,  I  talce  it,  to  flash  in  die  pan. 
While  a  rival  goes  off  with  a  bang  as  a  Minister. 

But  you  (you  *re  a  oynio,  that 's  one  of  the  ways. 

And  by  no  means  the  worst,  to  get  credit  for  kindness], 
Tou  can  smile  at  this  struggle  for  titles  and  praise, 

You  can  laugh  at  your  mends  while  you  envy  their  blindness. 

A  time,  so  I  fancy  you  saying,  will  come ; 

Thev  are  not  done  with  Labbt,  for  aU  their  sweet  smiling ; 
And  they  're  vastly  mistaken  who  think  he  'U  be  dumb, 

Or  abandon  his  amiable  habit  of  riling. 


"  Gbiat  Scott  I  ^^--Jifr.  Punch's  congratulations  to  the  new  Bart. 
of  Scott's  Baxik,  Cavendish  Square,  with  the  classic  name  of  Horace. 
His  friends  will  be  able  to  adapt  Macaulat's  lines,  and  tell — 


**  How  well  HoRATius  kept  the  Bank, 
In  the  brave  days  of  old/' 


Of  course,  be  it  understood  that  **  keeping  the  Bank  "  has  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  Monte  Carlo,  or  with  any  game  of  speculation. 
Ad  multos  annosJ    And  to  adapt  again— 

**  On  HoBACB  *B  head  Honours  accumulate ! " 


Balfour  aitd  Salisbury.- The  late  Government  couldn^t  help 
having  a  good  dash  of  spirit  in  it,  seeing  it  was  a  **B.  and  8.*' 
mixture,   ^ow,  **  B.  and  S."— off  I     Vide  Mr.  Punch's  Cartoon  this 
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IM  OFHCE  WITH  THE 
LABOUR  VOTL 

[ffow  to  deal  with  an  Awk- 
ward Matter f  according  to 
FreoedenL) 

Scant—A  Smoking-Room 
and  Lounge.  Eminent 
Statesman  discovered 
fitting  a  pipe.  Private 
Secretary  tin  attendance, 

Em.  8.  Now  I  think 
all's  ready  to  beitin. 
Mind,  my  lad.  and  nave 
the  tea  and  decanters  in 
readiness  when  I  ring  for 
them.    Enough  chairs  P 

Pru  See.  Only  half-a- 
dozen  expected,  Sir ;  so  I 
thoDffht  if  I  got  six  that 
wonld  be  enough. 

JEm,  S,  Qaite  so.  And 
now,  my  dear  fellow,  show 
in  the  Deputation. 

[Private    Secretary   opens 

door,  when  enter  several 
Workmen  in  their  Sun- 
day hestn  headed  by 
Fussy  M.P. 

I\issu  M.  P.  {with  elu- 
sion ).  Mv  dear  Sir.  this  is 
a  great  pleasure.  I  hope  I 
see  yon  welL  (Shakes  the 
hand  of  Eminent  States- 
man with  nrofuse  cor- 
diaUty.)  And  now,  if  you 
will  allow  me,  I  wiU  intro- 
duce these  Delegates.  It 
would  have  pleased  them 
better  if  they  could  have 
had  an  Autumn  Session, 
but  they  are  quite  pre- 
pared to  be  satisfied  with 
an  interview,  as  it  is  in  the 
Recess.  {Speaking  in  the 
soft  tones  of  the  House  at 
Westminster.)  Sir  I  Mj 
Right  Hon.  Friend!  It  u 
my  privilege  as  well  as  my 
duty— a  most  pleasant  one 
—to  introduce  what  I  may 
aptly  declare  to  be  the 
most  representative  body 
of  men  it  has  ever  been 
my  good  fortune  to  meet 
I,  my  dear  Sir— — 

£m.  8,  {interrupting). 
Thank  you  very  much,  but  I  fancy  we  can  get  on  better  by  talking 
it  over  quieUy.  It 's  verv  hot,  so  if  yon  don't  mind,  I  will  take 
off  my  coat  and  sit  in  my  shirt-sleeves.  [Jtemoves  his  coat. 

I\issy  M.P.  {taken  aback).  Mydear  Sir ! 

Members  of  the  Deputation.  Thankee,  Sir  I    We'll  follow  suit 
ITney  remove  their  coats.  ' 

Em.  8.  Now  you  would  like  to 
smoke  ?  Well,  my  Private  Secre- 
tary will  hand  round  dgars.  cigar- 
ettes, and  tobacco.  Don*t  be  shv, 
Consider  my  house  Liberty  Hall. 
Well,  tell  me  — what's  it  all 
about? 

First  Mem.  of_I)ep.  {pointing  to 
Fussy  M,P.)  Why  he  said  as  how 
he  would  do  all  the  speaking. 

Em.  8.  Very  likely,  and  do  it 
{bowing  to  him)  very  well.  But  I 
would  far  rather  that  you  should 
speak  for  vourselves.  Come  let  ns 
meet  as  old  friends.  Now— what 
do  you  want? 

Second  Mem.  ofDep.  Why,  Sir, 
if  you  put  it  in  that  pleasant  way, 
I  may  say,  payment  for  hours  of 
labour  put  in  by  some  one  else. 

Em.  8.  Yes,  very  good.   Capital 


NEVER   SATISFIED. 


Orumpy  Husband.  "  How  badlt  informkd  Nbwspafsrs  arb  I     Why,  herb 
THBT  SAY,  'Sir  Thomas  Grimsbv  bntkrtained  us  and  a  kumbbii  of  othib^ 

AT    DlKNXR    LAST    KIGBT  ! '      EiTrBBTAINBD  f    WHY,     I    KBVBR  WAS    SO    BORBD    IN 
MY  LlFB  !  " 


someone  such  as 

ing  to  the  Fussy  M.PO.  and 

leave  it  to  him  to  doaJl  the 

talking. 

Yes,  I  know  the  old-fashioned  plan;  but  I  prefer  the 

r  go  on.    How  willvou  get  your  work  done  gratuitously  F 

"%m.  Oh,  come  I    That's  putting  it  a  little  too  strong  I 


notion.  But  how  are  you 
to  manage  it  P 

Third  Mem.  of  Dep. 
{roughly).  That's  your 
business,  and  not  ours. 
We  tell  you  what  we  want, 
and  you  have  to  carry  out 
our  wishes. 

Em.  8.  {smiling).  You 
mean  the  wishes  of  your 
class— your  order  P 

Second  Mem.  Well, 
that's  about  it  We  do 
represent  them.  Why  we 
are  sent  to  you  by  over 
100,000 ! 

Em.  8.  And  what  is  the 
full  complement  of  your 
combined  trades? 

Second  Mem.  About  nine 
millions,  but  that  has  no- 
thing to  do  with  it 

Em.  8.  With  it  I  Do 
with  what? 

First  Mem.  of  Dep.  Whv, 
what  we  require,  Ri/?ht 
Hon.  Sir— what  we  require  I 

Em.  8.  {amiabU/).  Ajid 
that  is ? 

First  Mem.  of  Dep.  {trv- 
umphantly).  Oh,  you  must 
tell  us  that  I  It  is  not  our 
place,  but  yours— see  P 

Em.  S.  Not  exactly. 
But  will  you  not  join  me  P 
{Offers  cigarettes.)  And 
now  let  us  get  at  tne  heart 
of  the  question.  Who  is 
to  do  your  work  for  you  P 

First  Mem.  of  Dep. 
{pMffing  at  the  tobacco). 
Don't  you  think  that  could 
be  done  by  the  Govern- 
ment P 

Em.  8.  I  don't  know. 
I  am  delighted  to  see  you, 
because  it  is  with  your  as- 
sistance that  I  propose 
mastering  the  details  of 
the  matter.  But  you  really 
must  help  me. 

Second  Mem.  of  Dep. 
{taken  itback).  But,  I  say, 
8ir,  is  this  quite  fair  P  We 
are  accustomed  to  put  up 
he  [point' 


Em,  8. 
new.    Pra; 

Fourth  J 
We  are  not  accustomed  to  it.    What'does  it  all  mean  P 

Em.  8.  1  think  I  can  answer  yon.    My  i^ood  friends,  until  you 

can  get  an  idea  of  what  you  really 
want,  you  can  do  nothing — nor 
can  I.  So  now,  if  you  have  another 
appointment  to  keep,  please  don't 
let  me  detain  you.  Ail  I  can  wish 
you  I  do  wish  yon.  May  yon  all 
prosper  in  your  undertakings.  And 
now,  farewell  I 

First  Mem.  Well,  fo,  if  you 
won't  see  us  any  more,  good-bye  I 

Em.  8.  Good-bye  I  Mina  the 
stepsi  Good-bve!  [The  Deputa- 
tion leave.  Eminent  Statesman 
turns  his  attention  to  other  matters 
with  a  smile  of  satisfaction. 


''ExCELSIOBI  OB  STBAieHTUPl" 

—  Sir    Douglas    Stbaioht    was 
knighted  last  week.    N.B.— Would 

7).  have  been  mentioned  earlier,  if  we 

^^  had  had  the  straight  tip. 
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'ARRY    IN   VENICE. 

Ds^R  Chablik,— 'Ow  'ops  it,  my  'eartyP 
Youn  truly 's  still  stived  up  in  Town. 

Won't  run  to  a  'oliday  yet,  mate.  I  'm  long- 
ing to  lav  on  the  Drown 

By  a  plow  from  the  briny,  but,  bless  yer, 
things  now  is  as  bad  as  they  're  made. 

Hinfluenzas,  Helections,  and  oetrer,  has 
bloomin'  nigh  bunnicked  up  Trade. 

My  screw 's  bin  out  down  by  a  dollar ;  along 

of  'ard  times,  sez  our  bloke. 
I  did  mean  doin'  It'ly  this  year;   but  sez 

Luok,  **  Oh,  go  'ome  and  eat  coke ! " 
Leastways,  that 's  as  I  hunderstand  'er.    A 

narst^  one.  Luck,  and  no  kid ; 
Always  ffiyesyerthe  rough 

ot    'er    tongue    when 

you're  auisby,  or  short 

of  a  quid. 
When  I  'card  about  Yenice 

in  London,  I  thinks  to 

myself,  mate,  thinks  I, 
'Ere 's  a  'onday  tour  on  the 

cheap  I  'Ere 's  a  barney 

as  'Abrt  must  try. 
No    Continong    this    year, 

that 's  certain,  old  man, 

for  the  likes  of  poor  me ; 
But  whilst  I  've  a  bob  I  've 

a  chance  for  a  boss  at 

the  Bride  o'  the  Sea. 
Them     posters     of     Ikre 

EibXlft's  for  gorgeous- 

ness  quite  takesthe  cake. 
Friend  Imrs's  a  spanker, 

you  bet,  and  quite  fly  to 

the  popular  fake. 
*'StupendiouB  work,'*  Ikbe 

calls   it,  and  1.  E.  is 

0.  K.  no  doubt. 
Your  old  Country  Fair  Show 

takes  a  back  seat  when 

ikey     young     I.     E.'8 

about. 
Oh,  the  jam  and  the  mustard, 

my  pippin,  the  crimsing, 

the  olue.  and  the  gold  I 
Soissorree,  Charlie^  rain- 
bows ain't  in  it,  and 

prisums  is  out  in  the 

cold. 
I  do  like  a  picteresk  ^ster ,  as 

big  as  a  bloomin'  back 

vard, 
With  the  colour  slopped  on 

quite  regardless ;  if  that 

ain't  'Igh  'Art,  wy  it's 

'ard. 
'Owsomever  I  mustn't  feelo- 

serphise.  OfftoOlympia 

I  'ooks. 
To  see  Yenice  the  Bride  of  the  Sea,  as  set 

forth  in  them  sixpenny  books. 
Bless  his  twirly  merstacne,  he's  a  twicer, 

this  Ihre  Kiralft,  dear  boy. 
And  he  give  me  a  two  hours'  spektarkle  old 

Lbightoit  hisself  might  en^oy. 

Bit  puzzling  the  ** Pageant"  is,  Charlie, 

until  that  Synopsis  you  'ye  read ; 
Wish  I  'd  mug^  it  all  up  oyemight ;  but  I 

cam't  get  it  straight  in  my  'ead. 
Sort  o'  mixture  of  Shylock  and  Btroit,  with 

bits  of  Othello  chucked  in^ 
Muddled  up  with   *'  Chioggian  wars,"  as 

seemed  mostly  blue  flre  and  bright  tin. 

But  the  scenes  wos  'splendiferous,  Charlie. 

About  arf  a  mile  o^  stage  front. 
With  some  thousands  of  'eroes  and  supers,  as 

seemed  all  the  time  on  the  'unt. 
Lor  I  'ow  they  did  scoot  up  and  down  that 

there  stage  at  the  double,  old  man. 
All  their  legs  on  the  waggle,  like  flies,  and 

their  armour  a-ohink  as  they  ran  I 


Old  Shylock  turns  up  auite  permiskus,  and 
always  upon  the  rull  trot ; 

He  seemed  mixed  up  with  Portias,  and  Doges, 
smart  gals,  and  the  dickens  knows  wot. 

All  kep  wayin^  their  arms  like  mad  semy- 
phores,  dom'  the  akrybat  prank. 

As  if  they  was  swimming  in  nothink,  or  'ail- 
ing a  'bus  for  the  Bank. 

I  sez  to  a  party  beside  me,  '*  Old  man,  wot 

the  doose  does  it  mean  f  " 
Sez  he,  **A  dry  attic,  yer  know,  of  wich 

Yenice,  yer  see.  wos  the  Queen. 
That  coye  in  a  nightcap 's  the  Doge ;  for  an 

old  'un  he  can  moye  about. 
They  had  O.  0.  M.'s,  mate,  in  Yenice;  of 

that  there  is  not  the  least  doubt. 


Go 


"That's  Yettore  Pisani,  the  Hadmiral; 

t'other  is  General  Zeno 
Defending  the  State,  I  persoom,  and  they  're 

'aying  a  fust-class  old  beano. 
Wy  Pedro   the   Second,  of  Cyprus,  and 

Portia  is  made  a  rum  blend 
With  Turps  Siccory's  Reyels,  and  so  on,  no 

doubt  we  shall  twig  at  the  hend." 

I  se^'*  Thankee  I  that's  werry  instructiye. 

You  do  know  a  lot,  mate,  you  do  I " 
Then  the  fight  at  Chiogffia  came  on.    Sech  a 

rum  pully-haully  all  through. 
But  the  Victory  Percession  wos  proper,  and 

so  was  the  All  YtxsHsj  feet^ 
And  the  way  as  they  worked  the  gondolers, 

them  streaky-legged  chaps,  wos  a  treat. 

But  the  best  o'  the  barney  came  arter.     I 

took  a  gondoler,  old  man. 
Sort  o'  wobbly  black  coffin  afloat,  and  per- 

pelled  on  the  rummiest  plan 
With  one  oar  and  a  kind  of  notched  post. 

But  a  dressy  young  party  in  pink 


'Ad  a  seat  in  my  ship,  and  seemed  skeery. 

I  cheered  'er  up— -wot  do  you  think  P 
**No  danger,"  sez  I,  "not  a  mosaell    Now 

is  there,  old  lollipop-legs? 
Sit  'ere,  Miss,  and  tnm  the  old  barky  I 
gently  now,  young  'Am-and-£m ! 
'Ow  much  for  yer  mustard-striped  laoksies  ? 

Way-oh  I    Wy,  70U  nearly  run  down 
The  Rynalto  that  tune,  you  young  josser. 
Look  bout,  Miss,  he  'll  oraciL  your  sweet 
crown  I " 
Larf^  Charlie  P    She  did  a  fair  chortle.    I 

'are  sech  a  way  with  the  shes. 
We  'ad  six  sixpennorths  together— I  tell  yoa 

'twos  go-as-you-please  I 
Modem  Yenice,  took  out  of  a  toy-box,  with 
palacesf ourteen  foot  *igh. 
And  Bridges  o'  Sighs  out  in 
pasteboard,  is  larks  all 
the  same,  and  no  fly. 
Sort  0'  cosy  romantioky  fee- 
ing   a-paddling    along 
themoanals, 
With      the       manderlinea 
twangling    all    round, 
and  the  \m  of  the  gayest 
of  gals 

*'ng   up   through   Hie 
ightalian    hair — 
though  it    do    'aye    a 
oockneyfied  sniff, — 
Wy  it 's  better  than  spooniiig 
at  Marlow  with  Mollt 
MoLLOT  in  a  skiff. 
I  felt  like  Lord  Btroit,  I  tell 
yer ;  I  stretched  myself, 
orty-like,  hout. 
And  wished  it  could  go  <m  aH 
night,  wich  my  pardner 
did  ditto,  no  douot. 
Modem  Yenice  in  miniohure, 
Charlie,  ain't  really  ao 
dusty,  you  bet ; 
I  wos  quite  a  Bassanio  in 
brecKs,  and  I  ain't  lost 
the  twang  ^  it  yet. 
My  Portia  wos  Pollt  Maria  ; 
she  tipped  me  her  name 
fair  and  free ; 
And  a  pootier  young  mosael 
0'  muslin,  I  neyer  'ad 
perch  on  my  knee. 
No  Bide  on  'er,  nothink  low- 
liyed,   Charlie,   ladv- 
like      down     to     the 
nound, 
I  called  'er  my  fair  *  *  Bride  of 
Yenice."     In  fact,  we 
wos  'appy  all  round. 
She  said  I  wos  'dr  form  to  a 
bounce,  and  if  anyone 
looked  more  0.  E., 
LoL  a  nobby  Gondoler  than  me,  well  that  chap 

'adn't  trayelled  '«•  way ; 
Wich  woe  Bamsbury  Park— soshe  whispered, 

with  sech  a  sl^  giggle,  dear  boyi 
I  sez  "  Bully  for  Imre  SiralftI    Mis  Show 
is  a  thing  to  heiyoy  I " 

And  so  it  is,  Charlie,  old  hoyster.    The 

music  is  twangly,  I  own. 
And  if  I  'ye  a  fancy  myself,  'taint  hexaotly 

the  Great  Xylophone ; 
But  the  speeches  of  musical  soratoh-baoka 

the  dancers  keep  time  with  so  pat, 
LoL  that  fairy-like  Camiyal  BaUy,  fetched 

Polly,  ah,  all  round  'er  'at  I 

That  'at  wos  a  spanker,  I  tell  yer ;  aa  big  as 

the  Doge's  State-Barge, 
And  like  all  the  **Four  Seasons"  in  one! 

*•  WeU,"  sez  Pollt,  "I  do  like 'em  large. 
Them  Yenetian  pork-pies  ain't  my  fancy,  no 

room  for  no  trimmings  aboye. 
They  wouldn't  suit  Barnebury  Park,  though 

they  might  do  *  The  Castle  of  Loye'  I '^ 
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Sort  o'  needled  her  somehow,  I  fancy ;  bat,  bless  yer,  I  soon  pat 

that  straight. 
Gals  is  wonderfol  toachy  on  togs  I  Ciovent  Garden  piled  high  on  a  i>late 
With  a  blue  hostrioh-feather  all  round  it,  mayn't  be  man's  hidea 

of  a  tile, 
But  I  flattered  her  taste  a  rare  bat,  and  soon  'ad  her  again  on  the 

smile. 

WelL  *'  Venice  the  Bride  of  the  Sea,"  is  wath  more  than  one  Tisit, 
old  pal, 
ii'vegc. 
pootygal. 


approach  "Mr."  with  a  furtiye  clandestine  air,  and  observe  cheerily, 
**  1  hope  to  remain  here  a  month."  *'  Certainly,  Sor ;  is  better  yon 
do;  will  be  se  same  as  last  year;  Igif  yon  se  same  appartement,  yon 
see."— This  with  an  air  of  faToor.  I  thank  him  profusely— for 
nothing.  My  bill  turns  out  to  be  higher  than  if  I  had  been  oTcr- 
charged  separately  for  eyerrthing.  **  Mr."  is  the  Master  of  the  Arts 
of  extras.  He  does  not  wish  to  make  a  profit ;  oh  no !  but— ahem— 
he  makes  it  As  for  the  outsiden  who  straggle  in  casually  for 
luncheon  and  want  to  be  sharp  with  '*  Mr."  afterwards,  they  are 

And  rve  ^  a  l«,w«ent  next  w«>k  to  go  the«,  with  the  «une  |  ^alStt*^'- iFJSa'^'PaS^^^^^^ 


I  'm  going  to  read  up  the  subjeck.  1  '11  cram  tor  it  ail  I  can  carry, 
For  I'm  bound  to  be  fair  in  the  know  if  young  Polly  should 
question  Yours,       'Abrt. 


Tallbtbavd  could  not  have  been  more  unanswerab 


iKa 


INNS   AND   OUTS. 

No.  I.-"  Mister." 
'  Ghrand  Hotel "  again ;  abroad ;  never  mind  which  or  where : 


Mr."  is  immense  at  entertainments;  it  is  '*  Mr."  who  organises 

"Se  Spanish  Consairt,"  '*Se  Duetto  of  se  Poor  Blinds,"  and,  of 

,  course,  **  Se  Bal " ;  he  is  very  proud  of  his  latest  acouisition— the 

i  Orchestrion  that  plays  the  dinner  down.    To  see  "  Mr."  dispatch 

itinerant  minstrels  would  do  our  County  Council  good. 

'*  Mr."  knows  our  compatriots  aufond ;  he  makes  no  extra  charge 
for  toast  at  breakfast,  and  yoa  only  pay  half-a-crown  for  a  pot  of 

w«*    •«.*»,  »wx^iu>^,  u^Tvx  ^u«A  wuxvu  v£  wuMc . ,  George  the  Third  Marmalade,  to  lubricate  it  withaL    FiTc-o'dock 

have  experienced  many  Inns  and  many  outings,  but  find  aU  Grand  |  tea  comes  up  at  six,  just  as  at  home.    He  makes  much  of  Actors, 
Hotels  much  the  same.    *' Lawn-tennis,  English  Church  in  the  i  Peers,  and  Clergymen.  SundaTisasreat  dayfor  *'Mr."  He  directs 
Spadous  Grounds,  good  station  for  friends  of  the  inf«cA-i9por^."  '  every  one  to  the  English  Church  in'*  Tlie  Grounds  "—(fiftM 
—But  the  quintessence  of  Grand-HcteHsm  is  '*  Mr."  in  his  Bureau.    !  and  one  tree,  with  a  fountain  between  them ) ;  and  then  ^oes  off  to 

The  main  thing  about  **  Mr."  is  his 
frock-coat  C^made  in  Germany ").  It 
is  always  buttoned ;  he  is  never  with- 
out it;  I  believe  he  sleeps  in  it.  Divest 
him  of  this  magician's  robe  (so  to  qieak) 
and  he  would  Be  powerless. 

The  H6tel  omnibus  datten  in: 
*'Mr."  confronts  us,  smiUog  ana 
serene,  with  his  two  Secretaries  of 
Legation.  He  discriminates  the  Inn- 
comen  at  a  glance.  — '^Kumero  10, 


for  me,  the  toi-ditant  HabituS ; "  it 's 
the  room  I  'm  iuppoted  to  have  always 
had,  BO  I  iiretend  to  like  it.  OneUnre- 
munerative  -  looking  Pedestrian^  in 
knickerbockers,  is  assured  that,  if  he 
waits  half  a  dav  or  so,  he  may  get  an 
attic — **Back  of  se  house;  fine  view 
of  se  sluice-gate  and  cemetery."  — 
U.-L.  P.  expostulates;  he  has  tele- 
graphed for  agood  room  ;  it 's  too  bad. 
— •*^Ver'  sawy,  but  is  quite  complete 
now,  se  Hotel"  U.-L.  P.,  furious ; 
"Hang  it,"  Ac.  "Mr."  deprecates 
this  ingratitude — *  *  Ver'  sawy  ^  Sor ;  but 
if  you  don't  like,"  (with  decision),  "  se 


whole  wide  wurrld  is  open  to  youl "  .,„         ^u   r.   i .  .•  i  ^  .v       u  ^v  rr  t  «»  v  .#  n.  •    i  . 
Pedestrian  retires.  threaSdng  to  write  "  He  leca  tlie  Cook  ■  ticket  through  the  U.-L.  P.'t  Norfolk-jacket, 

totheTtmet.  Preposterous  I  as  if  the  Editor  would  print  anything 
against  "  Mr."  I  **  Mr.'s"  attitude  majestic  and  martyred ;  Casa.- 
BUSCk  in  a  frock-coat  I  Bless  you  I  he  knows  us  alt  better  than  we 
know  ourselves.  He  sees  the  Cook's  ticket  through  the  U.-L.  P.'s 
Norfdk-jacket. 

When  "  Mr."  is  not  writinff,  he  is  changing  money.  The  sheepish 
Briton  stands  dumb  before  this  financier,  and  is  shorn— of  the  ex- 
change, with  an  oafish  fascination  at  **  Mr.'s "  dexterous  mani^- 
lation  of  the  rouleaux  of  gold  and  notes.  Nobody  dares  haggle  wiUi 
''  Mr."  When  he  is  not  changing  money,  he  is,  as  I  have  said, 
writing,  perhaps  his  Reminiscences.  It  u  "Mr."  "What  gif  you 
se  informations ; "  and  what  questions  I  The  seasoned  Pensionnaire 
wants  to  know  how  she  can  get  to  that  ^«/y  valley  where  the  Tiger- 
lilies  grow,  without  taking  a  carriage.  The  British  Matron,  where 
she  can  buv  rusks.  "  real  English  rusks,  you  know."  A  cantankerous 
tripper  asks  "why  he  never  has  bread-sauce  with  the  nightly 
chicken."  And  we  all  troop  to  "  Mr."  after  breakfast,  to  beg  him 
to  affix  postaffe-stamps  to  our  letten,  and  to  demand  the  precise 
time  when  "  thev  will  reach  Enf^landj  "  as  if  they  wouldn't  reach 
at  all  without  ^* Mr.'s"  authority.  It  gives  the  nervous  a  sense 
of  security  to  watch  "Mr."  stamping  envelopes.  It  is  a  way  of 
beginning  the  day  in  a  (htmd  H6teL 

"  ^*  ''Ogives  you  the  idea  of  not  wishing  to  make  a  profit:  but  he 


'Mr.' 


ffivesvou  nothing  else.  Touwiihtobe  "  «n /wisum '*--"  ver' weU, 
Sor,  it  is  seventeen  francs  (or  marks}  the  day ; "  but  yoa  soon  dis- 
cover that  your  room  is  extra,  and  tnat  you  mav  not  ohie  "apart ; " 
in  a  word,  you  are  "  Mr.'s  "  bondsman.  Then  there  is  the  persuasive 
lady,  who  perhaps,  may  be  stopping  a  week  or  more,  but  her  plans 
are  undecided— at  any  rate  six  days—"  Will '  Mr.'  make  a  reduc- 
tion f  "  "  Mr."  however^  continues  his  manuscript,  oh  ever  so  long ! 
and  smiles ;   his  smile  is  worse  than  his  bite  1     I,  the  Hahiiuit 


play  cards,  but  always  in  nis  frock- 
coat.  The'*  Chaplain'^  gets  his  break- 
fast-egg gratis;  and  a  stray  Bishop 
writes,  ^*  Nothing  can  exceed  the  com- 
fort of  this  Hdtd,"  in  that  Doomsday 
Book  of  Visitors. 

When  vou  depart— and,  abroad,  this 
is  generally  about  daybreak—"  Mr." 
is  always  on  the  spot,  haughtjr,  as 
becomes  a  man  about  to  be  paid,  but 
considerate;  there  is  a  bouquet  in 
petticoats  for  the  Entresol— even,  for 
me,  a  condescending  word.  "  When 
you  see  Mr.  Shoitis  m  London^  you 
teH  him  next  year  I  make  se  Ouff" 
Link*.**  I  don't  know  who  the  dickens 
Jokes  may  be.  but  I  snigger.  It  all 
sjnings  from  that  miserable  fiction  of 
being  an  HabituS.  "  Sans  adieux  /  " 
ejaculates  "Mr.,"  who  is  great  at 
languages;  so  am  I,  but,  somehow, 
find  mvself  sajring  "  Good-bye"  quite 
naturaUy.  A  propoi  of  languages, 
"  Mr."  u  very  patient  with  the  Ladies 
who  wiU  speak  to  him  in  so-called 
French  or  German,  when  they  say, 
''OH  est  le  Portiert"  or  " -fes  tit 
$ehr  schon  heuie"  he  replies,  in  the 
genuine  tongue.  I  once  overheard 
a  Lady  discussing  the  chances  of  rest 
and  quiet  in  the  "Grand  H6teL" 
Oui  c'est  une  grande  reste."  said  she.  It  only  puzzled  "  Mr."  for 
a  moment.  '*Parfaitement,  Madame :  c'est  rattssant^  n^est-eefos  f  " 
and  then  "  Mr."  sold  her  the  little  Hand-book,  composed  by  the 
Clergyman,  on  which  he  receives  a  commission. 


NEED  I  SAT  MOREF 

I  LOVED— and  need  I  say  she  was  a  woman? 

And  need  I  say  I  thought  her  just  divine  ? 
Her  beauty  (Hke  this  rhyme)  was  quite  uncommon. 

Alas,  she  said  she  never  could  be  mine  I 

My  Unde  was  a  Baronet,  and  wealthy. 

But  old.  ill-tempered,  deaf,  and  plagued  with  gout ; 
I  was  his  heir,  a  pauper  young  and  healthy ; 

My  Unde— need  I  say  P— had  cut  me  out. 

I  swore— and  need  I  say  the  words  I  muttered  ? 

Sir  HxoTOR  married  Katx,  and  ohanfed  his  will. 
Drv  bread  for  me !    For  her  the  tea-caxe  buttered. 

I  starved— and,  need  I  say,  I'm  starving  still  I 


"A  Caxpxt  E!ki6Ht"— Sir  Bluitdill  Maple.  Likewise  that 
Sir  B.  M.  is  "  a  Knight  of  the  Bound  Table."  [N.B.  Great  rush  to 
let  off  these.  Contrioution-Box  joke-full  of  'em.  Impossible,  there- 
fore, to  dedde  "  who  spoke  first*'    Reward  ol  Merit  still  in  hand.] 

SuooEsnoK.- The  Music-and-Hartland  Committee  will  permit  the 
performance  of  brief  "  Sketches "  in  the  Music  Halls.  Wouldn't 
^*  Harmonies  "  by  our  own  WHnnJCR  be  more  appropriate  ? 
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EARNEST   POLITICIAN. 


"Tm  vbkt  olad  Sir  Pebot  Plantaoknet  was  RBxaENKD,  Miss ! ' 
"Why,— ARE  YOU  a  Friicrosb  Dame?" 
"No,  Miss,— BUT  my  'Usband  is  1 " 


TIP  TO  TAX-COLLECTOES. 
(AfUr  Eerrick'a  *'  Counsel  to  Girls") 

A  SONO  OF  THE  EXCHEQUBR. 

Air — "  Gather  ye  rose-buds  while  ye  may** 

Gathbb  ye  Taxes  while  ye  may, 

The  time  is  fleetly  flying ; 
And  tenants  who  'd  stom^  up  to-day, 

To-morrow  may  be  shying. 

That  annual  "Lump,"  the  Income  Tax, 
Still  higher  aye  seems  getting : 

The  sooner  that  for  it  you  **  ax," 
The  nearer  you  'U  be  netting. 

That  payer 's  best  who  payeth  first 
The  Exchequer's  pert  purse-stormer : 

As  the  year  wags  still  worse  and  worst 
Times,  still  succeed  the  former. 


Then  be  not  lax,  but  keep  your  time, 
And  dun,  and  press,  and  harry ; 

Tax-payers  shirk,  nor  deem  it  crime. 
If  long  Collectors  tarry. 


"Where  Shall  we  Go  ?"  is  of  course  an 
important  subject  in  the  holiday-time,  and 
one  to  which  Sola's  Journal  dcTotes  a  column 
or  two  weekly ;  but  a  still  more  important 
one  is  "  Haw  shall  toe  go  itf*^  and  naving 
totted  up  the  items  there  comes  the  flmd 
Question,  "  Where  shall  toe  stay  f "  And 
the  wise,  but  seldom-given  answer  is — 
'^  At  Home,'*  In  any  case,  the  traveller's 
motto  shoidd  alwajrs  be,  **  Wherever  you  go, 
make'  yourself  quite  at  Home"— and  stav 
there,  may  be  added  bv  the  London  Club 
Cynic,  who  wants  everytning  all  to  himself. 


THE  LOST  JOKE. 

{A  Song  of  a  Sad  bui  Common  Eaqterie^ee,) 
Air  :— "  The  Lost  Chord:' 

Seated  one  day  in  my  study 

I  was  listless  and  ill  at  ease. 
And  my  fingers  twiddled  idly 

With  the  novel  upon  my  knees. 
I  know  not  where  I  was  straying 

On  the  poppy-clustered  shore, 
But  I  suddenly  struck  on  a  Sparkler 

Which  fairly  made  me  roar. 

I  have  joked  some  jokes  in  my  time,  Sir, 

But  this  was  a  Champion  Joke, 
And  it  fairly  cut  all  record 

As  a  humoristio  stroke. 
It  was  good  for  a  dozen  of  dinners. 

It  was  fit  to  crown  my  fame 
As  a  shai>er  of  sheer  Side-splitters, 

For  which  I  have  such  a  name. 

It  flooded  my  spirit's  twilight 

Like  the  dawn  on  a  dim  dark  lake, 
For  I  knew  that  against  all  rivals 

It  would  fairly  ^'take  the  cake. ' 
I  said  I  will  try  it  to-morrow,— 

I  won't  even  tell  my  wife, — 
It  will  certainly  fetch  Lord  Fuufudok, 

And  then — ^I  am  made  for  life ! 

It  links  two  most  distant  meanings 

Into  one  perfect  chime 

•  •  •  •  # 

Here  my  servant  broke  the  silenoe. 

And  said  it  was  dinner-time  I 

•  •  •  •  • 

I  have  sought,  but  I  seek  it  yainly, 
That  neat  Lost  Joke  of  mine. 

Which  had  slipped  from  my  mind  en- 
tirely 
When  I  sat  me  down  to  dine. 

It  may  be  that  something  some  day 
May  bring  it  me  back  again  ; 


But  I  only  wish — confound  it ! — 
I  had  fixed  it  with  pencil  or  pen. 

It  may  be  that  luck—bright  Anf^  I — 
May  inspire  me  once  more  with  that 
stroke. 

But  I  fear  me  'tis  only  in  limbo 
I  shall  light  on  my  great  Lost  Joke ! 


Mrs.  R.,  who  has  been  busy  with  her 
juniors,  tells  us  that  she  has  been  horrified 
to  learn  from  her  Kephew,  who  has  been 
fighting  the  Slave- hunters  on  the  Congo, 
that  in  that  countr:^  they  "preserve"  the 
bodies  of  their  enemies.  He  writes  to  her— 
"  I  have  *potted'  several  Arabs." 


PUNCH,  OR    THE    LONDON    CHARIVARI.— August  27,  1892. 


zr-^^"E//f/j/s^ 


44 


AU  REVOIR! 


M 


ScEXE— iVb.  10,  Downing  Street,    Extenor,  ^^  j 

S-L-SB-nr  AUD  B-LF.B.  "  TA  I   TA  I     TAKE  CARE  OF  THE  HOUSE,  OLD  MAN  I     BACK  AGAIN  SOON  I  " 

[Exeunt  **B.  and  S:' 
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FROM   THE    PARTICULAR   TO   THE    GENERAL. 

**I  8AY,  Old  Chappm— What  trxmknsovs  high  Chairs  you'th  got— One's  Fhkt 
POSITIVELY  Dangle  ! " 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  BAR. 

WoBK,  work,  work  I 

Sang  Hood,  in  the  '*  Sona  of  the  Shiri,^^ 
Of  the  seamstress  slave  who  worked  to  her 
grave 

In  poverty,  hnnger,  and  dirt. 
Work,  work,  work  1 

The  Bar-maid,  too,  can  say, 
Work  for  ten  hours,  or  more ; 

Oh,  for  *'  eight  hours ''  a  day  I 

Is  she  a  hanmer  slave 

Where  gilding  and  mirrors  ahound  ? 
Of  what  can  she  think  when  eternal  drink 

Is  the  cry  of  all  around  1* 
Stand,  stand,  stand  I 

Serving  sots  from  far  and  near ; 
Stand,  stand,  stand ! 

More  whiskey  I  More  brandy  I   More  beer ! 

Possibly  some  one  may  say, 

*'  What  can  that  matter  to  us  ? 
She  is  frail,  frivolous,  gay ; 
-She  is  not  worth  a  fuss." 
Prig,  all  her  life  is  a  snare, 

Tou,  so  excessively  good, 
Would  pity  her  rather  if  there 

Once  for  ten  hours  you  stood. 

How  would  you  feel  at  the  end  ? 
You  may  not  think  she  is  fit, 

Quite,  for  your  sister's  friend- 
Is  sue  too  wicked  to  sit  P 

Stand  stand,  stand  I 
In  the  smoke  of  pipe  and  ci^ar, 

Always  to  think  of  eternal  drmk ; 
Oh,  pity  the  Slave  of  the  Bar ! 


By  a  Ribbon  Girl  who  has  been  to 
France. — **Sure  the  town  itself  must  be 
full  of  go-a-head  young  women  that  a  decent 
femsle  wouldn't  be  seen  soaking  to— else 
why  is  it  called  BeUe-FoH  t  ^ 


THE  OPERA  IN  THE  FUTURE. 

{As  suggested  by  **  Musical  Pauvers,") 

OdSKE—IfUerior  of  Coveni  Garden  on  a  Stfb- 

scription  Night,    The  house  is  flUed  in  the 

paris  reserved  for  Subscribers,    There^ 

mainder    of    the    Auditorium    is    less 

a'owded.     The  Overture  is  over,  tohen 

there  is  a  loud  cry  for  the  Manager, 

Enter    before   the    Curtain    Courteous 

Gentleman,  who  hows,  and  waits  in  an 

attitude  of  respectful  attention. 

Person    in    the    Amphitheatre,    I    say, 

Mister,  look  'ere,  after  charging  me  sixpence 

for  a  seat,  I  'm  'an^ed  if  they  don't  want  an 

extra  penny  for  a  bill  of  the  plav. 

Courteous  Gentleman,   Highly  improper. 

Sir.    I  will  look  into  the  matter  to-morrow, 

and  if  you  are  kind  enough  to  identify  the 

attendant  who  has  attempted  this  overchar^, 

I  will  have  him  dismissed.    And  now,  with 

your  permission,  your  Royal  Highnesses,  my 

Lords.  Ladies,  and  Gentlemen,  we  will  go  on 

with  the  Musicnd  performances. 

[The  Opera  continues.    At  the  end  of  the 

Third  Act  there  is  another  cry  for  the 

Manager,      The    Courteous   Gfentleman 

re-enters  before  the  Curtain,  as  before. 

Very  Stout  Person  in  the  Amphttheatre 

Stalls.  I  say,  look  here— I  paid  two  shillings 

for  this  seat,  and  the  back 's  coming  off. 

Cour.  Gen,  Perhaps,  Sir,  you  have  been 
leaning  with  a  weight  it  is  unable  to  bear. 

Very  S,  P.  Never  mind  about  that.  As  I 
pay  two  shillings  for  my  seat,  I  expect  you  to 
stop  the  show  until  it 's  mended. 

Cour.  Gen,  As  the  show  (as  you  call  it,  Sir] 
costs  about  two  pounds  a  minute,  I  fear  that 
would  be  rather  an  extravsgant  proceeding. 
If  I  may  suggest,  I  would  oouxuel  you  to 
change  your  seat  to  a  more  perfect  one. 

Very  S,  P.  I  like  that!  and  get  tuned 
out  by  someone  who  had  reserved  it.    No, 


thankee !    But  there,  after  all,  I  am  rather 
heavy,  so  let's  say  no  more  about  it. 

Cour,  Gen,  I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you. 
[Exit,    The  Opera  continues  usUil  the  com" 
mencement  of  the  last  Act,  when  there  is 
a  frantic  cry  for  the  Manager.     The 
Courteous    GFentleman    again     appears 
before  the  Curtain, 
Voices  from  the  Cheaper  Parts  of  the 
House.  Here,  cut  it  short!    Let 's  get  to  the 
end.    Let 's  see  how  the  story  finishes  I 
Cour,  Gent,  I  am  at  your  disposaL 
Spokesman,  Well,     look     here,    Mister. 
There 's  a  lot  of  us  here  who  want  to  catch  the 
11*40  train,  so  can't  you  cut  the  performance  ? 
Cour.  Man,  Although  your  proposal,  Sir, 
mav  cause  some  trouble  and  complications,  I 
will  honestly  do  my  best.        [Bows  and  exit. 
Curtain, 


TO  THE  ROLLER-SKATIirO  FIEKD. 

0  BOY  I— 0  iigudioious  boy  I — 

Who,  swayed  by  dark  and  secret  reasons, 
Dost  love  thme  elders  to  annoy 

At  sundrv  times  and  frequent  seasons, 
W^  hast  thou  left  thv  tempting  top— 

Thv  penny-dreadful's  gory  garble— 
Thv  blue-  and-crimson  lollipop— 

Thy  aimlessly  meandering  marble  ? 

Thv  catapult,  so  sure  of  aim. 

In  cold  neglect,  alas!  reposes. 
And  even  **  tip-cat's  "  cheridied  game 

No  longer  threatens  eyes  and  noses ; 
Thy  tube  of  tin  (projecting  peas) 

At  length  has  ceased  from  irritating ; 
But  how  much  worse  than  all  of  these 

Thy  latest  craze— for  roller-skating  I 

For.  mounted  on  twin  engines  dread. 

Thou  rushest  (with  adventures  graphic) 
Where  even  angehi  fear  to  tread. 

Because  there 's  such  a  lot  of  traffic. 
At  Uffhtning-speed  we  see  thee  glide, 

(With  mtdice  everv  narrow  shave  meant), 
And  charge  thine  elders  far  and  wide. 

Or  stretch  them  prone  upon  the  pavement 


Bound  comers  sharp  thou  lov'st  to  dart^ 

(Thou  skating  imp  I    Thou  rolling  joker  I) 
And  hit  in  nnne  ejecting  part 

The  lawyer  staid,  or  solemn  broker. 
Does  pity  never  mar  thjr  fflee, 

When  upright  men  with  torture  double  ? 
Oh,  let  our  one  petition  be 

That   thou    may'st    come    to    grievous 
trouble  1 
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A   FATAL   OBJECTION. 

"MOTHVB,  ARB  THB  WOKDBBOILTS  TBRT  RlCH  ?  "  **YBfl,   SiLVIA,   VBRT.' 

"MOTHBR,    I   HOPB  WB  SHALL  NBVBR  BB  RlCH  ?  *'  "Wfif,    DaBLIKO?" 

•*  It  must  db  80  Vbrt  Expbnsivb  I " 


ADVERTISING  IN  EXCELSIS. 

QCKSK— Interior  of  the  UniverBol  Adeertise- 
ment  Stations  Company*$  Offices, 
Manage  Direotor  discovered  presiding 
over  a  large  staff  of  Clerks,  Enter 
Possible  Customer. 

Possible  Customer,^!  see  from  the  papers 
that  it  is  proposed  to  turn  the  Suez  Canal  to 
account  oy  erecting  hoardings— haye  you 
anything  to  do  with  it  ? 

Managing  Director,  No,  Sir ;  but  we  do  a 
Tery  hme  cosmopolitan  business  of  the  same 
sort.    Haye  you  anything  to  advertise  ? 

Pos,  Cus,  Well,  yes— several  things.  For 
instance,  I  am  bringing  out  a  new  sort  of 
Beer.  Can  you  recommend  me  good  stations 
for  that? 

Man,  Dir,  Certainly,  Sir.  We  haye  oon- 
traoted  for  the  whole  of  the  best  positions  in 
the  Desert  of  Sahara.  If  you  get  ont  a  good 
poster  in  Arabic,  it  should  be  the  means  of 
further inif  the  trade  amongst  the  Arabs. 

Pos,  Cus.  Thanks.  Then  I  have  a  fresh 
PilL    What  about  that? 

Man,  Dir,  Well,  Sir,  pills  (excuse  the 
pleasantry)  are  rather  a  drug  in  the  market ; 


but  I  think  we  might  try  it  amongst  the 
Esquimaux.  We  haye  some  capital  cross- 
roads in  the  Arctic  Regions,  and  a  really 
commanding  position  at  the  North  Pole. 

Pos,  Cus.  What  can  I  do  with  a  newly- 
patented  Disinfectant  ? 

Man,  Dir,  We  have  the  Sjpire  of  Cologne 
Cathedral,  and  both  sides  ot  the  Bridge  of 
Sighs ;  in  fact,  if  you  like  to  push  the  sale  in 
Venice,  we  would  offer  you  the  front  of  the 
Doge's  Palace  on  the  most  adyanti^eous 
terms. 

Pos,  Cus.  Then  I  have  an  Eyerlasting 
Boot 

Man.  Dir,  I  must  confess,  Sir,  that  boots 
(you  will  excuse  the  pleasantry)  are  rather 
worn  out ;  but  perhaps  the  Himalayas  (where 
we  haye  all  the  summits  yacant)  might  suit 
your  purpose. 

Pos.  Cus.  Well,  I  will  giye  your  suggestions 
my  best  consideration. 

Man.  Dtr.  {anxious  to  trade).  Can't  I 
tempt  you.  Sir,  with  a  million  bills  or  so  P 
We  naye  all  the  best  Royal  Palaoes  in  Europe, 
and  the  most  frequented  of  the  Indian 
Temples.  There  is  scarcely  a  spot  of  any 
historical  interest  that  we  naye  not  secured 
for  our  hoardings.    Just  added  the  Field  of 


Waterloo,  the  Temple  Gardens,  and  site  of 
ancient  Carthage  to  our  list.  We  can  do  it 
yery  cheaply  for  you,  Sir,  if  your  order  is  a 
lanreone. 
Pos.  Cus.  How  about  the  papers  P 
Man.  Dir.  Well,  we  insert  adyertisements 
in  them,  too.  Shall  we  be^  with  three 
columns  in  all  the  leading  journals  of  the 
world? 

Pos.  Cus.  No,  thank  yon.  I  think  I  will 
commence  on  a  somewhat  smaUer  scale. 
( Oives  document.)  Here  is  an  order  for  three 
inches  for  one  insertion  on  the  leader-pare  of 
the  Pimlieo  Pump.  [£rd. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTBD    FBOM    THB  DiART  OF    TOBT,  ILP. 

H6%ue  of  Lords,  Monday,  August  lUh. — 
Lords  met  to-day  in  charmingly  casual  way. 
Since  they  were  last  here,  Qoyemment  been 
defeated ;  the  Markiss  out.  Mr.  G.  in,  and  all 
that  means  or  portends.  Not  many  preaent, 
but  the  Mabkiss  in  his  place  smiling  in  unaf- 
fected joyousness,  just  as  Prince  Airmm  did 
in  Commons  when  the  end  came. 

**  Very  odd,"  said  Pickxbsoill,  preaaing 
his  hat  to  his  bosom;  **it  seems  nothing 
amuses  the  Cecils  and  their  family  belong- 
ings so  much  as  a  reyerse  at  the  Poll." 

The  Markiss  in  such  exuberant  good 
humour  at  seeing  Kdcbxblbt  opposite  to  him, 
could  not  resist  temptation  to  try  on  little 
joke.  It  was  not,  he  said,  either  desjrable 
or  usual  that  he,  as  outgoing  Minister,  abould 
say  anything  on  present  occasion.  But  per- 
haps &I1CBXHLBT  would  oblige,  and  would 
giye  House  full  ex^position  of  intentiont 
of  new  Ministry  with  respect  to  foreign 
and  domestic  amdrs.  Kimbkblbt  grayely 
answered,  that  not  yet  being  Minister  of  the 
Crown,  nor  haying  nad  opportunity  of  oon- 
sulting  with  his  colleagues,  he  was  unpre- 
pared to  make  statement  on  subject. 


"Very  odd!" 


In 


this  dilemma  Dekmak  came  to  front. 

My  Lords "  he  said.    What  more  he 

would  haye  uttered  is  lost  to  posterity. 
MARXI8B  had  moyed  adjournment  of  Houae, 
and  Halsbubt,  who  has  had  long  practioe 
on  this  particular  wicket,  promptly  bowled 
Dbnmak  out,  by  putting  question  uid  decla- 
ring it  carried.     Dbkmak  stood   moment 
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looking,  more  in  sorrow  than  anger,  at  noble  .Lordi  hurrying  .out 
with  unwonted  agility. 

"They  made  a  mistake,"  he  murmured;  " espeoiallv  Halsbubt. 
All  I  wanted  was  to  propose  vote  of  thanks  to  him  for  thegraoe  and 
dignity  with  whioh  he  has  presided  oyer  Debates  in  this  House,  and 
the  manner  in  whioh  he  has,  hj  his  dispensation  of  patrons^,  pre- 
served the  highest  traditions  ot  his  office,  and  even  raised  its  lof  (^ 


forth* 

Perhaps  it  was  sight  of  this  pathetic  figure  that  sobered  the 
Mabkiss.  Anyhow,  as  we  walked  out  toge- 
ther, found  mm  in  subdued  mood,  more 
fitting  the  occasion  than  that  assumed  when 
addrMsing  House.  "All  oyer  at  last, 
ToBT,"  he  said:  "and  I  may  go  down  to 
Hatfield,  take  off  my  coat,  and  haye  a  day*s, 
or  eyen  a  week's  serene  pleasure  in  my 
workshop.  I  'm  nobody  of  an^  account  now, 
m  Premier,  ni  Foreign  Mimster.  Do  you 
remember  the  lines  written  by  an  unknown 
hand  on  the  ruins  of  Berytus,  which 
Tbtfhov,  King  of  Syria,  sacked  a  hundred 
and  forty  Vears  before  the  Star  rose  at  Beth- 
lehem? I  was  thinking  of  them  just  now, 
eyen  when  I  was  chaffing  Eihbeblet  :— 

'  Stay  not  your  ooune,  0  Mariners,  or  me. 

Nor  furl  your  laili — ii  not  my  harbour  dry  ? 

Nought  but  one  vast,  forsaken  tomb  am  I. 
But  steer  for  other  lanas,  firom  sorrow  free. 

Where,  by  a  happier  and  more  prosp'rous  shore. 

Your  ancnor  ye  may  drop,  and  rest  your  oar.'  '* 

"Not  at  all,"  I  said. 

Rather  an  inadcM^uate  remark.  I  see,  when 
Ifoome  to  write  it  down.  I'd  say  some- 
thing better  if  the  Mabxiss  would  repeat 
the  lines. 

Btuiness  done. — ^Mabkiss  announces  Resig- 
nation of  Ministry. 
«  Bless  me  ' " 

Hotue  of  ComnumBt  Thursday, — House 
■eems  to  haye  been  meeting  all  day.  Began  at  three  o'clock: 
Sitting  suspended  at  half-|^s8t;  resumed  at  4*30;  off  affain  till 
nine ;  might  haye  been  continued  indefinitely  through  night,  only 
thunderstorm  of  unparalleled  ferocity  burst  oyer  Metropolis,  and 
put  an  end  to  further  manceuyring.  "Bless  met"  tremulously 
murmured  Lord  Salisbubt's  Black  Man,  as  a  peal  of  thunder 
shook  Clock  Tower,  and  lighted  up  House  of  Lords  with  lurid 
fiame,  "  if  these  are  home  politics,  wish  I  'd  stayed  in  far-off  Ind." 
At  first  gathering  in  Commons,  parties 
changed  sides.  "  The  sheep  to  the  right, 
the  goats  to  the  left,"  as  William 
Field,  Esq.,  M.P.,  said,  daintily  crossing 
the  fioor. 

This  remark  does  not  imply  anything 
rude.  Fact  is  Field,  when  at  home  in 
Dublin,  holds  lofty  position  of  Presi- 
dent of  Lish  Cattle-Traders'  and  Stock- 
Owners'  Association.  Similes  from  the 
stockyard  come  naturally  to  his  lips. 
Promises  to  be  acquisition  to  Parliamen- 
tary life.  Is  certainly  loyely  to  look 
upon,  with  his  flowing  hair,  his  soft  felt 
hat,  the  glossy  black  of  his  necktie  con- 
trasting with  glossy  white  of  his  bound- 
less shirt-front.  Iliou^ht  at  first  he  was 
a  poet ;  rather  disapnointing  to  find  he 's 
only  a  butcher.  Wnateyer  he  be,  he's 
refreshing  to  the  eye,  wearied  with  mono- 
tony of  last  Parliament. 

Writs  moyed  for  new  Elections  conse- 
quent on  acceptance  of  Office.  Lobby 
seems  full  of  new  Whips,  whom  Jacobt 
grimly  eyes.  Caxtstok  with  unusually 
troubled  look  on  manly  brow.  "  What's 
the  matter  ?  "  I  asked.  "  Afraid  you  'U 
be  chucked?" 

"Oh,  no!"  he   said;    "Southwark's 
safe  enough.     But  th^'re   such  doose 
Remember  at  Gtoeral  Election  one  took 
me  neat.     After  I  had  made  speech  to  crowded  meeting,  lot  of 

?luestions  put.     Answered  them   all  satisfactorily.     At  last  one 
ellow  got  up,  asked  me,  in  voice  of  thunder,  *  Are  you.  in  fayour 
of  temperance  ?  '    Rather  ticklish  thing  that,  you  know.    As  many 


"William  Field,  Esq.,  M.P. 
of  fellows  down  there. 


against  it  as  for  it.  Looked  all  round  the  room :  seemed  remarkably 
decent  lot ;  the  man  who  was  heckling  me  a  little  rubicund  aa  to  the 
nose :  but  that  might  be  indigestion.  Anyhow,  felt  unless  I  oould 
satisfy  him,  I  'd  lose  his  yote.  '  Are  you  in  fayour  of  t^nperanoe  ?* 
he  roared  again.  '  Yes,  I  am ; '  I  'said,  heartily.  *  Then  I  ain't  1  * 
he  roared  back :  and  stamped  his  way  out  of  the  room.  That's  the 
sort  of  fellows  tney  are  down  at  Southwark.  Keyer  know  where  you 
haye  'em.  GeneraUy  turns  out  they  haye  you.** 
Business  done, — Thunderstorm  and  Prorogation. 


THE    BUILDER   AND   THE   ARCHITECT. 


The  sun  was  shinini^  on  the  fog, 
Shining  with  all  his  might : 

He  did  his  yery  best  to  make 
The  London  day  look  bright — 

And  yet  it  seemed  as  though  it 
were 
The  middle  of  the  night. 

The  Builder  and  the  Architect 
Were  walking  close  at  hand ; 

They  wept  like  anjrthing  to  see 
Such  eligible  land : 

"  If  this  were  only  built  upon," 
They  said,  "it  would  be  grand ! " 


The  Builder  and  the  Arohiteet 
Went  on  a  year  or  so    [ground 

Building   damp  yillas  on  damp 
Conyeniently  low : 

And  still  some  little  houses  stood 
Quite  empty  in  the  row. 

"I  cannot  think,"  the  Buadcr 
said, 

"  Why  peonle  should  complain 
Of  mortar  made  of  mud  from  roods. 

Or  roofs  that  let  in  rain. 
Or  sewer-gas  that  comes  from  aa 

Unyentilated  drain." 


"Oh,  Tenants,    come   and  liye 
with  us ! " 
The  Builder  did  entreat, 
"  And  take  a  little  yilla  in 
This  countrified  retreat. 
Where   stand   straight  rows  of 
houses. 
So  yery  new  and  neat ! " 

The  elder  Tenants  looked  at  him. 

But  neyer  a  word  said  they ; 
The  elder  Tenants  winked  their 
eyes. 
As  though  they  meant  to  say, 
"Old  birds,  like  we,  are  neyer 
caught 
By  chaff  in  such  a  way." 

But  four  young  Tenants  hurried 

Each  eager  to  rent  one ; 
Their  looks  were  pale,  their  faces 
white. 
Like  muffins  underdone — 
Which  was  not  odd,  because,  you 
know. 
They  neyer  saw  the  sun. 


"  A  fair  return,"  the  BuUder  said, 
"  Two  hundred,  say,  per  cent, 

Is  all  the  profit  that  I  want 
On  anything  I  'ye  spent,  [dear. 

Now,  if  you  TO  ready.  Tenants 
I  '11  take  the  quarter's  rent." 

"But  not  from  us,"  the  Tenants 
"The  houses  are  so  new,  [cried, 

They  'ye  made  us  all  so  yery  ill 
We  don't  know  what  to  do," 

"  The  County  Court,"  the  Builder 
"  Is  yery  near  to  you."     [said, 

"I  tell  you  what,"  the  Builder 
said, 

"  I  fear  that  I  must  seize 
Your  furniture,  unless  you  pay ; 

So  fork  out,  if  you  please.'' 
And  eyen  he,  in  that  damp  air. 

Began  to  cough  and  sneeze. 

"Oh,  Tenants,"  said  the  Architect, 
"  Just  think  what  I  haye  done. 

Designing  such  eesthetio  homes  I" 
But  answer  came  there  none — 

And  this  was  scarcely  odd,  becauae 
They'd  perished  eyery  one. 


Under  Consideration,  August  21. 

No  appointment  coidd  be  more  appropriate  and  in  accordance  with 
the  fitness  of  things  than  to  make  a  Gasdneb  the  new  Ministw  of 
Agriculture.  Of  course  it  has  been  suggested  that  a  Eural  Dean 
should  succeed  to  the  yacant  Chaplincy. 


^  SOnOB.— Aijeeted  Gommnnieatio&s  or  Contribntioas,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pietores  of  any  daaexiptloft,  will 
in  10  case  be  returned,  not  ey^  if h«n  aoeoaiq^uiied  by  a  Stamped  iu^  Address^  ^yelope,  CoyVi  or  Wrapper.   Te  this  mis 

tt««rA  «ri11  hm  via  AVAAfiHAfi  •         >.  ,  --..•» 
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NOT  GOING  AWAY  FOR 
THE  HOLIDAYS. 

Cookion  Ocate,  Q.C.  Be- 
cause Mabia  Totes  East- 
bourne Tulgar.  and  the 
girls  (sorrj  now  I  sent  them 
to  that  finishing- school  at 
Clapham)  laugn  so  oon- 
sumedly  wheneyer  I  open 
my  mouth  to  address  a 
native  if  we  go  to  Trouyille 
or  Dinard. 

C  Jumper.  Because  the 
Goyemor  thinks  three  days 
in  the  year  enough  for  any- 
bo^. 

Efutend  Dr.  Because 
that  fiver  will  just  give 
little  Sallt  the  breath  of 
sea-air  she  wants,  and  she  'U 
never  make  a  good  cure 
unless  she  has  it 

Reg,  Rake.  Because 
wife  says  she  shall  certainly 
accompany  me. 

Barmaid.  Because  I've 
just  been  ill  for  a  fort- 
night from  overwork,  and 
the  Company  say  they  can't 
give  any  more  leave. 

Eaetend  Clergyman  (of 
any  church).  Because  there 
are  hundreds  who  want  it 
more  than  I  do,  and  I  must 
help  them  to.  get  a  change 
first* 

Mqfor  HomhUnoer,  Be- 
cause MacCbacshott  (the 
only  man  who  has  adced 
me)  was  in  the  smoking- 
room  the  night  I  was  fool 
enough  to  tell  that  Snipe 
and  Rhinoceros  Story  of 
PxTT0K*s  in  the  first  person. 

Quiverful,  Because 
there  's  another  pair. 


^.!- 


Epitaph  ok  an  Old 
CsiCKKTSR*s  Tombstone. 
—"Out  at  70." 


HAPPY   THOUGHT. 

Obliging  Country  Butcher,  *'Let  MB  out  it  into  Cutlbts  fob  you,  Ma'am, 

— LBAVINO    JUST    ENOUGH    BONB    FOB    TOU    TO    HOLD    'BM    BT,    WHILE    TOU 'RB 

Eating  'em  1 " 


MUSICAL  NOTES. 

Popping   a    Queetum, — 
The  jJaUy  News,  in  its  last 


s  "Music  and  Musi- 
cians," informs  us  that 
*'Mr.  Chappell  has  now 
definitely  decided  that  the 
season  of  Monday  Popular 
Concerts  shall  this  year 
oommence  on  a  Tuesday." 
Sure  then  it  must  he  Mister 
O'Chappell,  the  Chappell 
hy  the  hill-side,  who  arran- 
ges to  have  his  first  *'  Mon- 
day Pop"  on  a  Tuesday? 
If  ne  he  going  out  shooting 
on  lus  own  native  heath, 
his  name  0*Chappell,  then 
there 's  no  reason  why  he 
shouldn't  have  lus  first  pop 
on  a  Tuesda]^*  only  it 
couldn't  be  his  Monday 
Pop,  could  it  now  ?  Or  if  he 
dnnks  Mr,  P,U  health  in 
Pommery  '80  (grand  vin  /), 
or  let  'ssay  Peppery  *80,  he 
could  do  so  on  a  Tuesday, 
only  it  would  no  longer  be 
the"MondayPo5."  That's 
all.  Sure  'tis  mighty  con- 
fusing and  upsets  the  week 
entir^y.  If  Tuesday  is  to 
have  all  the  Pop,  what 's  to 
become  of  Monday?  For 
further  particulars  inquire 
at  the  Pop- shop,  Bond 
Street. 

The  next  great  Musical 
Event  is  at  the  Gloucester 
Festival— it  is  Dr..SDBEBT 
Parry  ♦•on  the  Job." 
This,  though  the  work  of 
a  thoroughly  English  Com- 
f|oser,  may  yet  be  con- 
sidered as  an  **  Article  de 
Parry.'' 


"Mars  ik  Opposi- 
woK."—**  Mother  says  I 
mustn't." 


THIS  PICTUEE  AND  THAT. 

(Bxtradsfrem  the  Diary  of  a  Lover  of  the  Beautiful,) 

Furgt  £xtraet.—R6aXij  an  excellent  notion  to  buy  an  estate, 
instead  ofpicking  up  what  Mr.  Rudtard  Kiplivo  calls  a  '*  smeared 
thin^."  Got  one,  too,  pretty  cheap.  Twenty  miles  from  a  railway 
station,  but  so  much  the  better.  Kuskin  hates  railway  stations,  and 
so  do  I.  Never  can  make  them  look  picturesque.  The  Agent  tells  me 
my  place  is  famous  for  its  sunsets ;  also  good  moonlight  effects  on 
occasions.  Pretty  village,  too,  in  the  oackground.  Altogether, 
most  satisfactory.    After  all,  Nature  is  much  better  than  Art. 

Second  J5!r<rii«^— Dullerton-on-the-Slush  is  a  charming  spot,  but 
it  has  its  drawbacks.  Pretty,  but  damp.  Fog  interferes  a  good 
deal  with  the  sunsets,  and  hidfes  the  moon  at  the  wrong  moment. 
Tillage  deliciously  out  of  repair.  But  tenants  unreasonable. 
Offered  to  put  up  some  red  brick  roofs  for  them^  which  would  have 
looked  charming,  but  they  insist  u]^n  having  slates.  Wish  they 
would  consent  to  having  a  few  cows  in  the  fields,  but  they  say  they 
prefer  nigstves.  Have  consulted  a  builder  and  a  gardener,  and  they 
think  that  tney  could  **  run  up  "  a  stye  between  tnem,  and  cover  it 
over  with  shrubs.  Tenants  object.  They  say  the  mgs  would  not 
like  it,  and  might  eat  the  shrubs  with  fatal  resiilts.  All  this 
annoying,  but  still  the  view  from  iny  dining-room  window 
charming.  It  reminds  me  not  a  little  of  Constable,  Ldtkell,  not 
to  say  Old  Cromb. 

Third  Bxtrad, — Further  troubles.  Tenants  are  really  very  dis- 
agreeable, and  they  have  no  feeling  for  Art.  They  have  out  down 
a  lot  of  ornamental  trees,  and  they  won't  ^ow  the  right  sort  of 
crops, — I  mean  from  a  picturesque  point  of  view.  As  agriculturists 
they  may  be  all  right,  but  that 's  not  my  point,  I  did  not  buy  the 
estate  to  try  how  "roots"  would  thrive.     Then  they  will  winL 
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weeds,  and  hang  out  clothes  to  dry— clothes  without  any  regard  to 
contrast  of  colour.  Eyesores  meet  me  everywhere.  I  am  really  not 
sure  whether  I  acted  wisely  in  trusting  to  a  House-agent  instead  of  a 
Picture-dealer.  **  Pictures  by  Nature  "  are  not  as  reliable  as  they 
should  be. 

Fourth  Exira4i.—ThiB  is  really  too  bad !  A  perambulating  Circus 
has  pitched  its  tent  on  the  Village  Green!  When  I  say  tent,  I 
make  a  mistake ;  it  is  a  beastly  ugly  iron  thin^,  that  looks  simply 
hideous,  and  from  tiie  durable  stoutness  of  its  construction,  it 
evidently  is  going  to  be  a  fixture  for  some  time.  My  tenants 
support  the  Circus  people,  end  mv  Agent  tells  me,  that  if  I 
interfere,  my  life  wul  oe  made  a  Durden  to  me.  It  appears  my 
tenants  are  '*  a  very  unruly  lot  when  they  are  irritated."    Fleasant  I 

Fifth  Extract.— The  Circus  won't  go.  And  now  I  find  I  can't  get 
any  of  mv  rents.  My  agent  tells  me.  that  my  tenants  never  would 
settle  with  their  last  landlord.  Besides,  they  expect  me  to  pay  for 
the  damage  done  to  their  dwellings  by  the  fioods.  They  say  it  was 
my  fault,  because  I  would  put  up  a  bank  and  plantation  in  my  back 
garden.  Only  light  in  the  general  gloom  is,  the  prospect  my  Agent 
holds  out  to  me  of  getting  nd  of  the  property  for  me  to  another  lover 
of  the  picturesque.  Scarcely  fair;  but  after  all,  or  rather  before  all, 
must  take  care  of  Number  One. 

Last  Extract,— ^umj  I  Sold  my  estate  to  another  fellow. 
However,  on  looking  over  my  accounts,  I  fancy  I  should  have  found 
it  cheaper  if,  in  the  first  instance,  I  had  bought  a  chromo-  lithograph  I 


Epitaph.— An  Alpinin^  Traveller  sends  us,  on  the  "Bar"  Hotel 
lately  destroyed  at  Gnndelwald,  the  following  adaptfcL  ,^ 
reversified  quotation :—  igitized  by  V:i\^\^  V IV^ 

•*  Good-bve  to  the  Bar-  ^ 

And  it 's  moaning  "  we  are  I 
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•'SUMMER   V0LUPTA8." 

Toby  {sings),   '*  Mt  Babqux  is  ok  thb  Hel  1 


SONGS  OUT  OF  SEASON. 

No.  L-DIS0RGANI8ED. 

Still  in  London  now  you  '11  find  me, 

Still  detained  againit  my  will ; 
And  I  wiflh,  distinoUy,  mind  me, 

To  acoentoate  the  '*  tHll "  ; 
It  'b  a  sort  of  oonaolation, 

As  I  ait,  and  fume,  and  frown, 
That  the  neatest  botheration 

Of  my  fife  is  out  of  town. 

He  who  nsed  to  grind  "  She  Wore  a 
Wreath  of  Rosee  "  eyery  day. 

And  "  Selections  from  DS%orah^^^ 
And—**  Ta-ra-ra-Boom-de-ay  " 


With  his  execrable  smiling, 

And  exasperating  din. 
Most,  I  needs  infer,  be  riling 

Some  one  else  with  grind  and  grin. 

He  who  seemed,  in  fact,  delighted^ 

And  a  kiss— the  fiend !— would  blow, 
When  I  got  a  bit  excited, 

And  exclaimed  ''Al  Dtavolo  /  ^ 
Who,  with  unabashed  assurance. 

Only  beamed  the  more,  and  kissed. 
If,  incensed  beyond  endurance, 

In  his  face  I  shook  my  fist. 

He  has  earned  his  little  outing, 

This  excruciating  coye, 
And  his  instrument  is  flouting 

Bath,  or  Scarborough,  or  Hoye. 


For  the  moment  I  can  get  a 

Peaceful  interim,  and  free- 
But  he  cherishes  yendetta. 
This  Italian  count,  to  me. 

Yes  I    Perhaps,  indeed,  'twere  kinder, 

Had  he  ne'er  relaxed  his  track ; 
He  '11  return,  that  grinning  grinder, 

Reinyigorated,  back  I 
Then,  as  I  remarked  before,  a 

Spell  of  doom  for  me  remains, 
With  **  Selections  from  ZHnoroA," 

And  his  other  worse  refrains. 


Why  I  doh't  go  out  of  Towk  for  th» 
Atttuxk  P— Because  I  'ye  been  jiretty  well 
eyerywhere,  but  always  quiU  weU  in  London. 
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THE  QEEMAN  WATERS. 

▲  Pboxxnasb  with  tongiieB  aliTo] 

That  every  phraae  of  OLLKxn>ORFF  use  ; 
And  *'  Luthet^$  Hymn  '*  at  half-past  five 

To  drag  yoa  from  the  arms  of  Morpheas]; 
Fat  Germans  in  their  awfnl  '*  Fraoka," 

Pale  Frenchmen,  too,  a  bit  dScolUtSt^ 
And  dapper  Britons  with  attacks 

Of  livers  and  digestions  faulty. 

A  garden  fair  with  "  Qaellen"  foul— 

Ach,  Himnul!  How  they  taste  those  "Qael- 
Then  rolls  and  coffee,  next  a  prowl      Qen  "  I 

Among  the  shops  with  Jivs  or  Ellkk  ; 
The  mid-day  meid  at  table  tfhoU, 

All  windows  dosed— a  climate  neUish  I — 
With  dishes  too  crackjaw  to  quote, 

And  sometimes  difficult  to  rdiah. 

An  afternoon  of  drowsy  drives- 
How  these  i>oor  foreigners  love  driving 

To  places  where,  when  one  arrives,     [ing ! — 
There 's  nought  for  which  it 's  worth  arriv- 

A  '*  Belvedere  "—like  Primrose  Hill, 
A  **  Oartenhaus,"  tobacoo-soented : 

Tet  there  they  smoke,  and  moon,  ana  swill. 
Quite  adipose,  and  self -contented. 

A  **  Kursaal,"  very  large,  and  fine : 

A  Theatre,  small,  and  shabby-splendid ; 
More  beer,  more  music,  ditto  wine 

(This  latter  can  be  much  commended). 
The  Military  (each  salutes  I) 

With  Hakhchsk  on  their  arm  or  Maxib  ; 
I  wonder  where  they  eet  those  boots— 

I  mean,  of  course,  the  Military. 

Lawn-Tennis  and  an  "  English  Club," 

Frequented  now  by  Lords  and  Princes, 
Where  every  snobliug  likes  to  rub 

His  elbows  with  a  Peer,  who  winces ; 
The  tittle-tattle  of  the  cliques. 

Some  half -proposals  for  our  daughters — 
Such  is  the  life  that  makes  for  weeks 

A  fortune— for  the  German  Waters  I 


CHOOSING  HIS  WORDS. 

(Made  in  Oermany,) 

AccoBDiKO  to  the  HochUche  Zeiluna,  His 
Imperial  Miyesty  said  that  although  the  sky 
was  apparently  cloudless,  the  atmosphere 
might  be  charged  with  electricity.  He  knew 
what  that  electricity  denoted.  There  were 
thunderbolts  in  the  douds  and  thunderbolts 
on  earth.  Those  on  earth  meant  war  and 
invasion.  He  warned  those  who  threatened 
the  Fatherland,  that  there  were  a  million 
of  swords  ready  to 
spring  forth  from  a 
million  of  scabbards. 
It  was  well  enough  to 
be  neighbourly  when 
those  who  lived  in 
your  vicinity  were 
benevolently  in- 
-j .  clined.  But  when 
m/  they  showed  a  dispo- 
wi  sition  to  be  offensive, 
^  then  it  was  necessary 
>:  to  sharpen  your 
swords  and  keep  your 
powder  dry.  They 
had  alreadv  con- 
quered France,  and  were  not  afraid  of  Russia. 
Besides,  the  Army  contained  young  soldiers 
who  would  be  the  better  for  a  real  campaign. 
He  himself  had  no  objection  to  visiting  Paris 
and  St.  Petersburg,  as  a  German  Emperor 
should— at  the  head  of  a  (German  Army. 
Still  he  might  again  remark,  it  was  splendid 
weather,  he  saw  nothing  but  blue  sky. 

Acoordin|(  to   the   Niehtgehoren  ZettunfL 
His  Imperial  Migesty  said  that,  although 


NoM  ererything. 
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BRIC  A   BRAC. 


Lady  CroBius,  "  Oh,  what  a  swxxt  Tabls  t  Whbrs  did  tou  obt  it,  mt  dbabT  Oh, 
I  SXB  hbbe's  thb  Mik's  Cabd."  {Spelling  the  label,)  ***  Tablb— Louis  Quinzb.'  Louis 
QcmfZBT  1    What  a  horrid  Name  !  and  why  hasn't  hb  put  his  Addbbss  f  *' 


the  sky  was  apparently  cloudless,  he  recog- 
nised dangers  a-head.  He  was  willinpr  to 
put  himself  forward  as  the  Leader  of  the 
toilers.  It  was  their  duty  to  secure  the  best 
possible  constitution,  and  then  to  force  that 
constitution  upon  all  neighbouring  people,  if 
needs  be,  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet.  He 
was  not  an  alarmist,  and  said  exactly  what 
he  meant.  He  had  no  wish  to  beat  about  the 
bush.  War  was  the  Hand-servant  of  Peace, 
and  the  sooner  that  servant  came  back  the 
better.  He  did  not  wish  to  threaten,  but  he 
told  Russia  and  France  that  Germany  was 
ready  to  begin,  when  and  where  they  chose 
to  meet  him.  But  he  might  again  remark  it 


was  splendid  weather,  and  he  saw  nothing 
but  blue  sky. 

AutKortsed  Version  {aU  others  declared  to 
he  misleading  and  inaccurate), — His  Imperial 
Migesty  memy  observed  that  it  was  afine  day. 

Ow  BoAiLD  A  Yacht.— The  conversation  at 
lunch- time  had  turned  on  recent  publications. 
A  learned  Theban  from  Oxford  inquired  of 
the  Skipper,  if  he  had  seen  the  **  Big-  Veda,^' 
''What  sort  of  Big's  that?"  asked  the 
Skipper,  a  bit  puzzled.  But  the  Oxonian 
wiser^  declined  a  rigmarole  explanation,  and 
told  him  that  all  further  inquiries  must  be 
made  to  Professor  Max  MthxEB. 
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FEELING  THEIR  WAY. 

(A  Study  in  the  Art  of  Oenteel  Conversation,) 

ScEHTR^The  Drawin  -room  of  a  Margate  Hotel,  JSme^evening, 
Mrs.  Aedleioh  {of  Balham),  and  Mrs.  Allbutt  {of  Brondes- 
bury)t  are  discovered  in  the  midst  of  a  conversaium^  in  which 
each  is  anxious  both  to  impress  the  other,  and  ascertain  how  far 
she  is  a  person  to  he  cttUivaied,  At  present,  they  have  not  got 
beyond  the  discovery  of  a  common  bond  in  Cookery, 

Mrs,  AUbuU,  You  haye  the  yolks  of  two  eg:^,  I  most  tell  you  ; 
squeeze  the  juioe  of  half  a  lemon  into  it,  and.  When  you  hoil  the 
hutter  in  the  pan,  make  a  paste  of  it  with  dry  nonr. 

Mrs,  Ardleigh,  It  sounas  delioioos—hat  you  never  can  trust  a 
Cook  to  carry  out  instructions  exactly. 

Mrs.  AIL  I  neyer  do.  Whenever  I  want  to  have  anything 
specially  nice  for  my  hushand,  I  make  a  point  of  seeing  to  it  myself. 
He  appreciates  it.  Now  some  men,  if  you  cook  for  them,  never 
notice  whether  it 's  you  or  the  Cook.    My  husband  does, 

Mrs.  Ard,  I  wonder  how 
you  find  time  to  do  it.  I  'm 
sure  /  should  never 

Mrs.  AU,  Oh,  it  takes  time, 
of  course— but  what  does  that 
matter  when  you  've  nothing 
to  do?  Did  I  mention  just 
a  small  pinch  of  Cayenne 
pepper?  —  because  that's  a 
great  improvement  I 

Mrs,  Ard,  I  tell  you  what 
I  like  Cayenne  pepper  with, 
better  than  anything  —  and 
that 's  eggs. 

Mrs,  All.  (with  elegant 
languor).  I  hardly  ever  eat 
an  egg.  Oysters,  now,  I  'm 
very  lond  of— fried,  that  is. 

Mrs,  Ard,  They  're  very 
nice  done  in  the  real  shells. 
Or  on  scollops.  We  have  sil- 
ver-j-or  rather — {with  a  mag- 
nanimous imptUse  to  tone  down 
her  splendour),  sQver-plated 
ones. 

Mrs,  All,  How  funny— so 
have  we  I    (Both  women  feel 
an  increase  of  liking  for  one 
another.)    I  like  them  cooked 
in  milk,  too. 
[The  first  barrier  being  satis- 
factorily passed,  thiy  vro- 
ceed,as  usual,  to  the  subject 
of  ailments. 

Mrs,  Ard.  Mj  doctor  does 
do  me  good,  I  must  say— he 
never  lets  me  get  ill.  He 
just  sees  your  liver 's  all 
right,  and  then  he  feeds  you 
up. 

Mrs,  All.  That 's  like  my 
doctor;  he  always  tells  me, 
if  he  didn't  keep  on  constantly 
building  me  up,  I  should  go 
all  to  pieces  in  no  time.  That's 
how  1  come  to  be  here.  I  always  run  down  at  the  end  of  every 
Season. 

Mrs,  Ard.  (feeling  that  Mrs.  Allbutt  canH  be  **  anybody  very 
particular^*  after  all).  What— to  Margate?  Fancy!  JDon't  you 
find  you  get  tired  of  it  ?    /  should. 

Mrs,  All,  {with  dignity),  I  didn't  say  I  always  went  to  Margate. 
On  the  contrary  I  have  never  been  here  before,  and  shouldn't  be  nere 
now.  if  my  doctor  hadn't  told  me  it  was  my  only  chance. 

Mrs.  Ard.  {reassured),  I  only  came  down  here  on  my  little  girl's 
account.  One  of  those  nasty  croopy  coughs,  you  know,  and  hoops 
with  it.  But  she 's  almost  well  already.  I  wul  say  it 's  a  wonderful 
air.  Still,  the  worst  of  Margate  is,  one  isn't  likely  to  meet  a  soul 
one  knows  I 

Mrs.  All.  Well,  that 's  the  charm  of  it— to  me.  One  has  enough 
of  that  during  the  Season. 

Mrs.  Ard.  {recognising  the  superiority  of  this  view).  Indeed  one 
has.    What  a  whirl  it  has  been  to  be  sure  I 

Mrs,  All.  The  Season  ?    Why,  I  never  remember  one  with  so  little 


Yes,  that 's  very  true.  I  suppose  the  Elections  have  put  a  stop  t4> 
most  things? 

Mrs,  All,  There  never  was  much  g(nng  on.  I  should  rather  have 
said  it  was  Marlborough  House  being  shut  up  that  made  everything  bo 
dull  from  the  first. 

Mrs,  Ard.  Ah,fthat  does  make  suoh  a  difference,  doem't'  it  ?  (She 
feels  she  must  make  an  effort  to  recover  lost  ground,)  I  fully  ex- 
pected to  be  at  Homburg  this  year. 

Mrs.  All.  Then  you  would  have  met  Lady  KKUiULDrx  Mutthoi;. 
She  was  ordered  there,  I  happen  to  know. 

Mrs.  Ard.  Keally,  you  don't  say  so  ?  Lady  NKUBAXnni .  Well, 
that 's  the  first  /  *ve  heard  of  it.  (It  is  also  the  first  time  she  has 
heard  of  her,  but  she  trusts  to  be  spared  so  humitiating  an  admieeumJ) 

Mrs,  AU.  It 's  a  fact,  I  can  assure  you.    You  know  her,  perhaps? 

Mrs,  Ard.  {who  would  dearly  Uke  to  say  she  does,  if  she  onty  dared). 
Well,  I  can  hardly  say  I  exactly  know  her.  I  know  of  her.  I  've 
met  her  about,  and  so  on.  (She  tells  herself  this  is  quite  as  likely  to 
be  true  as  not.) 

Mrs,  All,  (who,  of  course,  does  not  know  Lady  Nxubhivb  either). 

Ah,  she  is  a  most  delightful 


doing.    Most  of  the  best  houses  clesed  —hardly  a  single  really  smart 
party— one  or  two  weddings— and  that 's  positively  aU  I 

Mrs,  Ard.  {slight^  crushed,  in  spite  of  a  conviction  that—socially 
speaking— Balham  has  been  rather  more  oriUiant  than  usual  this  year). 


person  —  requires     knotting^ 
don't  you  know. 

Mrs,  Ard,  So  many  in  her 
position  do,  don't  they  ?  (So 
far  as  she  is  concerned— thoy 
ALL  do).  You  'd  think  it  waa 
haughtiness — but  it's  really 
only  manner, 

Mrs,  AU,  (feMig  thai  she 
can  go  ahead  with  safety  now). 
I  have  neyer  founa  anything 
of  that  sort  in  Lady  IfsuxA.- 
UVB  myself  [which  is  per^ 
fectlytrue).  She's  rather  odd 
and  flighty,  but  quite  a  dear. 
By  the  way,  how  sad  it  ia 
about  those  poor  dear  Chxtt- 
KETS— the  Countess,  don't  yoa 
knowl 

Mrs.  Ard.  Kh  (as  if  she 
knew  aU  the  rest  of  the  family)^ 
I  don't  know  her  at  aJL 

Mrs,  AU,  Such  a  sweet 
woman— but  the  trouble  she  '■ 
had  with  her  eldest  boy.  Lord 
MjlKgoI  He  married  quite 
beneath  him,  you  know,  some 
girl  from  the  provinoes— not  a 
oounty-f amily  girl  even. 

Mrs,  Ard.  (shocked).  Dear, 
dear!  not  a  county  family  I 

Mrs,  AU.  No ;  somebody 
quite  common— I  forget  the 
name,  but  it  was  either  Ghxk- 
xiN  or  Okiok,  or  something  of 
that  sort  I  was  told  they  had 
been  in  Chili  a  good  while. 
Poor  Makgo  never  had  mnoli 
taste,  or  he  would  never  have 
got  mixed  up  with  such  a  seL 
Anyway,  he 's  got  himself 
into  a  terrible  pickle,  I  hear 
Capsicums  is  actually  to  be 
sold  to  pay  his  debts. 
Mrs,  Ard.  You  don't  say  so !  Capsicums  I  Gracious  I 
Mrs.  All.  Yes,  isn't  it  a  pity  I  Such  a  lovely  old  place  as  it  was, 
too — the  most  comfortable  house  to  stay  at  in  aU  England ;  so  beau- 
tifully warm !  But  it 's  dreadful  to  think  of  how  the  aristocracy 
are  taking  to  marry  out  of  their  own  set.  Look  at  the  Duke  A 
Dbaonet— married  a  Miss  Duckwssd— goodness  only  knows  where  he 
picked  her  up  I  but  he  got  entangled  somehow,  ana  now  his  people 
are  trying  to  get  rid  of  ner.  I  see  so  many  ot  these  cases.  Well« 
I  'm  afraid  I  must  wish  you  good  evening— it 's  my  time  for  retiring. 
(Patronisingly,)  I've  quite  enjoyed  this  conversation— sudi  a 
pleasure  in  a  place  like  this  to  come  across  a  congenial  oompanion  I 

Mrs,  Ard.  (fluttered  and  flattered),  I  'm  sure  voa  're  exoeedingly 
kind  to  say  so,  and  I  can  say  the  same  for  myself.  I  hope  we  may 
beoome  better  acquainted.  (To  herself,  afUr  Mrs.  Allbittt  hoe 
departed)  I've  quite  taken  to  that  woman— she 's  so  thonraghly 
the  lady,  and  moves  in  votv  high  society,  too.  You  can  tell  that 
from  the  way  she  talks.  What 's  that  paper  on  the  table  ?  (She 
picks  up  a  toumal  in  a  coloured  wrapper,)  Sodety  Snippets,  the 
Organ  of  the  Upper  Ten.  One  Penny,  The  very  thin^r  I  wanted. 
It's  such  a  comfort  to  know  who's  who.  (She  opens  it  and  reads 
sundry  paragraphs  headed  '*  Through  the  Keyhale.'*)  Now  how 
funny  this  is!    Here's  the  very  same  thing  about  the 4f^W  fL 


Dear,  dear  I  not  a  county  family ! " 
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the  Season  that  she  said.  That  shows  she  mnst  be  really  in  it.  And 
a  note  aboat  Lady  Ksubalinx  bein^  about  to  reoroit  at  Hombnrg. 
And  another  about  her  re^tatbn  for  eooentrioity,  and  her  **  sweet- 
ness to  the  select  few  priyileffed  to  be  her  intimates.''  And  here's 
all  about  Lord  ILlKoo,  and  wnat  a  |deasant  house  Capsioums  is,  and 
his  marriage,  and  the  Duke  of  DBA.eKXi's  too.  Her  information  was 
very  oorreot,  I  must  say  I    {A  light  b^giiu  to  break  m  upon  her,)    I 

wonder  whether but  there— people  of  her  sort  wouldn't  require 

to  read  the  papers  for  suoh  thinff s. 

[Mere  the  door  opens,  anc^  Mrs.  Allbutt  appears,  in  eome  em- 
harraeemenU 
Mrs,  AU,  {sertUtnising  the  tables).  Oh,  it 's  nothing.  I  thought  I  'd 
left  something  of  mine  here ;  it  was  only  a  paper— i  see  I  was  mis- 
taken, don't  trouble. 


Mrs,  Ard,  (producing  Sooiiety  Snippets).  I  expect  it  will  be 
this.  (Mrs.  AiXBurfB/aee  reveals  her  ownership,)  I  took  it  up, 
not  knowing  it  was  yours.  (Meaningly,)  It  has  some  highly 
interesting  information,  I  see. 

Mrs,  AU,  (tUghtly  demoralised).  Oh.  has  it  P  I— I  'to  not  had 
time  to  glanoe  at  it  yet.  Pra]^  don't  let  me  depriTe  you  of  it  I 
dare  say  there 's  yery  little  in  it  I  don't  know  already. 

Mrs,  Ard,  So  I  should  haye  thought.  (To  herself,  after  Mrs. 
Allbutt  has  retired  tVt  disorder,)  Fancy  that  woman  tijing  to  take 
me  in  likejthat,  and  no  more  in  Society,  than  I  am— if  so  much! 
'^  ^.      .       *  .  .  ,   -  far— luckily.    And 

myself— it  oer- 
haye  it  aU  her 
own  way  next  time  I 


POPULAR   SONGS   RE-SUNG. 

No.  IX.— "IN  THE  MORNING." 

The  Music-hall  Muse,  if  not  exactly  im- 
peccably moral,  is,  at  least,  good  at  moralis- 
ing. Not  only  to  topers,  Totties,  litfky  Bene- 
dicts and  spreeish  seryant-maids,  is  there 
pregnant  meaning  in  the  warning  words 
^*But  oh!  what  a  difference  in  the  mor- 
ning II  I"  As  may  thus— pooe  "NoBioir 
Atkihs"  and  "Felix  McOLEKWOir "  —  be 
made  manifest : — 

Air—"  In  the  Morning!  " 
I  'd  sing  of  the  singular  triumphs  we  see. 

At  night,  at  night  I 
Li  Politics,  Pleasure,  Loye,  Art^  L.  S.  D., 

At  night,  at  mght  I 
The  "Johnnies"  ofSport  and  the  "Oof- 
birds "  of  Cash. 
The  Statesmen  who  snine,  and  the  Beauties 

who  mash. 
Are  in  champagny  spirits  and  out  quite  a 
dash, 

At  night,  at  night  I 
But  oh  I  don't  their  hearts  ache, 

In  the  morning  P 
Then  cometh  disillusion  and  self-Bcoming. 
Things  look  their  natural  size 
Unto  hot  awaking  eyes. 
For  no  gingerbread  is  gilded, 

In  the  morning  I 

A  Premier  potent  majr  perorate  free. 
At  night,  at  night  I 
And  pretty  Pnmrosers  will  shout  and  agree. 

At  night,  at  night  I 
He  '11  say  those  braye  Orangemen  Home  Rule 

will  quash. 
He '11  hint  that  raised  Tari£b  trade  riyals 

must  smash, 
And  his  eloquence  sounds  neither  rabid  nor 
rash, 

At  night,  at  night  I 
But  oh  I  what  a  difference 

In  the  morning  I 
Heyows  he  merely  meant  a  friendly  warning. 
But  fuss  and  fad  'twill  boom. 
And  his  colleagues  growl  with  gloom 
0*er  the  "  Times  '^  unon  their  tables, 
In  ue  morning  I 

Obserye  what  the  Specials  call  "  News  of  the 
Day" 

At  night,  at  night ! 
The  DaLdel  Telegrams  startle,  and  slay. 

At  night,  at  night ! 
There 's  war  in  the  East,  or  the  Czah  is  laid 

low, 
Financiers  haye   failed— Fifty   Millions  or 

sol — 
Or  they  'ye  found  Jack  the  Ripper  in  far 

Jericho,     At  night,  at  nignt  I 
But  oh,  what  a  difference 

In  the  morning  I 
Those  Latest  Wires  were  lies,  small  facts 
adorning. 
"  It  is  not  as  we  stated. 
For  the  cable 's  mutilated," 
And  *'  we  hear  'tis  contradicted  " 
In  the  morning  I 


Regard  the  young  Clerk  who 's  been  out  for 
the  day.     At  nifht,  at  night  I 

First  to  the  Derby,  ana  then  to  tiie  play. 
At  night,  at  night! 

He  **  spotted  a  winner"  at  twenty  to  one, 

His  winnings  will  far  more  than  pay  for  his 
fun; 

He's  happy,  free-handed,  and  "sure  as  a 
gun,"        At  night,  at  night  I 

But  oh,  what  a  difference 

In  the  morning  I 


*'  He  cunes  specalaUoii  in  the  morning  I " 

The  bookie  bolts,  his  ** gaffer"  sdyes  him 
He 's  not  worth  half-a-doUar,  Twaming, 
His  prospect 's  "  out  of  collar,''^ 

And  he  curses  speculation 

In  the  morning  I 

Behold  the  :^oung  playwright  who  hears  his 

own  piece. 

At  night,  at  night  I 
He  thinks  that  (ironic)  applause  will  ne'er 

cease,        At  night,  at  night  I 
His  '* little  one-aot  thing"  is  stodgy  and 

slow,  (a  glow, 

But  the  Pit  is  good-natured,  the  youth 's  in 
And  he  thinks— with  some  *^  outs  "-it  will 

be  "a  great  go," 

At  mght,  at  night  I 


But  oh,  what  a  difference 

In  the  morning! 
The  critics  caU  the  thing  *  *  an  awful  warning," 
They  "  guy,"  and  sneer,  and  scoff. 
And  his  bantiing  's  taken  off, 
"  To  make  room  for  some  old  farce,  Sir  I " 
In  the  morning ! 


TAKING  THE  OAT-CAJGB. 

Deab  Mb.  PuircH,— I  was  yery  much  inte- 
rested in  the  statement  I  saw  in  the  jMipers 
the  other  day,  that  the  best  jireseryatiyes  of 
a  Lady's  complexion  are  —  Oatmeal  and 
Oranges  I  I  at  once  began  the  diet,  but  haye 
not  succeeded  yery  well  at  present.  Porridge, 
eyen  with  sulk  and  cream,  and  plenty  ot 
sugar,  is  such  eommofwlaee  stuff,  and  one 
can't  really  be  expected  to  eat  oatmeal  raw, 
though  Scotch  gamekeepers  are  said  to  do  so. 
But  then  they  are  out  in  the  opoi  air  all  day, 
and  I  am  not.  Oranges  are  nice  enough — 
but  oh,  Mr,  Punch,  what  a  lot  of  them  one 
has  to  take  before  one  feels  as  if  one  had  had 
a  meal  I  As  I  haye  stopped  all  other  food,  I 
am  becoming  rather  weak.  My  complexion 
is,  I  think,  improyed— at  all  eyents,  it  is  far 
less  red  or  pink  than  it  used  to  be — but  I 
really  hayen  t  the  strength  to  f;o  out  of  doors 
to  show  it  off.  Eyen  writing  is  a  burden— so 
I  will  dose,  hoping  that  my  experiences  may 
benefit  others  who  like  to  tey  the  regimen. 
Ltcia  Lahguish. 

P.S.— My  Doctor  has  just  stopped  the  diet  I 

Deaji  SiB,^We  are  sure  that  the  Oatmeal- 
and-Orange  pescription  is  an  inyalaable  one 
for  the  complexion.  We  recentiy  tried  it  on 
a  Street  Arab,  and  after  one  or  two  doses 
—accompanied  by  the  employment  of  soap 
and  water— he  deyeloped  sucn  a  beautiful 
pink-and-white  skin,  that  his  parents  failed 
to  recognise  him.  This  was  unfortunate  in 
one  way,  as  he  has  now  become  chargeable 
on  the'  rates.  Talking  of  rates,  we  may  men- 
tion that  ws  supply  finest  Midlothian  Campaign 
Oatmeal  at  a  more  reasonable  figure  than  any 
other  firm  in  the  trade.  Price-ust  on  appli- 
cation. Yours  obedientiy, 

Edinburgh,  McCaitkt  &  Co. 

Sm, — ^I  am  not  less  than  fifty  years'  old, 
and  marked  with  small-pox,  and  therefore  I 
think  that  Oatmeal  ana  Oranges  would  be 
sure  to  do  my  complexion  good.  As  mine  is 
perhaps  a  rather  unusual  case,  I  am  trying 
the  remedy  in  a  peculiarly  thorough  way.  I 
haye  an  Oatmeal-bath  twice  a  day,  during 
which  I  suck  six  oranges.  My  breakfast 
couists  of  porridge  and  marmalade.  I  haye 
engaged  a  policeman  to  knock  at  my  front 
door  three  times  eyery  night,  to  wake  me.  I 
then  sit  up  in  bed  and  consume  oat-cakes 
soaked  in  orange-juice.  I  also  dress  in 
yellow,  and  I  haye  written  to  Belfast  to  ask 
if  I  can  be  admitted  to  an  Oranffc  Society 
there,  but  hitherto  I  haye  reoeiyed  no  reply. 
You  will,  I  think,  agree  with  me  that  I  am 
giying  the  new  treatment  a  fair  triaL 
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UNLUCKY   COMPLIMENTS. 

Shy  hut  StuiepHhU  Y(m^  **  Esr— coitid  toxt  till  m  who  that  Youko  Lu>t  is— Skbtohivo  f " 
J^able  Strtrng^r,  '*  Shb  has  thb  Misfobtuhs  to  bs  mt  Wifb  ! " 

Shy  InU  Siue^ffUhU  One  {desperately  anxiaua  to  pteam^  and  toeing  M  weeenee  <^  nufuO*  "  Oh—thb  KisFOBTirKB  's  bhtibblt  ITouas, 
I'm  auBKf 


THE  RAMSGATE  SANDS. 

It  's  hsj  for  the  sandB,  for  the  Jolly  Ramsgrate  SandB, 

Where  the  ohildren  shout  and  tumble,  spade  and  bnoket  in  their 

hands. 
Where  sandy  castles  rise  in  scores,  I  trow  a  man  might  float 
A  fleet  of  six-inch  pleasure-skiffs  on  many  a  deep-dug  moat. 
Where,  while  the  banjos  discord  make,  the  Qorman  bands  make 

noise. 
And  nursemaids  by  the  hundred  shepherd  flocks  of  ffirls  and  boys. 
Where  the  boys  tuck  up  their  trousers,  and  the  girls  tuck  up  their 

frocks, 
A  paddling  tribe  who  scorn  thor  shoes  and  customary  socks. 

Te  loud-Yoioed  men  of  cocoa-nuts,  what  is  it  thst  you  say  P 
'*Come  try  yer  luck,  roll,  bowl,  or  pitch;  the  lydies  stand 'alf- 

way." 
One  vouth  I  saw  who  took  his  stand,  a  derk  of  pith  was  he. 
He  shut  one  eye  and  aimed  with  care,  then  let  the  ball  flv  free. 
Twice,  thrice,  nay,  thirty  times  he  flung,  his  Bbtst  standing  by. 
And  scomfullv  adyising  nim  to  close  his  other  eye. 
Yet,  when  at  last  he  had  to  own  he  could  not  do  the  trick, 
No  solitary  cocoa-nut  had  toppled  from  its  stick. 

Papa  is  in  his  glorr  here,  that  proud  and  happy  man. 
But  in  spite  oi  all  his  efforts,  he  can't  get  coloured  tan. 
Yet  every  week-day  mominff.  from  ten  o'clock  till  one. 
He  turns  that  British  face  of  nis  unflinching  to  tiie  sun. 
Mamma  she  sits  beside  Mm ;  I  overheard  her  say, 
••  Lor,  Pa,  you'll  soon  be  brown  as  brown,  you're  not  so  red  to- 
day." 
But  wives  can't  flatter  tints  away,  and  when  he  leaves  the  place, 
I  'd  guarantee  to  light  my  pipe  at  Pa's  tomato  face. 

A  front-row  stall  I  quick  secured,  a  green  and  gaudy  bench, 
And  ^d  my  humble  penny  to  a  verv  buxom  wench. 
The  tide  was  running  out  amain,  and  slowly,  bit  by  bit. 
She  moved  her  back  seats  forward  till  she  left  me  in  the  pit 
Stout  Mr.  BiGos.  the  hair-dresser,  the  Bond-Street  mould  of  form, 
Sat  next  me  with  his  family,  and  seemed  to  find  it  warm ; 


And^  while  admiring  Mrs.  B.  hunf^  on  her  Bioes's  lips. 
He  favoured  me,  as  is  his  wont,  with  all  the  sporting  tips. 

But  the  most  delightful  object  I  saw  upon  that  shore 

Was  a  ruddy-faced  and  chubby-le^^ged  philosopher  of  four. 

Though  his  sisters  capered  round  him,  the  sage  refused  to  budge, 

He  continued  quietly  digging  just  as  solemn  as  a  judge ; 

And  if  he  fell,  as  men  may  lafi,  he  spumed  their  proffered  aid. 

But  lay  awhile  and  pondered,  while  he  clutched  his  wooden  spade ; 

Then,  having  thought  some  problem  out,  and  found  that  Bf e  was 

vain, 
He  slowly  raised  his  three-foot  form,  and  set  to  work  again. 

And  80  the  round  of  pleasure  ^s ;  a  man  could  scarce  believe 

How  swift  the  merry  hours  spin  by  from  dewy  mom  to  eve. 

The  goat-carts  never  want  for  fares  fresh  from  their  nurses'  arms. 

All  day  the  patient  donkeys  bear  some  maid's  or  matron's  charms. 

The  haughty  ones  may  carp  and  sneer,  we  know  their  sorry  style, 

But  we  who  revel  on  this  shore  can  hear  them  with  a  smile. 

We  may  be  vulgar:  what's  the  odds?    We're  cottage-folk,  not 

•'Grandsi^ 
And  our  simple  pleasures  please  us  on  the  jolly  Ramsgate  Sands. 


Dbtjeiolaihts's  Next.— TAtf  Prodigal  Daughter  is  to  he  jnjo- 
duced.  when  she 's  of  proper  age  to  oome  out,  at  Drury  Lane.  Who 
gave  ner  that  name?  is  it  her  *^Pettitt  nom^*  or  was  it  her 
Godfather,  Sir  Dbubiolanus  Le  Gbakd.  or  was  it  the  joint  effort 
of  Gbakb  et  Pbttitt,  so  as  to  satisfy  all  comers  Great  and  Small  P 
The  Prodigal  Son  has  already  served  as  the  title  of  an  Opera 
directly  founded  on  the  Scriptural  parable  of  the  Prodigal,  and  has 
recently  been  used  as  the  title  of  the  now  famous  ballet  d^action. 
There  was  also  a  Pere  Prodigt*e—irhioh.  the  Enjgflish  schoolboy 
thought  was  French  for  an  uncommonly  big  Mane  Louise  speci- 
men; so  there  is  justification  and  autnori^  for  bringing  this 
new  member  of  The  Prodigal  family  before  the  Public.  Having 
once  started,  tiiere  maybe  no  end  to  the  family  of  Prodigals.  There 
will  follow  —  The  Prodigal  Aunt,  The  Prodigal  Lnde,  The 
Prodigal  Second  Coutin  hy  First  HusbantPe  Marria^e^  and  so  on, 
ad  inflnitum. Digitized  by  VjiJO^Lt. 
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THE  LITTLE  VULGAE  BOY." 


Mabtkb  LiBBT  (to  the  Butler).  "  WON'T  GIVE  ME  A  SITUATION,  WON'T  TER  ?     THEN  I  'LL  BEEIK  YER 
WINDOWS  I     TA-AHIl"  Digitized  by^ . 
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THE  UNO  OF  TNE  (RATHER  TOO)  FREE. 

ScKSTR—The  Landing-Stage  of  an  EngUsh 
Port. 

Custom^House  Officer  (through  an  inter^ 
preter).    Do  vou  speak  Engliflh  f 

JBmigrant  (ditto).  No. 

CSui.^H.  Off.  (m  before).  Have  you  any 
money  P 

JBtni.  [ditto).  Not  a  kopeok. 

CuMt.'H.  Off,  Where  do  yon  oome  from? 

SnU.  Polish  Rnssia. 

Cu9t.'H.  Off.  Hare  yon  any  family  P 

£mi.  A  sick  wife  ana  ei^ht  sick  children. 

CtuL'H.   Off.   Do  any  of  you  know  a 
trade  P 

JBmi.  None  of  us. 

Ctut.'ff,   Off.  Are  you  well  enough  to 
workP 

JSmi.  No. 

Cu8t.S.  Off.  Have  you  any  friends  in 
England  P 

JSmi.  Don't  know  a  soul. 

Cu8t.'R.  Off.  Haye  you  any  luggage  P 

JBmi.  Only  the  Cholera ! 


A  COILPSKDIOTJBLT  G&AJCMATICAL  TbEX.~ 

A  Yew  Tree.  First  it  may  be  a  *Ijjh  Tree, 
but  it  is  a  Yew  Tree.  It  is  either  a  He  Tree 
or  a  She  Tree.  If  small,  it  represents  the  first 
person  plural  by  being  a  **  Wee  Tree  : "  the 
second  person  plural  is  the  Manager  and 
Manafferess  of  the  Haymarket,  '*  Ye  Trees ; " 
and  the  third  person  plural  would  be  ex- 
pressed by  a  Devonshire  Gardener  indicating 
this  talented  oouple  as  "  They  Trees." 


TEE,  TEE,  ONLY  TEE ! 

{Song  0/  the  Qolf  Enthusiast.    After  Thomas  Moore. ) 

AiB— ••  Thee,  thee,  only  thee.'' 

The  dawn  of  mom,  the  daylight's 

sinking, 
Shall  find  me  on  the  links,  and  think- 

Of  Tee,  Tee,  only  Tee  I 
When  rivals  meet  upon  the  ground. 
The  Putting-green  's  a  realm  en- 
chanted, 
Kay,  in  Society's  nddy  round 
My  soul,  (like  Tooting's  thralb)  is 
haunted 
By  Tee,  Tee,  only  Tee  I 

^  _  For  that  at  early  mom  I  waken, 
1  And  swiftly  bolt  my  eggs  and  bacon, 
For  Tee,  Tee,  only  Tee  I 
I  'm  game  to  start  all  in  the  dark 
To   the   links   hurrying  —  resting 
never. 
The  Caddie  yawns,  but,  like  a  lark, 
I  halt  not,  heed  not,  hastening  ever 
To  Tee,  Tee,  only  Tee  I 

Of  chilly  fog  I  am  no  funker, 

I  '11  brave  the  very  biggest  bunker 

For  Tee,  Tee.  only  Tee  I 
A  spell  that  nought  on  earth  can  break 
Holds  me.    Oolf  s  charms  can  ne'er 
be  spoken ; 
But  late  I^llsleep^  and  early  wake, 
Of  loyalty  be  tms  my  token, 
ToTee,  Tee,  onlyTeel 


INNS  AND  OUTS. 
No.  II.— The  Head-Wetter. 

I  ENTITLE  him  as  self -pronounced.  If  *'  Mr."  is  the 
Jupiter,  the  Head-Waiter  is  its  Mercury.  Nothing 
niodem  is  so  versatile  as  the  Head- Waiter.  The 
fijvt  thing  about  the  Head- Waiter  is  his  cigars.  These 
are  covered  with  tinsel  and  colours :  very  gay —almost 
as  gay  as  the  Head- Waiter.  They  are  of  unpro- 
nounceable and  unknown  brands.  They  vary  in 
price  and  size,  but  agree  in  flavour— liquorice,  tem- 
pered by  ink.  Like  the  fabled  fruit,  they  crumble 
to  ashes  in  your  mouth.  If  you  are  only  a  bird  of 
passage,  you  will  often  find  a  box  or  so  in  your 
room.  "  Great  opportunity— veritable  Pestarenas 
of  Nockudaun  —  one  whole  box  for  a  sovereign 
English,"  the  Head- Waiter  assures  you.  The  memory 
of  that  man  is  astounding;  he  remembers  all  the 
numbers,  all  the  wines,  all  the  names,  and  all  the 
Lady's-maids.  For  he  is  a  bit  of  a  Leporello,  is 
the  Head- Waiter. 

After  dinner,  where  he  take^  a  dozen  orders,  makes 
a  dozen  recommendations,  and  tells  a  dozen  lies  at 
once,  you  may  see  him  philandering  by  the  Lake  with 
M4ET  Akv,  JEAiTETTE,  and  Elaba,  all  jealous,  and 
all  adoring,  teaching  each  the  language  of  the  other, 
and  all  the  art  of  love.  I  have  often  envied  him. 
The  Head- Waiter's  life  is  a  *' happy  one."  He  is 
ubiquitous;  Egypt,  The  Riviera,  Switzerland,  and 
Italy,  see  him  by  tums ;  in  each  he  has  a  white  waist- 
coat, of  which  Mr.  Chahbeblaiv  might  be  proud, 
infinite  occupation,  and  infinite  diversion ;  hisnimble- 
ness,  his  li^ht-heartedness,  his  languages,  and  his 
ciMTs,  are  inexhaustible. 

How  we  besiege  him  in  the  morning  I  '  *  Luncheon, 
Adolf,  for  a  party  of  seven,  in  a  basket— a  nice 
basket,  you  know— and  don't  torget  the  corkscrew." 
•'  Yes,  yes,  I  know— and  you  take  the  bottle-bier — 
it  is  much  better  nor  the  wame.  Ha!  Hal"  What 
a  lauffh  I— a  roguish,  child-like  merriment  of  a  Greek- 
godlike  character— cr  want  of  it.  Old  Ladies  talk  to 
him  quite  trustingly  at  first  sight;  it's  **  Adolf, 
have  you  such  a  tmnp  as  a  botUe  of  gum— ^mmt, 
gum,  you  understandf";  or,  ^^  Could  yon  get  me 
another  cushion"?  He  can,  and  does.  As  for  the 
children,  they  love  him ;  he  romps  with  them,  and 
does  oonioring  tricks,  and  warbles  innumerable 
songs.     That  man  gets  through  more  in  one  day 


Grand-tetel 


than  the  Prime  Minister  of  England— and,  between  you  and  me, 
I  believe  he  is  fully  as  capable— and  yet  he  finds  time  to  write  a 
letter  to  his  old  mother  at  Hamburg— I  have  seen  him  do  it.  Perhaps 
it  was  about  the  cigars  I  The  only  people  who  hate  Adolf  are  tne 
Under- Waiters ;  he  roles  them  with  a  rod  of  iron, 
marshalling  their  heated  battalions  at  table  d*h6te, 
and  plundering  them  of  their  sweethearts;  if  he 
breaks  anything  (hearts  included),  it  is  they  who 
have  to  pay.  It  is  Adolf's  only  weakness— he  is 
a  bully  to  underlings  of  his  own  trade.  But  then 
he  has  been  an  Under- Waiter  once  himself,  and 
suffering  brutalises ;  however,  he  is  outside  the 
sphere  of  moraUty,  and  I  oould  pardon  him  almost 
anything. 

From  time  to  time  his  fascinations  induce  an 
Englishman  or  Englishwoman  to  take  this  treasure 
home  as  a  servant.  But  Adolf  in  livery,  and  Adolf 
with  his  magic  order-book,  are  two  very  different 
people.  Little  things  are  missing ;  he  becomes  quar- 
relsome ;  the  gipsy-spirit  returns— and  he  is  off  a^ain. 
blithe  as  ever,  on  his  travels.  '*  London  very  naioe,'' 
he  says,  as  you  buy  that  inf emal  Pestarena ; 
'*  Porebier,  very  naise ;  'Ampton  Court,  very 
naise ;  I  know  dem,  hein  ?  But,  is  no  sunshine, 
no  air,  no  gaiety."  And  Adolf  cannot  exist  with- 
out sunshine,  air,  and  gaiety.  Also  he  prefers 
being  his  own  master,  which,  as  Head- Waiter,  he 
practically  is. 

How  insinuating  he  is  about  the  food,  **  Some  naice 
fishes  P  Dey  was laiving  dis  momin&r."  And  then, 
how  accommodating  I  I  was  once  in  the  Grand  H6tel 
during  the  uisual  *' exceptional  season,"  when  it 
rained  unintermittently  for  a  fortnight;  the  place 
was  empty ;  **  tristeful,"  as  Adolf  styled  it  The 
genius  played  billiards  with  me  every  day,  and  always 
won.  though  I  rather  fancy  myself;  and  then  how 
minoful  he  is  of  your  individual  bettiags.  '*  I  gif  you 
dis  place  by  de  window— to  do  jgou  joy  I "  he  ejacu- 
lates. The  simple  creature,  he  is  oonstantly  ^ing.to 
*  *  make  you  please." 

I  always  present  Ado£F  with  ten  shillings- five  on 
arrival,  and  five  on  departure.  This  procures  me 
many  harmless  little  privileges ;  and  when  old  Browk 
calls  him  an  impertinent  brute,  I  know  that  Bsowir 
and  ten  shillings  are  difficult  to  part. 
There  is  nothing  Adolf  will  not  do  for  you  for  a 


'<  One  whole  box  for  a  sorereiKn  sovereign— but  I  cannot  run  to  this ;  and  yet  this  is 


English.'* 


the  impresneii  he  has  made. 


103 


PUNCH,  OR  THB  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[SipnMBEB  3,  1892. 


A   LITTLE   VAGUE! 

AffahU  Landlady  (io  her  nsw  Artist  Lodgm).  "  Ahd  I  817?P08B,  SiB,  TOXT  00X18  from  Abboad  ?  - 

Fortifpa  Lodfftr,  "So  I    I  oohb  ybom  Aubthia." 

A.  L,  "Do  you  hindbxd,  Siar    From  HobtbiaI     Ah  I  kow  that's  whxbi  thb  Hostbtchbb 

OOXBB  FBOX,   I  BITPPOeBf  1  t  " 


AK  OLD  AND  KEW  PSSB. 

DxAB  Mr.  PnrcH,— Look  here! 
I  'ye  done  good  Borvioe  in  my  tiine, 
and  no  one  likes  to  aee  himiftlf  de- 
prired  of  an  honoured  title,  or  f  oread 
to  take  a  beok  seat.  I  'tb  beam 
trodden  under-foot  otbt  and.  orsr 
again— bat  I  've  borne  it  with  f orti- 
tode,  and  nerer,  nerer  men.  wmj. 
Now.  what  do  I  hear  ?  Thmt  a 
Gentleman,  a  Ooremment  Whip,  for 
whom  I  hare  the  higheet  eeteem  and 
reipeot,  is  now  to  aaBome  the  title 
which,  bj  right  of  position,  plaoe, 
time,  and  prescription,  belongs  to  me, 
and  to  me  wdy.  I  can  bear  maeh, 
bat,  after  so  manv  jears  of  deroled 
aerrioe,  daring  wmoh,  with  all  wj 
opportanities,  I  hays  nerer  onee 
made   anj    attempt   to  leave    mjr 

Slaoe  to  go  higher  ap,  or  to  go  lower 
own.  or,  in  either  case,  to  go  with 
the  tide«  I  cannot,  and,  indeed,  will 
not,  yield  mr  title  to  anyone,  how- 
ever rood  ana  nsefol  to  his  Party  he 
may  have  been,  bat  proudly  declar- 
ing myself  as  good  as  any  **  Sprig  of 
Nobility,"  even  as  this  one  who 
Cometh  ap  as  a  Flower,  I  beg,  nro- 
testingly,  to  remind  the  world  at 
large  that  I  am  '' NuJfU  Seeundue^** 
and  defado  et  depute^ 

Thi  OiTLT  Battsrsea  Fkkr. 

P.8.— SpeU  it  with  an  **£*'  or 
"e,"  it's  all  one.  Ifmy"i"ispat 
oat.  and  **A«"  has  got  in  instead, 
that 's  a  mere  qaibUe  or  qaebble. 


MEMBERS  WE   SHALL   MISS. 


least,  not  to  be  re-membered.  Cowlkt  Laxbrrt  always  been  a 
rover.  Went  Midland  Girooit  for  short  time,  and  having  made 
the  Ciroait,  made  for  home.  Then  he  aooomplished  **  ATrip  to 
Cashmere  and  LadHk."  Opportanity  now  for  varying  itinerary,  and 
making  a  **Trip  to  Ladl&  and   Cashmere."     Mast  be  moving 


Cowley  Lambert.  H.  CampbelL 

somewhere.  Wrote  himself  down  in  Dod  '*a  Progressive  Con- 
servative." Has  now  pro^ssed  oat  of  sight  of  the  Chair.  Tlds 
partioalar  Campbell  is  neither  coming  nor  going.    He 's  gone. 


PoLBSioir  seems  quite  pleased  to  find  Llrwellth  sitting  there,  all 
unoonsoious  of  his  doom.  PuLSsroir  a 
little  astonished  himself  when  things  went 
bad  at  Carnarvon.  Only  short  time  sgo 
made  Constable  of  Castle ;  thought  P.  C. 
PuLBSTOir  sure  to  come  in  at  head  of  poll ; 
but,  '*  from  information  received,"  appears 
he  didn't. 


£.  H.  Llewellyn.  Sir  J.  H.  Puleston. 

Observe  the  eye  of  HAVXLOCfK- Allan  on  the  alert.  He  oannot  see 
behind  his  back,  but  instinctively  knows  there  is  an  Irish  Member 
in  the  vidmty.  His  teeth  dose,  his  moustache  curls,  his  eyes  glare. 
He  once  publidv,  in  course  of  debate,  sat  upon  an  Irish  Member : 
not  metaphorically,  but  physically.  Irish  Member,  when  he  wriggled 
from  under,  applied  to  Speaxer  on  point  of  order.  Speaker  ruled 
proceeding  decidedly  out  of  oxder.  **But  I  sat  on  him,  Tobt, 
dear  boy/'  Haveloce  said,  triumphanUy ;  '*and  I  shall  retain  the 
i.li~.»»lo»drfnrlB.."      ninlli7arth»\^jinjVH:: 


^ 


Sbptkhbeb  3,  1892.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHAR[VARI. 


10? 


THE   GRAND   OLD   GARDENER. 


108 


PUNCH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[Septembbb  S,  1892. 


**  So  will  he,"  I  obeeryed,  when  Hatxlock  was  safe  out  of  hearing. 
He  doesn't  like  retorts. 


Sir  H.  Havelook-AIlan. 


A.  A.  Baumann. 


The  sketch  of  BAUHAinr  eyidently  taken  at  the  moment  he  heard  the 
announcement  of  poll  at  North  Salford.  Seems  to  have  knocked  him 
rather  of  a  heap.  Was  known  in  Hoase  as  Cupid's  Bowman ;  a  smart 
able,  useful  Member,  whom  we  shall  all  be  glad  to  see  back  again. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

**  *  OrsR  the  Hills  and  far  away ! '  follow  yours  faithfully  Clemsnt 
Scott."  This  is  the  full  title,  and  signed  advice  to  the  public  given 
on  the  frontispiece  of  his  little  shilling  book  published  by  Eglistok. 
It  is  dedicated  to  Sir  Edwabd  Lawson—"  right  thing  to  do  my 
boy  I  " — and  appropriately  so,  as  if  the  Baron's  memory  runneth  not 
to  the  contrary,  most  if  not  all  the  articles  in  tbis  author's  little 
holiday-book  have  appeared  at  some  time  or  other  in  the  2>.  7*.,  and 
do  not  suffer  any  D.T.rioration  by  being  bound  up  together  in  this 
shilling  volume.  It  tells  of  a  visit  to  Hayling,  where  he  picked  up 
health,  strength,  and  an  aspirate,  when  he  went  there  ailing ;  he 


A  Poppylar  Writer  in  Poppy  Land. 


tells  of  Suffolk,  where  a  branch  of  the  Great  Funchian  Family  is 
settled,  known  as  The  Suffolk  Punches ;  he  prattles  of  Honeymoon 
Landf  where  he  met  the  man  with  seven  wives,  each  of  whom  had  a 
cat,  and  to  each  oat  there  was  a  kit,  and  to  each  wife  a  kit  too,  it  is 
to  be  hoped,  in  the  shape  otherwise  of  a  trousseau^  and  of  many  other 
pleasant  restful  places  and  refreshing  jaunts  he  tells  delightfully. 
*  *  But  of  all  the  pleasant  places  in  which  ms  lines  have  fallen,  commend 
me,"  quoth  the  Baron,—  and  the  lines  he  has  written  will  send  many 
to  these  pleasant  places— (But  0  the  Trippers !) — of  all  these  give  me 
the  Flower  Farm  at  Holy  Vale  and  the  Valley  of  Ferns y  If  the 
reader  cannot  go  to  all  the  sweet  resorts  herein  mentioned,  let  him  be 
induced  by  the  first  article  to  visit  Holy  Vale,  and  he  will  find 
CLEmarr  Scott  an  admirable  guide  for  **  the  SciDy  Season."  Of  course 


our  NoT-YKT-Duir-ScoTUS  hath  visited  the  Cyril- Flower-Farm  on 
the  Norfolk  Coast.  Advice :  Stand  not  on  the  money-  order  of  your 
going,  but  go  at  onoe,  and  stop  there.  As  to  money,  remember  your 
Uncle  dwells  in  Poppy  Land,  quoth  their  true  friend. 

The  TKA.VELLSD  Babow  de  Book-Wobmb. 
P.S.— A  youthful  shootist  bought  the  Poppyland  book  because  he 
thought  that  it  would  tell  him  all  about  where  to  go  popping.  Also 
a  bashful  suitor  was  misled  by  the  title,  hoping  that  in  Foppy  Land 
he  would  learn  how  to  '*  Pop--the  question."  The  Learned  Author 
has  not  said  one  word  about  the  **  weasels  that  go  pop,"  which,  of 
course,  are  natives  of  Poppy  Land. 

"  THE  MET  WITHIN  THE  LUTE.^' 


r^. 


It  surely  sounds  a  pretty  phrase. 

Some  poesy  for  woe  it  wins, 
Commemorating  roundelays 

And  troubadours  and  mandolins: 
We  seem  to  view  some  minstrel-boy 

Beside  his  shattered  music  mute. 
The  shattered  string,  the  ruined 
joy— 

The  Bif  t  within  the  Lute. 

How  swift  the  slip  from  tune  to 
twang!  [did; 

Sweets  oitter  grow,  as  aye  they 
For  e*en  the  Roman  poet  sang 

**  Surgit  amari  aliquid,*' 
Our  pigmy  worries 
turn  us  grey  ; 
And  sorrows  fierce 
are  less  acute ; 
Our  hearts  are  rid- 
dled every  day 
With  Rifts  within 
the  Lute. 

You  envy  Fobtxt- 

NATU8— rich— 

A  charming  bride 

—subservient 

friends. 
To  rival  him  were 

something  which 
The  dream  of  Ava- 
rice transcends. 
That    charming 

bride   a    mother 

owns 
Whom  FoRTinrA- 

Tus     brands     a 

brute  : 
She  mars  his  life's   entrancing 
tones— 

His  Rift  within  the  Lute  I 

Then,    Pereobihe— he  journeys 
far; 
Unshackled,  he  by  toil'sroutine : 
By  turns  he  quaffs  a  samovar 
Or  sherbet,  as  he   shifts   his 
scene. 
"Strong as  ahorse!"— ah!  there's 
the  string 
That   snaps   asunder — **  to  re- 
cruit." 
He  wanders,  manufacturing 
A  Rift  within  his  Lute. 

And  DuLCUTEA  I    What  a  life  I 
Adoring    crowds,    adornments 
rare. 


And  many  fain  to  call  her  wife. 
And  sue  her  smiles  in  BelgraTe 
Square. 
And    yet    her   Fetch-and-oarry 
swears 
He  heard  her,  while  he  pressed 
his  suit. 
Sigh.  "Bored  to  desperation  I" — 
there 's 
A  Rift  within  that  Lute. 

What  need  more  trivial  ills  to 
quote. 
The    freshly-furnished 
that  shines. 


house 


^':^ 


The  coxcomb's  fashionable  coat. 
Both  brushed  and  polished  **  to 
the  nines," 
Both  yielding  to  some  fatal  flaw ; 
A  crack ;  a  fiend  who  plays  the 
fiute: 
Both,  both  examples  of  the  law 
Of  Rift  within  the  Lute. 

Whate'er  the  dulcet  instrument 
We  favour,  still  the  lilt  will 
stop; 
And  with  a  gorgeous  chalice  blent 
Oft  lurks   the  tiny  poisoned 
drop. 
I  'm  not  so  spry  myself  to-night ; 

I  '11  try  a  dose  of  arrowroot. 
You'll   own  that    Indigestion's 
quite 
A  Rift  in  any  Lute! 


**  Walker  Aet  Gallery."— Show  commences  this  week  at 
Liverpool.  The  Walker  was  a  Oenius.  But  in  this  show  all 
**  Walker,"  or  the  genuine  article?  Has  Mr.  J.  L.  Toole,  of 
Walker.  London^  anything  to  do  with  it?  No  doubt  it's  quite 
**  *  O.K.*  Walker,  LiverpooL" 

Political  Prize  Rmo  Riddle.— Why  was  the  win  of  the  Glad- 
stonian  Party  at  Newcastle  like  the  triumph  of  a  single-fisted 
pugilist  over  his  two-handed  opponent  P  Because  the  victory  was 
achievBd  with  one  "  Morlet." 


L 


KOnCB.— Bctieeted  Communieations  or  Oontribatlons.  whether  MS..  Printed  Hatter,  Ihrawings,  er  Piotares  of  any  descriptiim,  will 


Skptsmbsb  10,  1892.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THB  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


109 


WHY  I  DOITT  WEITE 

PLAYS. 

{I^rom  the  Comnum-plaee  Book 

qf  a  Noveliik) 

BwDkV«E  it  is  80  muoh 
pleasanter  to  read  one's  work 
than  to  hear  it  on  the  Stage. 

Because  Publishers  are 
far  more  amiable  to  deal 
with  than  Actor-Managers. 

Because  *'  behind  the 
scenes"  is  such  a  disap- 
pointing place — except  in 
Novels. 

Becaose  why  waste  three 
weeks  on  writing  a  Play, 
when  it  takes  only  three 
years  to  compose  a  Noyel  ? 

Because  Critics  who  send 
articles  to  Magazines  in- 
viting one  to  contribute  to 
the  Stage,  have  no  right  to 
dictate  tons. 

Because  a  fairly  successful 
Novel  means  five  hundred 
pounds,  and  a  fairly  success- 
rul  Plav  yields  as  many 
thousands  —  why  be  influ- 
enced by  mercenary  motives  P 

Because  all  Novelists  hire 
their  pens  in  advance  for 
years,  and  have  no  time  left 
lor  outside  labour. 

And  last,  and  (perhaps)  not 
least,  Why  don't  I  send  in 
a  PlayP  Because  I  have 
tried  to  write  one^  and  find 
I  can't  quite  manage  it  I 


AcooBDnre  to  recent  ac- 
counts^ the  attitude  of  the 
Salvation  Army  in  Canada 
may  be  fairly  described  as 
"Eevolting.''^ 


EQUIVOCAL. 

Einng  Young  Physician  (trAo  cured  so  fnany  Patients  in  hut  yearns  Epidemic), 
*  Not  much  ohanoe  of  more  Influenza  ik  England  ima  Wiuteb,  I  fakoy  I " 
His  Wife.  **Let  us  hope  fob  the  best,  Dearest  t" 


A  DIARY  OF  THE  DEAD 

SEASON. 

(Suggested  by  the  Contents 

Bills.) 

Jdondav.—Fin^  appear- 
ance of  "the Epidemic.  Good 
bold  Une  with  reference  to 
Russia.  Not  of  sufficient 
importance  to  head  the  Bill, 
but  still  distinctly  taking. 

Tuesday.^Quitd  a  fea- 
ture. Centre  of  the  Bill  with 
sub-lines  of  '*  Horrible  Dis- 
closures." and  ''Painful 
Scenes.''  Becoming  a  boom. 
To  be  further  developed  to- 
morrow. 

Wednesday. --Bill  all 
*  *  E^idemic.'^  Even  Cricket 
saonficed  to  make  room  for 
it.  "News  from  Abroad." 
"Horrors  at  Hamburg."  No 
idea  it  would  turn  out  so 
well.  A  i>erfect  treasure- 
trove  at  tms  quiet  season  of 
they  ear  I 

2%Mr«fay.— Nothing  but 
••  Epidemic  "—*' Arrival  in 
England"  —  "Precautions 
Everywhere."  Let  the 
boom  go!  It  feeds  itself  I 
Nearly  as  good  as  a  foreign 
war! 

Friday.— Sim  "the  Epi- 
demic," but  requires 
strengthening.  "  Spreading 
in  the  Provinces,"  but  still, 
not  like  it  was.  Falling 
flat. 

Saturday,— A  good  sensa- 
tional Murder  I  The  very 
thing  for  the  Contents  Bills. 
Exit  "  the  Epidemic,"  "«*^i 
again  wanted. 


'until 


SONGS  OF  SOCIETY; 

I.— INTRODUCTORY.    TO  MY  LYRE. 

["Smoothly  written  vera  de  Soci^U^  where  a 
boudoir  decorum  is,  or  ought  always  to  be,  pre- 
served ;  where  sentiment  never  surges  into  passion, 
and  where  humour  never  overflows  into  boisterous 
memmenV^—Ftederiek  Locker's  Preface  to  "  Lyra 
Blegantiarumy] 

Deax  Lyre,  your  duty  now  you  know  I 
If  one  would  sine  with  grace  and  glow 

Songs  of  Society, 
One  must  not  dream  of  fire,  or  length, 
Or  vivid  touch,  or  virile  strength, 

Or  great  variety. 

Among  the  Muses  of  Mayf  air 
A  Bacchanal  with  unbound  hair, 

And  loosened  girdle. 
Would  be  as  jmrely  out  of  place 
As  Atalanta  in  a  race 

0*er  hedge  or  hurdle : 

Our  Muse,  dear  Lyra,  must  be  trim, 
Must  not  indulge  in  vagrant  whim. 

Of  voice  or  vesture. 
Boudoir  decorum  will  aUow 
No  gleaming  eye,  no  glowing  brow. 

If  0  ardent  gesture. 

Society,  which  is  our  theme. 
Is  like  a  well-conduoted  stream 

Which  calmly  ripples. 
We  sing  the  World  where  no  one  feels 
Too  pungently,  or  hates,  or  steals. 

Or  loves,  or  tipjples. 

And  should  you  hint  that  down  below 
The  subtle  siren  all  men  know 
Is  hiding  her  face. 


Our  answer  is :  "  That  may  be  true, 
But  boudoir  bards  have  nought  to  do 
Save  with  the  surface." 


And  therefore,  though  Society  feci 
The  Proletariat's  heavy  heel 
Its  kibe  approaching, 


Some  luxuries  yet  are  left  to  sin^. 
The  Opera-Box,  the  Row,  the  Ring, 
And  Golf,  and  Coaching. 

Not  e'en  the  Socialistic  scare 
The  dandyish  and  the  debonair 

Has  quite  demolished ; 
Whilst  Mvilege  hath  still  a  purse. 
There  *s  yet  a  cnanoe  for  flowing  verse. 

And  periods  polished. 

If  iBSEir.  Bellamy,  and  George, 
Raise  not  the  boudoir  critic's  gorge 

Beyond  all  bearing. 
Light  Ijrrics  may  she  not  endure. 
On  social  ills  above  her  cure. 

Below  her  caring  ? 

Muse,  with  Society  we  may  toy 
Without  impassioned  grief  or  joy, 

Or  boisterous  merriment ; 
May  sing  of  Sorrow  with  a  ^mile  | 
At  least,  it  may  be  worth  our  while 

To  try  the  experiment. 

QXTITB  THB  TbEBLB  GlOTJCESTEB  ChXXSE  ! 

—The  Three  Quires'  Festival  this  week.  Do 
the  Three  Quires  appear  in  the  Cathedral  ? 
If  so,  as  each  quire  means  twenty-four  sheets, 
there 'U  be  quite  a  "  SurpUoe  Stock." 

• 

CoHTBiBXjnoir  bt  Oub  Oww  "Mttlet 
Habsait."— Puwfe— To  find  "three  Single 
Gentlemen  rolled  into  one  P  "  Anstoer—8ii 
Etjaw  Skith.  Explanation— Bit,  You,  an' 
Smith.    IJSxit  Mulkt  Hassak  going  to  Bray. 

Why  ought  a  Quack's  attendance  on  a 
pUient  to  be  gratis  ?— Because  he  is  No-Fee- 
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A   MERE    PREJUDICE. 

TouriaC.  *'l  BBS  Tou  ill  plot  a  rsooD  many  Womsn  about  hbbb,  Fabmbb." 

Farrmr,  •*  Hayb  to  do,  Habvbbt-tihb,  Sib  ;  but  fob  htsblf  I  much  pbefbb  Maihtal  Laboitb  !  * 


MORE  RE^ONS  FOR  STOPPING 
IN  TOWN. 

Comnwdore  Buncombe,  Because  I 
know  those  infernal  Tentonnen,  and 

Chartrenae  janne  only  makes  me 

worse. 

WiUiatn  Siket,  Because  of  the 
grou  inoompetenoe  of  my  Counsel, 
and  the  ndiouloas  adverse  pre- 
possessionsVof  the  Jury  at  my  re- 
cent appearance  in  puhlio  at  the 

c.  c.  c. 

MeSUnger.  Because  there 's  bonnv 
brawaironthe  braes  of  Hampsteaa, 
and  it  costs  but  a  bawbee  to  get 
intilit. 

lUt'Fluke,  Because,  since  that 
awkward  affair  at  the  Roulette  Club, 
my  country  inyitations  hayen't  come 
in. 

Capel  Courtney,  Because  those 
beastly  bucket-shops  hare  collared 
all  our  business. 

^iiiii|MA«a,  M,P.  Because  the 
Lords  of  the  Treasury  (shabby  crew 
of  place-hunters)  declined  to  adopt 
my  suggestion,  and  to  place  a  trooper, 
thoroughly  well  found,  yictualled. 
and  orerhauled,  at  the  disposal  ox 
any  Members  of  the  Lower  House 
whose  profound  sense  of  duty,  and 
of  the  importance  of  the  Imperial 
Fedmtion  idea,  impelled  them  to 
take  a  six-months'  trip  round  the 
world  at  the  nation's  expense. 

Theodore  John  Hook  Straight, 
Because  of  the  old  trouble— "got a 
complaint  in  the  chest." 


PHILLIPOPOLIS. 

Toper  Major  {over  their  third  bottle  of  a  Orand  Fin).  I 
shay,  ol*  f  ler^  neksh  year  thinksh'll  go  see  ex'bishun  at  Ph- 
Phipp— at  Plului)-popple 


Toper  Minor,  I  know,  olT  ler.  You  mean  Philipqppoppo 
— poppo—  Toper  Major,  Thatsh  it— shame  place.  UaTe 
'notherbo'l!     ___^^___^__^-____-    iThey  drink, 

*'Thx  Spxbch  of  Monebts."— Professor  R.  L.Oaeitbb,  who 
is  a  great  hand  at  **  getting  his  Monkey  up  "  (he  was  natu- 
rally a  bit  anno]red  at  being,  quite  recently,  accidentally  pre- 
Tented  from  giying  his  Monkev  lecture),  is  about  to  commence 
operations  by  adapting  the  old  song  of  '*  Let  ut  be  Happy 
TogMer**  to  Monkey  Language,  when  it  will  re- appear  as 
''Let  u$  be  Apey  Together^  It  will  be  first  grven  at 
Monkey  Island  on  Thames. 

Cricketirs  who  ought  to  bs^  Good  Haitds  at  PLATnro 
A  Tie.— '•  The  Eleven  of  Notts."  ' 


UN-BROCKEN  V0W8. 

WALPUseiB  Brooken  Niriit  at 
CrystalPalaoelsstThursday— Grand! 
Jupiter  Pluvius  suspended  buaketiL 
and  celestial  water-worin  retted 
awhile  to  mske  way  for  Terrestrial 
Fire-works.  *'  Todras's  oan  do  it 
when  it  likes,"  as  all  Martin-ChuzEle- 
witers  know,  and  Brock  oan  do  it 
too  when  he  likes.  A  propoe  id 
DiCKSHS*  quotation  abore,  it  is  on 
record  that  Mr,  Piekwiek  was  onoe 
addressed  as  '*01d  Fireworks." 
Wbere?  WhenP  and  How?  Mr. 
Pickwiekf  we  are  led  to  infer  by 
the  commentary  thereon,  somewhat 
objected  to  the  term,  unless  our 
Pickwickian  memory  fail  ua— whioh 
is  not  improbable— but  Mr.  Brook 
would  appropriate  it  to  himself  with 
pleasure,  and  be  ***proud  o^  the 
title'  as  the  living  Skeleton  said." 
Despite  wind  and  weather,  and  eon^ 
tretempt  generally.  Brock  has  never 
brocken  faith  with  the  publie. 
''Facta  non  verba^^  is  his  motto :  and 
**  Facta  "  means  (here)  Fire-works. 


**  Great  Brtiaih  akd  the  Gil- 
bert IsLAEDS."— Captain  Davis  of 
H.M.  Screw  Cruiser  JRoyaUeL  on 
May  27,  formally  annexed  *'The 
Gilbert  Islands."  Where  was  SuL- 
UVAV  P  Or  is  it  that  Sir  Arthur, 
having  been  annexed  as  a  Knight, 
was  unable  to  interfere  P  Will 
D'Otlt  Carte  explain  P  O  V  IvT 
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THE   MENAGERIE   RACE. 

SctSTK—The  terrace  tn/ratU  of  Hauberk  HaU.  which  the  Labxspubs 
have  taken  for  tne  Summer.  Tdcb — An  Auguet  afternoon. 
Miss  Stella  Iabispttb— a  poung  lady  with  great  energy  and  a 
talent  for  organisation— hoi  ineUted  upon  all  the  Quests  taking 
part  tn  a  Menagerie  Race.    , 

The  Rev.  Ninian  Headnote^  the  Local  Curate  {to  Mr.  Plviclet 
Duff — o/W  uneasily  regarding  Miss  Stxlla^  as  she  shakes  up  some 
pieces  of  folded  paper  in  a  hat).  Can  70a  give  me  any  idea  of  the 
precise  nature  of  this  amusement— er— nothing  resemhling  a 
gambling  transaction,  I  suppose  ?— or  I  really 

Mr.  Plundey  Duff.  Well,  1  'm  ffiyen  to  understand  that  we  shall 
eaoh  be  expectod  to  take  an  animal  of  some  sort,  and  driye  it  along 
with  a  string  tied  to  its  leg.    Bounds  childish— to  me. 

The  Curate  (r^ieved).  Oh,  exactly^  1  see.  Most  entertaining,  1  'm 
sure  I  (He  coos.)  What  wonderful  ingenuity  one  sees  in  deyLnng 
oyer- fresh  iNistimes,  do  we  not  P    Indeed,  yes  I 

Miss  Stella.  There,  I've  shuffled  all  the  animals  now.  (Pre^ 
senting  the  hat,)    Mr.  HSADKOTB,  will  you  draw  first  ? 

The  Curate.  Oh,  really.  Am  I  to 
take  one  of  these  ?  Charmed  1  (Be 
draws.)    Now  I   wonder  what   my 

fate (Opening  the  paper.)    The 

Monkey!  {His  face  falls.]  J*  there 
a  Monkey  here?  Dear  me,  how 
very  interesting ! 

Dick  Oatlina  {of  H.M.  GvnhoiU 
••  Weasel'*).  Brought  him  over  my 
Utft  cruise  from  Colombo.  No  ond 
of  a  jdly  little  beast— bites  like  the 
luce  blazes,  you  know  I 

Miss  Stella  (to  her  Cousin).  Now, 
Dick,  I  won't  have  you  taking  nway 
poor  Jaoko*s  character  like  tht^i. 
He's  only  bitten  Bnnrs— and,  well, 
there  was  the  gardener's  boy— btxt 
I  'm  sure  he  teased  him.  You  won't 
tease  him,  will  you.  Mr.  Hbadkote  ? 

The  Curate,  I— I  shouldn't  dream 
of  it,  Miss  Stella,— on  the  contrary* 

I {To  himself.)    Was  it  qiiit« 

discreet  to  let  myself  be  drawn  into 
this  ?  Shall  I  not  risk  lowering  my 
office  by  publicly  associating  mjAeli 
with  a— a  Monkey?  I  feel  certain 
the  y  icar  would  disapprove 
strongly. 

Dick  (to  Colonel  Ekhp- 
ton).  Drawn  your  animal 
yet.  Sir? 

The  Colonel  {heatedly). 
Yes,  I  have— and  I  wish 
I  'd  kept  out  of  this  infer- 
nal tomfoolery.  Why  the 
mischief  don't  they  leave  a 
man  in  peace  and  quietness 
on  a  hot  afternoon  like 
this?  Here  am  I,  routed 
out  of  a  comfortable  seat 
to  go  and  drive  a  con- 
founded White  Rabbit, 
Sir  I    Idiotic,  J  call  it  I 

The  Curate.  Pardon  me, 
Colonel  Ebmpton  ;  but  if  you  object  to  the  Rabbit,  I  would  not  at  all 
mind  undertaking  it  myself— and  you  could  take  my  Monkey 

The  Co/biw/.^iianks— but  I  won't  deprive  you.  A  Rabbit  is  quite 
responsibility  enough  for  me  I 

The  Curate  (to  himself  disappointed).  He 's  afraid  of  a  poor  harm- 
less Monkey— and  he  an  Army  man,  too  I    But  I  don't  see  why  I 

Miss  Oussie  Orissell.  Oh,  Mr.  Hzadkots,  isn't  it  ridiculous  I 
They've  given  me  a  Kitten  I  It  makes  me  feel  too  absurdly 
young  I 

The  Curate  {eagerly).  If  you  would  prefer  a— «  more  appropriate 

animal,  there's  a  Monkey,  which  I  am  sure (To  himself  as 

Miss  G.  turns  away  indignantly).  This  Monkey  doesn't  seem  very 
popular— there  must  be  someone  here  who— I  '11  try  the  'American 
Lady— they  are  generally  eccentric.  {To  Mrs.  Heber  E.  Bakos.) 
I  hope  Fortune  has  been  Idnd  to  you,  Mrs.  Bavos  P 

Mrs.  Bangs.  Well,  I  don't  know ;  there  are  quadrupeds  that  can 
trot  faster  over  the  measured  mile  than  a  Tortoise,  and  that's  my 
animal. 

The  Curate  {with  sympathy).  Dear  me  I  That  is  a  trial,  indeed, 
for  you  I  But  if  you  would  prefer  something  rather  more  exciting, 
I  should  be  most  happy,  I  'm  sure,  to'exchange  my  Monkey 


OaiUng 


l)iCK,  just  pome  this  way  a  moment— I  'ye  a  propoai 


[was  yoor 


**  It  makes  me  feel  too  absurdly  young  ! " 


The  Curate. ,, . 

tion  to  make ;  it's  occurred  to  me  that  the  Monkey  would  feel 

—more  at  home  with  you,  and,  in  short,  I 

Mr.  Plumley  Duff  {plaintively,  to  Miss  Cththia  Chaffxbs).  I 
shouldn't  have  minoed  any  other  animal — ^but  to  be  paired  oA  m&  a 
Gooeel 

Miss  Chaffers  {consoUnfly).  You're  better  off  than  Jam,  at  all 
events— I  've  got  a  Puppy  I 

Mr.  Dt4/f.  Have  you?    {Jfter  a  pause— sentimentally.)    Hapfiy 
Puppy  I 
Miss  C.  He'll  be  anything  but  a  hapny  Puppy  if  he  doesn't 
Mr.  Duff.  Oh,  but  he's  sure  to.    llmowX  would,  if  Jwai 
Puppy  I 

Miss  C.  I  'm  not  so  sure  of  that    DonH  they  lodge  objeottona,  or 
something,  for  boring  P 
Mr.  Fanshawe.  Can  anybody  inform  me  whether  I  'm  expected  to 

go  and  catch  my  Peacock  r  Because  I  '11  be  hanged  if 

The  Curate.  Oh,  Miss  Stklla,  it  *8 
aU  right— Mr.  Gatlihg  thinks  that 
it  would  be  better  if  he  undertook 
the  Monkey  himself ;  so  we  'ye  ar- 
ranged to 

Miss  Stella.  Oh,  nonsense,  Dnx! 
I  can't  have  you  taking  advantage 
of  Mr.  Headnor's  good-nature  like 
that.  What 's  the  use  of  drawing 
lots  at  all  if  vou  don't  keep  to  them  P 
Of  course  Mi.  Hbadkotx  will  ke^ 
the  Monkey. 

[The  unfortunate  Curate  aeeepit  kit 
lot  ufith  Christian  retipmaium, 
Dick.  Well,  thai*s  settled— but  I 
say,  Stblla,  where 's  my  Matton's 
moorinjn  —  and  what's  to  be  the 
courser 

Stella.  The  oourse  is  straii^ht  up 
the  Avenue  from  the  Lodge  to  the 
House,  and  I  've  tdd  them  to  get  aU 
the  beasts  down  there  ready  far  ns ; 
80  we  'd  better  go  at  once.    * 

Thx  Stast. 

The  Competitors.  Stklla.  my  dear, 
mustn't  Miss  Gribsell  tell  her  kitten 
not  to  daw  my  Tortoise's  head  evenr 
time  he  pokes  his  poor  noseont  ?  It 
isn't  fair,  and  it 's  damning  all  his 
enthusiasm! . .  Now,  Colonel  Ejcmp- 
Toir,  it  isn't  the  Puppy's  fault— yon 
know  your  Rabbit  be^an  it  I .  •  .  «Hi, 
Stblla,  hold  on  a  bit,  my  Mutton 
wants  to  lie  down.  Mayn't  I  kidc  it 
up!  . . .  Duff,  old  chap,  your  Gknae 
is  dragging  her  anchor  again,  back 
her  engines  a  bit,  or  there'll  be  a 
fouL  .  . .  Miss  Stklla,  I— I  really 
don't  think  this  Monkey  is  <iuite  weU 
— ^his  teeth  are  chattering  in  suoh  a 
very .  •  •  All  right,  vadre,  only  his 
temper — jerk   the^  beggar'a 


nasty         . 

chain.    More^than  that! 

Chorus  of  Spectators  at  Lodpe  Oates,  My  word,  I  wonder  what 
next  the  gentry  '11  be  up  to,  I  dew.  Ain't  Miss  Stblla  orderin'  of 
'en  about  I  Now  she 's  started  'en.  They  ain't  not  allowed  to  m 
'ittin  of 'en— ffot  to  go  lust  wheeriver  the  animiles  want.  Lor,  t&e 
guse  is  takin  am  gemm'n  in  among  the  treeses  I  Well,  if  iver  I  did  I 
That  theer  tartus  gits  along,  don't  he  P  Passon  don't  seem  oom'fab&e 
along  0'  that  monkev.  I  'U  back  the  young  sailor  gent— keeps  that 
sheep  wunnerful  stiadv,  he  do.  There 's  the  hold  peaoook  puttin'  on  a 
bust  now.  Well,  well,  these  be  fine  dmn's  for  'Auberk  'All,  and  no 
mistake.    Make  old  Sir  Halbbbd  stare  if  he  was  'ere,  d^,  i». 

The  Colonel  (wrathfuMf/  to  his  Rabbit,  which  will  do  nothing  hut 
run  round  and  rof*nd  him).  Stop  that,  wul  you,  you  little  fooL  Do 
you  want  to  trip  me  up  I    Of  all  the  dashed  nonsense  I  ever 1 

Mrs,  Bangs.  My!  Colonel,  you  do  seem  to  have  got  hold  of  a 
pretty  insubordinate  kind  of  a  Rabbit,  too  I 

The  Colonel  (lookir^  round).  Well,  you  aren't  getting  mudi  paoe 
out  of  your  Tortoise  either,  if  it  comes  to  that  I 

Mrs,  Bangs.  He  puts  in  most  of  his  time  in  stoppages  for  rest  and 
refreshment.  I'm  beginning  to  believe  that  da  fable's  a  fraud. 
Anywaj,  it 's  my  oromon  this  Tortoise  isnt  foinff  to  Wt  anyjiare — 
unless  it's  a  jugged  one.         Digitized  by  VrrUijy  IV 
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Dick  Qaihng  (m 
nmt^  a»  hiU  Sheep 
haitsto  eropthe  turf 
Ml  a  leisurely  ftian- 
ner).  We  've  not 
palled  up—only  ly- 
ing-to  to  take  in 
BQppUee.  We 're  go- 
ing ahead  diieotly. 
There,  what  did  I 
telljroal  Nowahe'a 
taolong! 

TheCuraU(inthe 
rear).  Poo'  little 
Jaeko,  then — ^there. 
there,  qnietly  now  I 
Miss  Btzlla,  what 
does  it  mean  when  it 
gibbers  like  that? 
{SoUovoceJ)  I  won- 
der, if  I  let  go  the 
chain 

Mr.  Duff  (hauling 
hie  Goose  towards 
MissCHAFFXBs).  It's 
no  Hse — /can't  keep 
this  beast  htnn  bolt- 
ing off  the  ooorse  1 

Miss  C.  Do  keep 
it  away  from  my 
Puppy*  ^^  all  events. 
I  know  it  will  peck 
him«  and  he 's  per- 
fectly happy  licking 
my  snoe— he 's  found 
ont  there's  sugar- 
candy  in  the  yarmsh. 

Mr.  Duff  (so- 
lemnly). Tes,  but  I 
say,  you  now  — 
that's  all yery  well, 
but  it's  not  making  him  race^  is  it?  Now  I  am  getting  some 
running  out  of  my  Groose. 

Mist  C.  Bather  in-and-out-running,  isn't  it?  (Cries  of  distress 
from  the  rear,)  But  what  is  the  matter  now?  That  poor  dear 
Curate  again ! 

The  Curate  (in  agony).  Here,  I  say,  somebody  I  do  help  me !  Miss 
Stella,  do  speak  to  your  monkey,  please!  It's  jumped  on  my 
back,  and  it's  pulling  my  hair— 'ow! 

[Most  of  the  Competitors  abandon  their  animals  and  rush  to  the 
rescue. 

Dick  Gatling  (commg  up  later).  Why  on  earth  did  you  all  jack  up 
like  that?  You  We  missed  a  splendid  finish !  My  Mutton  was  foreing 
ahead  like  fun,  when  Faitshawe's  Peacock  hoisted  his  sail,  and  drew 
alongside,  and  it  was  neck  and  neck.  Only,  as  he  had  more  neck 
than  the  Mutton,  and  stuck  it  out,  he  won  by  a  beak.  Look  here, 
let 's  haye  it  all  oyer  again  I 

[But  the  Monkey  being  up  a  tree,  and  the  Colonel  having' surrep- 
titiously got  rid  of  his  Jtabbit  among  the  bracken,  and  the 
Tortoise  having  retired  within  his  sheU  and  firmly  declined 
to  come  out  again^  sport  is  abandoned  for  the  afternoon,  to 
the  scarcely  disguued  relief  of  the  Curate,  who  ts  prevented 
from  remaining  to  tea  by  the  pressure  of  parish-work. 


THE    ONLY 
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LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 

DBAS  Mb.  Pukch,  Mount  Street^  Grosvenor  Square. 

OircfB  more  I  am  back  in  mv  London  **  pied-d-terre  " — (but 
how  it  can  be  a  pied-d-TERRE,  I  don't  quite  know,  considering  it's  a 
flat  on  the  fourth  floor  I— ridiculous  language  French  is  to  be  sure !) 
—-and  yery  glad  to  get  home  agfdn  I  assure  you.  I  haye  spent  the 
last  few  weeks  in  i£e  Isle  of  Wight,  which  is  a  British  Possession  in 
the  ktitade  of  Spithead— (I  don't  know  why  Spithead  should  want 
any  latitude,  but  it  seems  to  take  a  good  desl !)— sacred  to  Tourists, 
Ciar-d-banes,  and  Pirates  — the  latter  disguised  as  Lodging- 
letters  I 

While  there  we  suffered  seyerely  from  Regattas ;  which  swarm  in 
the  Island  at  this  season,  and  are  hotly  pursued  by  the  yisitors,  with 
the  deadly  teleseope.  I  myself  was  bitten  once  by  the  Regatta 
Bacteria,  and  yery  painful  it  was.  My  friend.  Baron  Yoir  Hones- 
MAinr,  owner  of  the  Anglesea,  persuaded  me  to  ^  on  board  for  a 
race,  and  we  trayelled  the  whole  thirty  miles  sitting  at  an  ai^le  of 
forty-fiye  degrees,  and  singing  the  war-cry  of  the  Hoyal  Yictoria 
Yaoht  Club  I— 


To  the  mast-head  high  we  nail  the  Burge,* 
When  the  north  wind  snores  its  dismal  dirge! 
In  the  troagh  of  the  sea  with  a  mighty  splurge, 
The  quiv'ring  Tacht  beats  down  the  aurge. 
And  weathers  the  "Warner  Light  I 

This  experience  haying  inspired  me  with  courage,  I  indulged 
in  another  flight  of  daring  which  required  all  the  aplomb  ot  Ji 
leader  of  Fasnion  to  carry  out  successfully ;  and,  though  few  of 
the  *' smart"  Ladies  of  my  set  habitually  indulge  in  the  habit, 
I  am  happy  to  think  I  am  encouraging  them  in  a  healthy  and 
amusing  pastime,  which,  in  the  Summer,  may  in  time  eyen  riyal 
Lawn  Tennis !  Howeyer — ^not  to  beat  about  the  bush  any  longer — 
(what  an  utterly  absurd  expression  this  ii^!— as  if  it  txmla  hurt  the 
bush  to  beat  it! — to  say  notnin^  of  the  dillicxdly  of  keeping  a  bush 
always  handy  to  beat  !)~it  is  time  I  U>\A  you  what  thia  great  achieve*^ 
ment  of  mine  wikB—I  went  paddling  J  There  !  — the  seoret  la  outl — 
the  Fashion  is  set ! — the  new  Summer  Amusement  discoyered  ]  The 
Rules  of  the  Game  are  beinff  written,  and  will  shortly  be  pubUabed 
under  the  title — "  RouHeage^s  Etiqxiette  of  Faddtim—ftjr  Ladm 
of  Good  Standing.**  1  need  hardly  teU  you  that  the  tlrat  thiag 
necessary  is  to  find  a  secluded  bay,  and  it  i»  aho  adyisablo  to  collect 
a  few  chddren  to  take  with  you— (thcro  are  ubueiHt  plenty  left  atiout 
on  the  beach  from  which  you  can  mak<?  a  selectiooWaa  a  sort  of  <^x- 
cuse ; — ^no  other  implements  are  required  far  tne  gam^,  in  fact, 
superfluities  are  a  nuisance  and  only  get  wet — thus  equipped— the 
game  can  be  played  with  freedom — (not  from  pebbles)— combined  of 
course  with  propriety,  and  will  be  found  amusing  and  inyigorating — 
(quotation  from  the  preface  to  the  Book  of  Rules  written  by  the 
eminent  German  Doctor,  Hbrr  SPLASHnnr asssh— inyentor  (S  the 
Water-Cure. 

The  next  Race  meeting  requiring  attention  takes  place  at  Don- 
caster  this  week,  and  the  most  important  race,  I  take  it— at  least,  / 
don't  take  it— but  the  winner  will— another  senseless  expression- 
is  naturally  the  St.  Leser,  for  which  I  make  a  poetic  selection, 
which  has  cost  me  weeks  of  anxious  thought,  no  "leger"  task! 
—(French  joke)— owing  to  the  number  of  horses  engaged,  so  few  of 
whidiwillruni  Tours  deyotedly,  Lldt  Qjlt. 

St.  LiGSB  SiLscnoir. 
The  best  of  the  daseic  eyents  of  the  year 

We  are  tdd  by  the  students  of  *' form," 
Is  a  foregone  condusioa,  'tis  nerfecUy  clear. 
For  the  noUe  possessor  of  Orme. 

•  This  should  rsaUy  be  Bnrg«#,  but  then  it  wouldn't  rhyme,  snd  a  Poet 
may  drop  a  s^Uable,  if  he  or  she  mayn't  drop  an  ^!V^riOOVJ  ItT 
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of  ronl  life,  and  its  simple  JoyB.  Hanj  of 
his  admirers  haye  ass^ted  that  Britain 
ought  to  haye  more  than  one  Laureate,  and 
that  Mr.  A-fb-d  A-st-k  ought  to  he  amoog 
the  numher.  Others  are  not  prepared  to  go 
qoite  so  far.  They  have  heen  neazd  to  oom- 
plain  that  cows  and  trees,  and  woodmen  and 
farms,  and  sheep  and  wains,  and  hay  and 
turnips,  do  not  neoessaril]r  suggest  the 
highest  hapidness,  and  that  it  is  not  always 
dignified  for  an  aspiring  Poet  to  be  led 
about  helpless  through  the  bvewaTs  ol  senae 
by  those  wilful,  wanton  piaylellowB,  his 
rnvmes.  The  two  factions  may  be  left  to 
figbt  out  their  quarrel  over  the  present 
example,  which,  hv  the  way,  is  noi  taken 
from  the  odleotea  edition  ol  [the  Poet*s 
works. 

IS  LUKCH  WORTH  LUNCHING  P 

Is  Lunch  worth  lunching?    Go,  dyspeptic 
green  the  oxen 


THE   WOMAN   THAT  WAS! 

Ifotuieur  U  Mariehdl  [who,  during  the  Forties,  toae  a  dashing  young  Military  Attache  at  the 
Frejich  Embaasy  in  London),  ''Ah,  Duchess,  and  do  tou  bbmxmbbr  zx  so  BXAunruL  touno 
Ladt  Mart  Gwendolen  Yxbb  dx  Yxrx,  zat  eyxrtbodt  vxnt  mad  about  ykk  I  yas  in 
England  f    Yen  I  tink  of  'xr,  mr  'Eaert  bxat  xvkn  now  1 " 

The  Duchess {nie  Mary  Gtoendolen  Vers  de  Fere).  "Oh  txs,  Monsieur  lx  MarI^jhal,  I 

RSMXICBER  HER  ONLT  TOO  WXLL  t " 

jr.  leMar^choL  "Yat  'as  beoamx  of  'xr,  Madakx  la  Duchxssk?" 

Eer  Grace  {with  a  sigh).  "  Elle  y'sar  plus  ! "  


STUDIES  IN  THE  NEW  POETRY. 

No.  Y. 

It  may  he  ohjeoted  that  Mr,  Punches 
fifth  example  does  not  strictljr  conform  to 
the  canons  laid  down  hy  him  in  his  prefa- 
tory remarks  to  No.  I.  Mr,  Punch  neither 
admits  nor  denies  the  charge.  He  is  con- 
yinoed,  however,  that  those  who  do  him  the 
honour  to  read  these  Studies,  might  justly 


complain  if  he  failed  to  include  in  them  an 
example  of  the  work  of  a  Poet  who  has 
shown  our  generation  how  rusticity  and 
rhymes,  cattle  and  Conserratiye  conyio- 
tions,  peasants  and  iMitriotism,  may  he  com- 
hined  in  yerse.  It  is  soaroely  necessary  to 
add  that  the  author  ol  the  following  mag- 
nificent piece  is  Mr.  A-fb-d  A-st-n.  like 
others  wno  might  he  named,  he  has  not  the 
honour  to  he  an  agricultural  labourer;  but 
no  Uying  man  has  sung  at  greater  length 


for 


Where  in  the  meadows 

munch. 
Is  it  not  true  that  since  our  land  began 
The  horned  ox  hath  giyen  us  steaks 

lunch? 

Steaks  rump  or  otherwise,  the  prime  sirloin. 
Sauced  with  the  stinging  radish  of  the  horse. 

Beeyes  meditate  and  £e ;  we  pay  our  coin. 
And  though  the  food  oe  often  tough  uid 
coarse. 

We  eat  it,  we,  through  whose  bold  Britidi 
yeins 
Bold  British  hearts  driye  bubbling  British 
blood. 
No  true-born  Briton,  oome  what  may,  disdMni 

To  eat  the  patient  chewers  of  the  ond. 
Or  seek  the  uplands,  where  of  old  Bo  Pe^ 

(So  runs  the  tale)  lost  all  her  fleecy  flocks ; 
There  happy  shepnerds  tend  their  grazing 
sheep 
(Some  men  like  mutton,  some  prefer  the  ox). 

Ay,  surely  it  would  need  a  heart  of  flint 
To  watch  the  blithe  lambs  caper  o'er  the  lea. 

And,  watching  them,  refrain  from  thoughts 
of  mint, 
Of  new  potatoes,  and  the  sweet  green  pea. 

Is  Lunch  worth  lunching?    The  September 
sun 
Makes  answer  "Yes;*'   no  longer  most 
thou  lag. 
Forth  to  the  stubble,  cynic :  take  thy  gun. 
And  add  the  juicy  partridge  to  thy  m^. 

Out  in  the  fields  the  keen-eyed  pigeons  coo ; 

They  fill  their  crops,  and  then  away  they  fljr. 
Pigeons  are  sometimes  passable  in  stew. 

And  always  quite  deucious  in  a  pie. 

Orpluck  red-currants  on  some  summer  day, 
Tnen  take  of  raspberries  an  equal  part. 

Add  cream  and  sugar — can  mere  woraiB  oonyey 
The  luscious  joys  of  this  delightful  tart  ? 

Is  Lunch  worth  lunching?    If  such  oates 
should  fail. 

Go  cut  of  country  bread  a  solid  hunch. 
Pile  on  it  cheese,  wash  down  with  country  ale. 

And,  faring  plainly,  yet  eiy'oy  thy  lunch. 

Tea,  this  is  truth,  the  lunch  of  knife  and  fork. 
The  pic-nio  lunch,  spread  out  upon  the 
earth. 

Lunches  of  beef,  bread,  mutton,  yeal,  or  pork. 
All,  all,  without  exception  all,  are  worth  I 


NiKKiT-Nnrx  OUT  OF  A.  HcTimsBD  Cakdx- 
D1TE8  MUST  BE  **PiLLXi>."— The  Liying  of 
**  Easington-with-Iiyerton,  Yorkshire^worth 
£600  per  annum,"  is  yacant.  Is  it  in  the 
gift  of  the  celebrated  Dr.  Cockle  F  or  of  Dr. 
Caster,  of  Little-Iiyerinll-Street  fame  ? 
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PLAYFUL   HEIFERVESCENCE    AT   HAWARDEN. 

[Mr.  Qladi TON!  met  with  tn  eztnordiiuuy  adrenture  in  Hawarden  Park  one  day  last  week.  A 
heifer,  whieh  had  ^t  looee,  made  for  Mr.  Qladstonb  aa  he  waa  croeaing  the  park,  and  knocked  him 
down.   Mr.  Gladstokb  took  reftige  behind  a  tree.  The  heifer  ecampered  off,  and  waa  lubaequently  shot.] 


G.  0.  M.  9%ngi  :— 

How  hajypy  oould  I  be  with  heifer. 

If  sure  it  were  only  her  play. 
la  *t  Iabbt  ?  or  Labour  P    Together 

In  one  ?    I  'U  get  out  of  the  wav. 
Singing  Uo  mymf)— With  my  toi  de  rol  de 
rol  Iabbt,  &o. 

She  comes  I    On  her  homi  ahe  is  playing 
A  tone  with  a  flourish  or  two  I 


No  cow-herd  am  L  but  my  staving 

To  play  second  nddle  won't  do. 
Singing  {to  my#e(f)— With   my  tol   de  rol 
tol-e-rate  Libby,  dbo. 

Don't  ohiyey  her !    I  would  allot  her 
"  Three  acres,"  and  lots  of  sweet  hay. 

Alas  I  while  I'm  talking,  they  'ye  shot  her  I 
Well  I  heifers,  like  dogs,  have  their  day  t 

Singing  (to  myself.  a»  6j/br«)— With  my  tol 
Idl  de  rol-lioldng  Libbt,  &o. 


Za^<^— After  dinner,  Mr.  Gladstoitb  fell  asleep  in  his  chair  I  He  was  seen  to  smile, 
although  his  repose  seemed  somewhat  disturbed.  Presently  he  was  heard  to  murmur 
melodiously  the  words  of  the  old  song,  slightly  adapted  to  the  most  recent  eyeut,— '*  Heifer 
of  thee  I  'm  fondiy  dreaming  /  "  Then  a  shudder  ran  through  his  frame  as  he  pronounoed 
softly  a  Latin  sentence ;  it  was  '*  Labor  omnia  vincit .' "    Then  he  awoke. 


SONGS  OUT  OP  SEASON. 

No-IL— KEW-RIOUSI 
It  's  a  pleasure  worth  the  danger, 

Deems  your  gor^reous  Ds  La.  Plvchi, 
To  become  the  main  arranger 

Of  a  driye  in  your  barouche ; 
And  your  Coachman,  honest  Job  too. 

When  approached  thereon  by  Jk/lmbs, 
Doesn't  say  exactly  "no,"  to 

Such  inyiting  little  schemes. 


them 


orrid    knee- 


jEAM:Ea   haa  doffed 
things;" 

Vinsh  gives  way  to  tweed  and  socks; 
And  a  hamper  with  the  tea-things, 

Fill  a  his  place  upon  the  box ; 
With  Maei^«  Jaxe  and  Hbmica, 

He  is  playing^  archest  games. 
And  thev  're  in  the  eweet  dilemma, 

Who  ahall  make  the  most  of  Jambs. 

Mr.  CoiCHXAir  smokes  his  pipe  on 

His  accustomed  throne  ot  pride. 
And,  through  driying^  keeps  an  eye  'pon 

All  the  reyellers  inside. 
Mrs.  GoAOHiiAir  there  is  seated ; 

Children  twain  are  on  her  lapped. 
Who  alternately  are  treated, 

And  alternately  are  slapped. 

While  the  painters  haunt  your  mansion, 

And  you're  "JJup"  "The  JJalps"  or 
"BMnd," 
Your  domestics  find  expansion 

In  diyendons  of  the  kind ; 
And  on  such  a  day  as  this  is. 

They  will  drink  the  health  at  Kew, 
Of  *'llie  Master  and  the  Missis, 

And  their  bloomin*  kerridge  tool " 

Thb  Pallitjk  avd  Abchibpisoopal  Oath 
CoKTBoyEBST  IN  THB  **  TiMBS."— No  wonder 
this  is  a  yery  dry  subject,  when  they  'ye  got 
such  a  strong  Thubst-ok  anumg  them.  Our 
adyioe,  by  way  of  moistening  it,  is,  "  Drop  it  I " 


of 


I   "IVme*"    Corre- 
the   Arehiepieeopal 


"Clkbgt 
mondenee), — Orowl 
Ogre  ^  Co.  .~ 

"JF>0,  fi,fo,  fumi 
I  smell  the  coin  of  a  Clergyman  I 
Hath  he  fat  glebe,  be  he  ill-f ee*d,  ill-fed, 
I  'U  grab  his  fees  to  butter  my  bread ! " 


A  NIGHTLY  CHEVALIER. 

Mitbic-Hall  Artists  are  not  by  any  means  '*  Fixed  Stars."  During 
the  eyeninj^  they  manage  to  accomplish  the  somewhat  paradoxical- 
sounding  feat  ot  shining  in  the  same  parts,  yet  in  different  places  and 
at  different  times,  appearing  eyeryidiere  with  undiminished  bril- 
liancy. The  Student  of  the  Music-Hail  Planetary  system,  has  only 
by  obseryation  to  ascertain  the  exact  time  and  place  of  the  appearance 
of  his  f  ayourite  bright  particular  Star,  and  then  to  pay  his  money, 
take  his  choice  between  sitting  and  stsinding,  and  like  a  true  astro- 
nomer, he  will— ^lass  in  hand,  a  strong  glass  too, — await  the  great 
eyent  of  the  eyening,  calmly  and  contentedly. 

If  the  Wirtuous  Westender  wandering  down  the  Strand,  after  haying 
on  some  preyious  nights  exhausted  the  Payilion  and  the  elaborately 
gorgeous  Variety  Shows  giyen  at  the  Empire  and  Alhambra,  seeks 
for  awhile  a  resting-place  wherein  to  ei^oy  his  postprandial  oi^, 
and  be  amused^  if  such  an  one  will  drop  into  the  classic  Tiyoli,  he 
will  find  excellent  entertainment,  that  is  as  long  as  their  present 
programme  holds  the  field.  The  Holbom  and  the  Oxford  may 
ddight  him  on  other  nights,  for  it  seems  that  much  the  same  Stars 
shine  all  around ;  but  for  the  present,  taking  Tiyoli  as  synonymous 
with  Tibur,  he  may,  with^  Horation  humour,  say  to  himself  (*'  him- 
self" being  not  a  bad  audience  as  a  rule) : — 

"  Holbom  Tibnr  amem  Tentosua,  Tivoli  Holbomy** 
and  he  can  then  enter  the  Tiyoli,  now  under  the  benign  rale  of 
that  old  Music  Hall  Hand,  Cabolus  MoBTOimrs,  M.Am  Maffister 
Agena,  while  the  experieneed  Mr.  Ybbvov  Dowsbtt— *'  ManenmUia 
Ihiff$eti'*'-mKDMge§  the  stage.  €h)od  as  is  the  entire  snow,  and 
eapeoiaUy  good  aa  is  the  periormanoe  of  Mr.  Chablbs  Qodbbbt  as 
an  did  Chelsea  Pensioner  reoounting  to  seyeral  litUe  Peteridns  a 


touching  and  heart-stirring  tale  of  the  Crimean  War,  yet  for  me,  the 
Costermonger  Songs  of  Mr.  Albbbt  CHByALiBB  are  Uie  great  attrac- 
tion. His  now  wdl-known  **  Coster^ s  Serenade^**  and  his  *'  Knocked 
*em  in  the  Old  Kent  JRoadf^*  are  supplemented  by  a  song  and 
dialogue  about  a  Coster's  son,  a  precocious  little  chap,  about  three 
years  old,  and  "  only  that  'igh,  jou  know,"  in  whom  his  father  takes 
so  great  a  pride  that  it  works  his  own  temporary  reformation.  It  is 
so  natural  as  to  be  Just  on  the  borderland  between  farce  and  pathos 
and  recalls  time  past,  when  RoBSOir  played  The  Porter*$  Knot^ 
and  such-like  pieces.  Now  what  more  do  Music  HaUs  want  than 
what  Mr.  CnsyALiBB  giyes  themP  This  is  the  yery  essence  of  a 
dramatic  sketch  of  ohtfaoter,  giyen  in  just  the  time  it  takes  to  sing 
the  song, — ^that  is,  about  ten  minutes,  if  as  much.  The  compact 
orchestra,^  u^der  the  directorship  of  Mr.  Ashbb,  discourses  exceOent 
aocompazuments,  and  the  music  of  the  CHByALiBB's  songs — oom- 
posed,  I  belieye,  by  himself —is  not  the  least  among  the  attractions. 
The  CflByALiBB,  wno.  as  he  takes  more  than  one  turn  eyery  eyening, 
may  be  termed  a  Knight  Errant,  is  certainly  the  Coster's  Laureate 
ana  accepted  Bepresentatiye  in  the  West^  the  mine,  which  is  his 
own,  is  inexhaustible.  He  is  a  magidan  in  his  own  peculiar  line, 
and  may  write  himself  Albbbtub  Maobits. 

"Al  Fbbsoo,"  the  lightning  Artist,  whose  full  name  is*' Axfbbd 
Fbbsoo,"  writes  to  suggest  ihat  the  Alhambra  under  Mr.  JoHir 
Hollivgshbad's  management  should  start  a  Rotten  Row  Qalop  and 
Kensington  Gardens  Quadrille  to  follow  as  in  a  series  the  highly 
suooesnul  Serpentine  Dance. 

KoysL  QI7ABTBTTB.— At  the  next  Hereford  Festiyal  there  will  be 
perf onned  a  ooncerted  piece  by  four  Short  Horns. 
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^«*^-        ^1    k|0&5^Ol/ 


STARTLING    DISCOVERY 


YORKSHIRE    COAST, 


VoUTtg  Tripper  {on  JiiifiTtt  visit  to  ih€  Sea,  becoming  sitddenly  c^nistious  of  the  thhing  Tide).   ' 

Q?W\      By   OCM,    LA.Dflt    BITT   AT    rsKT   SUB  'iJ    BRUft«KN    SOI 


Hi  1  BluJ  Jack  [ 


TWATTKR  BE  A  RUKKlJl' 


THE  FOOS  VIOLIKiaT,-"An  Episoiie.  ii  tha  Style  of  Sterno, 

'*Z*  Luihier  de  Cremone,^^  oliserved  Ecgentus,  ^"  is  a  pathetic  atory." 
***  Indeed^  EucJKTTTCrs,^'  replit^d  Yobick,  "  it  is  extremely  touching, 
I  proteit  I  never  read»  or  hear  it,  withDut  emotion,'* 

'*Tli©  viftlin/*  pursiied  HcroFivir^,  "most  sensitive,  and,  as  it 
were,  Boulfal  of  human  instrumtinta,  lends  itaelf^  with  particular 
aptness,  to  the  purposes  of  literary  pathos*" 

*'Dear  Senaibility !  "  said  I,  *' source  inexhaust^d  of  all  that  ja 
precioufl  in  our  f  poetical)  joy  a,  or  eostly  in  our  [dramatic)  sorrows  1 " 

**Jt  were  well,'*  eontimied  Yoiucit,  drily,  **if  it  were  also  the 
source  inexhausted  of  more  that  iP3  qxiWk.  in  our  lympathy,  and 
practical  in  uur  beneticencc.  It  h  scarcely  in  the  columns  of  the 
daily  news-sheet  that  SeuflihiHty  usually  et^tka  ita  much-souj^bt 
stimulus.  And  yet  but  lately,  in  the  corner  of  mj  paper,  1  en- 
countered a  piteous  story  that  *  dear  Sensibility  ^  (had  it  been  more 
romantically  environed!  mi^ht  deliciously  nave  luxuriated  in. 
I  protest  ^twas  as  pathelio  aa  those  of  Ma  hi  A  L^  J^y^^i  «f  La  Flkl  n, 
It  was  headed,  "  Sad  Death  of  a  Well-known  Violinist." 

"  Prithee,  dear  Yorich:»  let  me  hear  it,'^  cried  ErsEMrs. 

"  'Twaa  but  the  prosaic  report  of  a  Coroner's  Inquest,"  pursued 
YORICE.  "  Sensibility  would  prijbably  have  '  skipped  ^  the  sordid 
drcumatance.  *  Feedertck  M^atiK,  aged  fitventy-two.  a  well- 
known  Violinist,  and  Professor  of  Music,  formerly  a  member  of  the 
orehestra  of  the  Italian  Opera  at  lltr  Majif^sty's  and  Cavent  Garden 
Theatres/  found  life  too  hard  for  him.  That  is  all,  '  The  deceased, 
a  bachelor.'— Heaven  help  him  1— 'had  of  late  been  aillie ted  with 
deafness,  which  hindered  bis  pursuit  of  his  profession,  and '  (the 
witness  an  old  friend  feared)  *  he  was  recently  in  straitened  circum- 
stances,  but  he  was  too  proud  and  independent  to  ask  or  accept 
asftistanoe/  The  old  friend,  Mr.  Lewis  Chaput,  Comedian,  had 
*  frequently  offered  him  hospitalities,  whieh  he  never  accepted.* 
0 ff e r ed  h i  m  hospi talities !  W or th y  com ed i a n !  I n  f ai th ,  E u li  en i  c h, 
■  tis  delicately  worded.  True  *  Sensibility '  here,  fiupplemented  by 
c radical  sympathv.  Both,  alaa !  un avail inff*  8i>mewhat  of  the 
doggedly  independent  spirit  of  the  boot- rejecting  Dr.  JonssoN  in 
this  poor  deaf  vioHniflt  apparently.  Verilf,  Ecoenius,  the  story 
requires  but  the  *  decorative  art '  of  the  literary  sentimentalist  to 
make  it  movinir^  even  to  the  modish.  The  tng^eniously  emotional 
hiBtorian  of  La  FLurB  would  have  made  much  of  it." 

''Uy  Rentle  heart  already  bleeds  with  it,*'  said  I.  *' But  the 
npfihot,  Yoetcjl  ;  the  sequel,  my  friend  P  " 


*'Tis  short  and  simple,"  responded  YoircE,  "'The  aiBioted 
Violinist'  occupied  a  room  at  Zi,  Compton  Street »  Brunswick  Square, 
in  which  he  lived  alone.  He  suffered  from  lumbago,  aa  well  as  from 
a  proud  spirit  and  a  broken  heart.  He  had  a  dread  of  *  oomtnf  to 
tlie  Worknouse.*  Spectral  fear  which  haunts  ever  the  sensitive  and 
poverty-stricken  I  Li  nreaaonabk  ?  Perhaps.  But  not  the  lett 
ajfonising-.  What  comfort  may  Political  Economy  and  an  admirable 
Poor  Law  yield  to  proud-spirited  victims  of  poverty  Y  " 

**  But  surely,"  said  1,  ^*  the  com  passion  of  the  stranger  would 
pladly  hare  poured  oO  and  wine  into  the  wounds  of  his  spirit— -or 
into  poor  aJRioted  Maeia's— had  he  only  known." 

"Doubtless,"  said  Yoeick.  **  But  'the  ^reat  Sen&orinm  of  the 
World/  aa— in  *  men*  jyom^  of  words  '—thou  doat  deaig^nate  '  Deir 
Sensibility,'  did  not  'vibrate*  to  the  case  of  this  'well- known 
^  iulinist  —until  *twas  too  late  to  vibrato  to  any  useful  pnriwte. 
IFc  was  *  found  lying-  dead  in  his  bed,  fully  dressed,  with  the 
(,^sception  of  bis  hat  and  boots,'  mute  as  the  untouched  string-s  of 
his  own  violin.  *  He  had  died  suddenly  from  syncope,  or  he^rt- 
failurc/  Hearts  failure,  EcgeNIUS.  Doth  not  tkj  gentle  heart 
fad  at  the  thought  ?  '  Dr.  Collet  found  the  body  in  an  advanced 
stage  of  decomposition,  and  life  had  probably  been  extinct  since 
the  preceding  Thursday  night*  Pnthee,  Sir,  is  '  Maeu,  dtting 
pensive  under  her  poplar/  more  pathetic  than  this  poor  broken 
musician,  dying  alone,  in  his  poverty  and  pride 't " 

"  Indeed,  no  I  "  1  responded,  musingly. 

''Thoae,"  continued  10 iticK,  *'who  go,  like  the  '  Enight  of  the 
Kueful  Countenance,*  in  quest  of  melancholy  adventures,  need  not 
to  make  deliberately  *  Sentimental  Journeys '  through  France,  or 
Italy,  or  by  forest  or  mountain,  picturtsque  hamlet,  or  romantie 
stream.  Tae  purlieus  of  great  cities  amongst  the  poverty-stricken 
members  of  what  it  is  usual  to  call  the  *  lower  mid  die- classes,'  will 
furnish  multitudinous  subjects  for  pensive  thought,  and— what  were 
a  whole  world  better— for  practical  Dene volenoe,  'Tia  too  late*  alas  I 
to  do  aught  for  this  dead  Violinist,  but  were  eyes  and  pen  more 
sedulousli^  and  sympathetically  employed  about  real,  u  iwrdid- 
seeming,  in  plaoe  of  imaginary,  if  pictureefiue,  woes,  why  verily, 
ErflENfL's,  something  more,  perchance,  might  be  done  in  suon 
pitiful  cases  as  that  I  have  described  to  thee  in  non-joumalistie 
language,  than  what  was  formally  done  by  the  C^oroner's  Jury,  who 
—as  they  were  bound  to  do,  indeed—'  returned  a<  i^erdki  miw^Wt 
with  the  medical  tutim^n^,^  "        Digitized  by  VJvJL/^Lv^ 
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LETTERS  TO   ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  XHL-TO  IKBITATION. 

I  BATE  just  oome  home  from  my  Club  in  a  state  bordering  upon 
distraction.  No  great  misfortune  has  happened  to  me,  my  dearest 
friend  has  not  been  black-balled,  the  Club  bore  has  not  had  me  in 
his  unrelenting  clutches.  The  waiters  have  been,  as  indeed  they 
always  are,  civil  and  obli^g,  the  excellent  chef  catered  with  his 
usual  skill  to  my  simple  mid-daT  wants,  my  table  companions  were 
good-humoured,  cheerful,  and  pleasantly  cynical.  What  then,  you 
may  ask,  has  happened  to  shatter  my  nerves  and  impair  mv  temper 
for  the  day  ?  It  is  a  simple  matter,  and  I  am  almost  ashamed  to 
confess  it  openly.  But  1  am  encouraged  by  the  fact  that  two 
eminently  solid  and,  so  far  as  I  could  see,  perfectly  unemotional 
gendemen  were  as  deeply  inieked  and  worried  oy  what  happened  as 
I.was  myself.  To  begin  with,  I  do  not  admit  that  my  nerves  vibrate 
more  easily  than  those  of  my  fellow-men.  I  have  never  killed  an 
organ-grinder,  I  am  guiltless  of  tiie  blood  of  a  German  band,  I  have 
even  gone  so  far  as  to  spare  guards  who  asked  for  my  railway-ticket 
after  I  had  carefully  wrapped  myself  up  for  a  journey,  and  no  tout- 
ing vendor  of  subscription  books  or 
works  of  art  can  truthrully  say  that  I 
have  kicked  him.  On  the  whole  I  think 
I  am  reasonably  even-tempered  and  of 
higher  than  average  amiability.  Others 
may  judge  me  difterently.  I  don't  wish 
to  quarrel  with  them.  I  sim^y  reiterate 
my  opinion.  Why  then  am  I  to-day  in 
a  seething  state  of  exception  to  my 
rule  ?    Here  is  the  cause : 

After  I  had  done  with  my  luncheon, 
and  had  pufEed  a  friendly  cigar,  I  pro- 
ceeded to  that  room  in  the  Cliio  whidi  is 
specially  dedicated  to  literature  and 
imence.  What  a  feast  of  multitudinous 
periodicals  is  there  spread  out,  how 
brightly  the  variegated  array  of  books 
from  the  circulating  library  attracts  the 
leisurely,  how  dignified  and  awe- 
inspiring  are  the  far-stretching  ranks  of 
aocumulated  volumes  upon  the  shelves. 
And  the  carpet,  how  sort,  and  the  chairs 
how  comfortably  easy.  Into  one  of  these 
chairs  I  sank  with  a  religious  novel  (I 
merely  mention  the  fact,  whether  for 
praise  or  (blame  I  care  not),  and  be^an 
to  think  deeply  about  various  life- 
OToblems  that  nave  much  distressed  me. 
Why  must  men  wear  themselves  out 
prematurely  with  labour?  Why  must 
we  suffer?  And  why.  granting  the 
necessity  for  pain,  should  loccasionally 
sink  under  a  toothache,  while  Hab- 
Bisoir,  a  blatant  f eUow  with  a  red  face 
and  a  loud  voice,  continues  in  a  condi- 
tion of  robust  and  oppressive  health? 
These  speculations  were  not  so  painful 
and  disturbing  as  might  be  supposed. 
Indeed,  they  had  a  soothing  effect.  From  the  rhjrthmical  breathing 
and  the  dosed  eyes  of  two  other  occupants  of  arm-chairs,  I  judged 
that  they  were  similarly  occupied  in  philosophic  reflection.  I  was 
just  composing  myself  to  a  bout  of  speoiaUy  hard  thinking,  when, 
lo^e  door  opened,  and  in  stepped  Dr.  Fvssxll  ! 

Everybody,  I  take  it^  knows  Dr.  I!^QS8XLL.  He  is  a  member  of 
countless  learned  Societies.  Over  many  of  them  he  presides,  to  some 
he  acts  as  secretary.  He  reads  i>apers  on  abstruse  questions  con- 
nected with  sanitation,  he  dashes  with  a  kind  of  wud  war-whoop 
into  impassioned  newspaper  controversies  on  the  comi>onent  elements 
of  a  dust  particle,  or  the  civilisation  of  the  Syro-Phoenicians.  He  is 
acute,  dialectical,  scornful  and  furious.  He  denounces  those  who 
oppose  him  as  the  meanest  of  mankind,  he  extols  his  supporters  as 
the  most  illustrious  and  reasonable  of  all  who  have  benefited  the 
human  race.  In  the  Club  he  is  always  engaged  in  some  investiga- 
tion which  keeps  him  continuously  skippixig  m>m  bookshelf  to  book- 
shelf, dimbin^  up  ladders  to  reach  the  highest  shelves,  rushing  up 
and  down-stairs  with  sheaves  of  paper  bulging  in  his  coat-podKcts. 
or  stowed  under  his  arms.  He  lays  his  top-nat  on  the  table,  ana 
makes  it  a  receptacle  for  reams  of  notes  and  volumes  of  projected 
essays.    In  a  word,  he  is  a  human  storm. 

Well,  in  he  came  with  his  ^y  hair  streaming  over  his  forehead, 
and  his  eyes  aflame.  I  knew  in  a  moment  that  repose  in  his  presence 
was  out  of  the  question,  though  I  still  sat  on,  hoping  agaiiuit  hope. 
First,  the  Doctor  bounded  to  the  fire-place,  seized  the  poker,  and 
began  to  rummage  the  fire.  It  was  a  ^ood  fire,  and  had  done 
nothing  to  deserve  this  punishment.    I  shifted  on  my  seat ;  the  two 


other  philosophers  opened  their  eyes  and  frowned,  and  still  Dr. 
FussELL  continued  to  rumma^.  Now  I  knew,  not  only  that  that 
fire  was  being  poked  on  an  entirely  wrong  principle,  but  that  I  alone 
knew  how  it  ought  to  be  poked.  Ify  fingers  itched,  my  whole  body 
tingled  with  excitement.  At  last  Dr.  FuisxLL  ceased.  In  a  moment 
I  was  out  of  my  seat  and  making  a  bee-line  for  the  poker.  I  jiut 
managed  to  beat  the  other  two  by  a  short  head,  seized  the  poker^  and 
relief  my  soul  by  stirring  the  fire  on  strictly  scientifio  principles. 
The  others  watched  me  hungrily.  When  I  had  finished,  each  of  uiem 
took  a  short  turn  with  the  poker,  and  then  we  all  returned,  more  or 
less  appeased,  to  our  seats. 

But  we  had  not  done  with  the  ineffable  Fusssll.  By  this  time  he 
was  on  the  top  of  a  step-ladder.  Slowly  he  selected  six  tomes,  and 
began  his  perilous  descent.  Our  eyes  were  riveted  upon  him.  Crash* 
bang !  His  arms  were  empty,  and  the  unconscionable  books  fluttered 
and  clattered  to  the  floor.  Slowly  and  ruefully  did  Fosskll  descend 
into  the  cloud  of  dust  and  gather  his  bruisML  treasures  from  the 
carpet.  At  last  he  heaped  them  on  his  table,  and  began  to  write. 
We  hoped  for  peace,  but  it  was  not  to  be.  A  sudden  thought  struck 
him.  He  would  sew  his  scattered  leaves  of  MS.  together.  With 
dreadful  deliberation  he  took  needle  and  cotton  from  a  little  pocket 
housewife  that  he  carried  with  him; 
and  then  b^an  one  of  the  most  mad- 
dening performances  I  have  ever 
watched.  Carefully  he  held  the  needle 
to  the  light,  carefully  he  wetted  aud 
trimmed  nis  cotton  to  a  jxnnt.  And 
for  ten  stricken  minutes  we  saw  him 
miss  the  eye  of  the  needle,  sometimea 
by  an  inch,  sometimes  by  a  hair^i 
breadth.  It  was  a  thrilling  contest 
between  obstinacy  and  evasiveneaa.  I 
was  fascinated  by  it.  Every  time,  as 
the  cotton  neared  the  eye,  my  heart 
slowly  ascended  into  my  mouthy  only 
to  drop  with  a  fatal  swiftness  into  mr 
boots  as  the  triumphant  needle  aoored 
another  victory,  t  began  to  imitate 
Fu8SBLL*8  every  movement.  1  threaded 
invisible  needles  by  the  gross  with  im- 
perceptible cotton.  I  felt  in  my  own 
breast  all  the  ardour  of  the  ohaae,  all 
the  bitter  sorrow  of  repeated  failures. 
My  two  companions  in  misfortune  weee 
similarly  affected,  and  there  we  sat^ 
three  sane  and  ordinary  men,  feverishly 
going  through  all  these  itching  move- 
ments with^  FussELL  as  our  detested, 
but  unconsdous  fugleman.  The  strain 
became  too  ereat.  I  sprang  firom  my 
chair,  "Sir,''  I  said  to  the  astonished 
FussKLL,  ''permit  me;  I  learnt  the  art 
of  threading  needles  as  a  boy  from  an 
East  End  seamstress,"  and  before  he 
had  time  to  protest,  I  had  seized  the 
offending  instruments,  and  by  a  stroke 
of  inspiration  had  passed  the  oottcsi 
through.  Then  without  waiting  to  hear 
what  FussBLL  might  have  to  say,  I  fled 
from  the  room.  And  here  consequently  I  sit  with  my  nerves  shat- 
tered, and  an  untasted  crumpet  cooling  on  the  tea-tray. 

Am  I  singular  ?  I  think  not.  There  are  others  whose  mannerisms 
plague  me  too.  For  instance,  Tbubebby,  whom  I  meet  occasionally, 
has  a  wild  and  venomous  habit  of  relating  to  be  me  his  iwfinifAMm^j 
iokelets.  That  I  could  pardon.  But  when,  having  related  one,  he 
bursts,  as  he  always  does,  into  a  helpless  suffocation  of  piuple 
laughter,  the  savage  within  me  awakes  and  I  murder  Trxtberrt  in 
fancy  to  an  accompaniment  of  refined  and  protracted  tortures.  Once, 
as  I  helped  him  on  with  his  overcoat,  he  joked  and  exploded.  My 
fingers  were  horribly  near  his  throat.  But  I  mastered  the  impolse^ 
and  Tbvbesrt  will  never  know  how  near  he  was  to  destruotioii. 
And  to  make  matters  worse,  he  is  one  of  tiie  kindest  and  most  oon- 
siderately  helpful  of  human  beings.  Oh.  iBRiTATioir,  LeatiTATioir,  you 
have  much  to  answer  for.  The  fly  in  the  ointment  of  the  apothecary 
was  a  baby  to  you.    Avaunt,  avaunt !  Diooxnes  Bobdhok. 


The  vbbt  Latest.— Mrs.  Ram  had  a  paragraph  read  to  her  from 
the  i>.  T,*8  "  London  Day  by  Day,"  recounting  how  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbfrt  when  staying  at  Haddo  House,  had  attended 
service  in  the  parish  Kirk,  wmch  conduct  might  have  provoked 
High  Churchmen  to  assail  him  for  "  bowing  the  knee  in  the  House  of 
Rimmon."  Thinking  it  over  afterwards^  when  she  had  muddled  up 
the  name  in  her  usual  fashion,  our  old  fnend  Mrs.  R.  observed,  wita 
some  humour,  that  she  thought  "  the  Archbishop  had  shown  his  good 
Bcente  by  going  to  the  House  of  RnocEL." 


0^  VOTICE.— Bcdected  C9mmnnieatioas  or  Cloatlibations,  whethbr  MS.,  PrMited  l^tUsr,  ])ra«:Migs,  or  pictures  of  any  dsscriptioa,  vOL 
•^  in  nb  SUS  lie  leehUMlim  laStlt  «VAkk  whiin  nAAAmnAniAd  W»  tk  RtAmnmA  tknA  AMvtimauA  finvaloiMi    Gum.  or  WraniMr.     Ttt  this  rale 
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HEARING  HIMSELF. 

{MysUrioua  Mem,  from  a  Haioarden  Note-Book,) 

ExciKDiKOLT  kind  and  flattering  of  Max  Mullsr  I  "  I  hof^  there 
are  but  few  here  present  who  have  neyer  ex^o^ed  the  priyileee  of 
listening  to  Mr.  Oladbioke."  Hal  ha  I  He  little  thought  there 
was  one  there  who  had  not  **  ex^'oyed  that  nrivilege."  Have  ei^oved 
most  privileges  in  mj  time,  bat  never  that  of  ^*  hearing  myself  as 
others  hear  me"— more  or  leas.  "XJnavoidable  absenoe  of  Mr. 
OLASSTOirB  I "  Hoi  ho  I  Then  my  disguise  w<u  perfect.  Qet  my- 
self np  as  a  Liberal  Unionist,  with  wig  and  eye-glass.  Not  likely 
anybody  wonld  recog- 
nise me  in  that  rig. 

Rather  enjoyed  my- 
ielf--and  my  paper, 
*'  Phoenioian  Elements 
in  the  Homeric 
Poems.'*  Most  se- 
ductive title!  Such 
a  popular  touch  about 
itr  Think  I  shaU have 
it  printed  as  a  "  leaf- 
let^' for  distribution 
among  Workmen's 
Clubs  and  Badical  As- 
sociations. Might  con- 
dliate  those  well- 
meaning  but  iDoeical 
Eiyht  -  Hour  Men. 
Wonder  if  Ehb- 
Habdib  would  like  a 
copy.  What  more 
nicely  calculated  to 
cheer  the  scant  leisure 
of  Labour? 

Funny  to  hear  my 
own  sinuous  sentences 
coming  back  to  me 
irosn.  mouth  of  another. 
Hot  quite  sure  Max  is 
so  "fascinating  in  his 
voioCj  and  so  persua- 
sive in  his  deuvery" 
as — but  no  matter. 
Can't  say— as  Max 
did— **I  felt  myself 
carried  away,  and  con- 
vinced almost  against 
mvwilL"  Notatalll 
Wonder  what  he 
meant  by  that?  Why 
"against  his  wiU"f 
That's  what  Liberal 
Uniomsts,  and  other 
preposteroui  and  illo- 
gical opponents  of 
mine  sav  in  House, 
when  tney  compli- 
ment me  on  my 
*'  eloquence,"  and 
then  vcie  agamet  me ! 
Absurd!  Wish  they'd 
drop  their  compli- 
ments  and  vote 
straight. 

"Small  and  exotic 
contribution"  to  Ori- 
ental Congress  1  Neat 
description  of  paper 
running  to  nearly  four 
columns  of  Timee.  "  Intense  sentiment  of  nationality,Twhioh  led 
the  Greeks  of  later  days  to  covet  the  tide  of  Autodithones."  Wonder 
if  that  reminded  Max,  or  anyone  else,  of  another  race  with  "an 
intense  sentiment  of  nationality,"  and  a  passionate  love  of  tiie  land 
firam  which  they  sprang.  Wonder  whether,  if  Nationalists  were 
to  call  themselves  ^' AnotodhHioaes "  instead  of  Home-Rulers,  we 
should  set  along  better  F  Must  consult  Jvsmr  on  this  point. 
Should  nave  to  teach  some  of  them  to  pronounce  their  new  name, 
though.  "  Autochthones,"  spoken  in  wn^  with  a  rich  brogue,  after 
dinner,  would,  I  should  think,  beat  Phillippopcdis,  or  "  Ri'  Til,  ti* 
li'l  Isl'l "  hollow. 

Anax  andron,  too,  might  be  useful.  Say,  as  substitute  for  that 
everlasting  G.  0.  M.,  of  which  I  admit  I  'm  heartily  sick.  Lord  of 
Men!  Hot  King  of  Men,  of  course.  Labbt  miffht  kick  at  latter. 
"Nothing  can  be  simpler  than  the  meaning  of  the  two  words." 


Exactly.  Must  get  Habcourt  to  popularise  these.  Applied  to 
AoAKEMiroK.  Why  not  to  "  strong  men"  who  live  after  Aoakem- 
NoirP  "Evidence  from  extraneous  sources  of  connection  between 
title  of  ^nor  afMlnSn  and  great  Egyptian  Empire."  Aha!  I  may  yet 
have  to  play  the  Anax  andrdn  in  Egypt  as  before.  Allegorv — ^I  mean 
Anax  andrdn  on  banks  of  Nile!  Good—and  not  a  Maiapropism. 
whatever  Wolbslet  mav  say.  ' '  Title  of  Anax  andrdn  descendible  " 
(good  word,  "descendible")  "from  father  to  son,  and  accorded  in 
the  poems  to  personages  altogether  secondary,  viz,,  Eumzlos  and 
ETTPHsm."  Wonder  what  my  Eitmelos— Hirbert— will  say  to  that ! 
Eigoyed  it  much  whilst  Max  was  "mouthing  out"  (as  Mrs. 
BBOWimrG  says)  my  eulogy  of  that  man  ot  "Phoenician  stamp," 

the  "  universal  Odts- 
SBUB,"  who  expressed 
the  many-sidML,  the 
all-aocompUshedman ; 
the  pohitropoe.  the 
polumetie^  the  tiemon, 
VtaepohUlaB^  the  po/u- 
mehanoe,  the  poikUo^ 
metiSf  the  poluphron, 
the  datphron,  the  tala- 
eiphron,  (Wnatapeck 
of  p's!)  In  battie 
never  foiled  I  In  coun- 
cil supreme !  His 
oratory  like  the  snow- 
flakes  of  the  winter 
storm."  Superbly  re- 
presentative Phoeni- 
cian !  "  But  over  and 
above  this  universality 
of  Odybskub  in  the 
arts  of  life,  he  bears 
the  Phoenician  stamp 
in  what  may  be  termed 
his  craft."  Aha!  The 
"Old  Parliamentary 
Hand"  of  his  period 
plainly.  Wonaer  if 
Max  thought  of  that! 
Hellas  and  Phoenioia 
combined!  As  a 
Statesman  of  classical 
culture,  commercial 
instincts  and  craft, 
what  a  shining  success 
Odtsssub  might  have 
been  in  these  days ! 

He  went  into  the  Cyclops* 
cave 
To  lee  what  he  could 
tpy  out ; 

He  slew  li' 
hiisht 


NATURE'S   SECRETS. 

"  Hsfis  ABi  soxx  Nxw  Laid  Ecas  fob  voir,  Oboeoix  ! " 

"  Or,  thakkb  I    How  viox  !    I  havkn't  bun  a  Nsw  Laid  Eoo  for  wbxkb  t 

DO  TOU  MaKAGS  to  OIT  THEM  ?     OH,   OF  COURSB— YoU  'V*  OCT  AN  IlTOVBATOR  t " 


How 


iw  his  oxen,  stole 
Cieen, 
And  then  ke  poked  his 
eye  out, 

as  the  ribald  doggerel- 
ist  has  it.  Sounds  a 
Httie  "predatory," 
perhaps,  as  Salibbubt 
would  say.  But  quite 
capable  of  being 
**  spiritualised"  into 
asound  Liberal  policy, 
directed  against  the 
pnrbUnd  Poluphemos 
of  Property  and  Privi- 
lege. 

On  the  whole,  I  had 
a  high  old  time  among 

I  the  Orientalists.    But  when  discussion  ensued,  1  longed  to  throw  ol! 

I  my  disguise  and  rush,  Aohilles-like,  into  the  my.    But  Max  might 

;  have  thought  that  inconsistent  with  my  "  colossal  humanity ; "  so, 

I  very  unwillingly,  I  refrained. 

'     Up  Aloft. — ^The  most  elevated  title  in  the  Peerage,  and  belonging 
to  the  upperest  part  of  the  Upper  House^  is  "  Lord  Moufto arret. 
There  can  be  but  one  higher,  and  that  will  have  to  be  created  in  the 
pNerson  of  a  future  **  Lord  Topochihwepot."    Though,  perhaps,  the 
title  of  "  Lord  Oowlbt,"  if  it  were  altered  into  Lord  Chimnxpot- 

,  CowL-T,  would  be  the  highest  of  all. 

i  Awolics-Frekchie  Exclamation  (on  any  of  the  recent  many 
,  fhou^ery  days  when,  after  an  interval  of  ten  minutes^  the  nexthucket- 
\ful  descended). --**  Poun  une  autre  foie  '" 
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INNS    AND    OUTS. 

No.  III.— The  Poster. 

I  HAD  intended  to  haTe  written  this  week  about  "  Loggosh, "— in- 
doding  tliat  myflterioiii 
oanyass  liand-box  which 
oontainB  all  that  a  foreigner 
oares  to  carry  about  with 
him  hv  day,  and  often  nil- 
lows  him  when  travelling 
by  night:  bat  the  very 
mention  of  luggage  brings 
me  back  to  the  Porter.  I 
abominate  him.  I  am  "one 
who  has  suffered.''  So  here 
goesi 

'*  Imposing.''  best  de- 
scribes the  H6tel  porter;  a 
yery  Grand  H6tel  has  at 
least  two  of  these  imposi- 
tions—the Hoose  Porter  and 
the  Omnibus  Porter.  The 
latter  you  only  see  twice  in 
▼our  Hdtel  existence,  but 
ne  is  the  most  futile  and  the 
deadliest  fraud  of  the  two. 

This  Porter  is  part  and 
parcel  of  that  horrible  deep- 
red-nlush  nuisance,  the 
Hotel-omnibus.  He  and  it 
are  inseparables,  and  make 
up  a  sort  of  Centaur  between 
them*  Once  outside  the 
Bailwav-statioiu  I  am  be- 
sieged oy  a  baoel  of  these 
Porter  -  omnibuses  —  "  Bear 
H6teLSor;"  **  Grand  H6tel, 
Sorl''— This,  from  a  very 
dilapidated  specimen,  which, 
on  inspection,  turns  out  to 
be  "Grand  Hdtel  Du  Lac;" 
a  ^rate  porter-omnibus  in 
fact;  at  last  I  find  7^ 
Chrand  Hdtel  Tehide,  and 

"  ohuoker-out ; "  in  a  uniform  between  that  of  a  (German  bandsman 
and  a  Sdyation  Captain—"  Certinly,  Bar.  Dis  Grand  Hotel ;  I  see 
your  Logffosh,  Bar;  gif  me  se  empfangschein."  "Do  you  speak 
English  r"  I  retort.—**  Certinly ;  smk  Ingleese —empfangschein !  " 
— "Empfangschein "  baffles  me,  and  I  am  about  to  hand  my  keys  to 
the  monster,  when  a  good-natured  Courier  explains  that  it  signifies 
the  luggage-receipt. 

Away  ambles  the  Porter,  learing  me  with  that  orphaned  sort  of 
feeling  which  a  luggagelees  Knglisnman  experiences ;  it  is  nouring 
cats  and  dogs ;  I  am  dead  beat;  I  creep  into  the  dark  omnibus.  I 
find  myself  quite  alone.  I  wait  impatiently— a  quarter  of  an  hour 
— ^twenty-fiye  minutes— still  no  Porter;  I  am  famished ;  to  distract 
myself.  1  peer  through  the  door,  whence  I  can  discern  the  messy 
Tiste  ox  the  railway-stetion  in  the  rain  ^  it 's  lucky  I  do  so ;  for  there 
I  behold  my  own  portmanteau,  with  ite  huge  purple  stripe,  being 
hauled  away  on  the  back  of  a  railway-man,  followed  by  an  alien 
Hotel  Porter,  not  mine,  doing  nothing :  they  are  always  doing 
nothing.  To  rush  out  indignantly,  seize  my  box,  defy  the  brigands, 
and  carry  it  back  myself,  seemed  the  work  of  an  instant.  Drenched 
and  gasping,  I  find  myself  once  more  outside ;  the  Porter  of  the 
Chrand  H6tel  Du  Lac  is  at  my  heels,  furious  and  impertinent.  "  Dis, 
not  your  loggosh :  other  ahentleman's  loggosh."  He  seized  the  port- 
manteau, and  a  struggle  would  certainly  have  ensued,  when  my  own 
Hotel  Porter  appeared  on  the  scene  triumphant,  with  a  regiment  of 
stetion-men  carrying  one  small  tin  box.  "  What  you  do.  Bar ;  see 
Aere,  your  loggosh!"  The  tin  box  belonged  te  a  oommercial- 
trayeller,  who  was  bound  for  the  H6tel  Du  Lao. 

I  am  too  exhausted  to  curse,  and  leaye  the 
fight  it  out  themselyes,  after  paying  off  the 

On  the  driye  to  the  Hdtel,  the  P< 


riyal  Porters  to 
regiment  of 
tries  to  pro- 


Stetion-meiL 
pitiate  me. 

"  Pity  shentlemans  like  you.  Bar,  f eteh  de  loggosh.  I  tell  jou, 
better  leaye  it  to  me.  Bar.  i  ou  see,  I  get  your  hmosh.  Dat  bizley 
Porter  of  De  Hotel  Du  Lac,  he  change  oe  empfangschein ;  but  I 
swe^  it  from  him.  and  bring  to  de 'Bus"— "'Bus"  was  good— 
and  then  he  laughed  I 

I  neyer  saw  the  brute  again  untQ  the  time  of  my  departure; 
I  had  taken  a  carriage  to  the  Station  this  time,  thinking  thereby  to 
ayoid  the^  Porter-omnibus.  I  had  registered  my  traps  myself,  and 
was  looking  out  for  some  one  to  carry  them  .to  the  den  in  which 


you  are  penned  till  the  train  arriyes,  when,  lo  I  the  chucker-ont ! 
smHing  and  bowing  as  if  he  had  neyer  seen  me  before  —  "Is 
better  I  retehistarde  loggosh,  Bar;  pi^  shentlemans  like  yon,  8ar, 
retehistar  de  loggosh."  ,     ,     . , 

I  turn  on  my  heel  with 
an  imprecation  which  *'  In- 
gleese-spikers  "  nnderstand. 
But  he  still  waite  tlieie, 
smOing,  and  exnectiiiff  to 
be  tipped.  Let  nim  wait. 
Bo  much  for  the  Omnibus- 
Porter— at  once  the  Gamo 
and  Undertaker  of  my  Grana 
H6tel  exigence. 

The  House-Porter  is  of 
equal  size,  and  equal  use- 
leesness.  He  site  in  the 
hall,  and  always  rises  and 
salutes  when  you  pass.  If 
you  want  anytiiing,  be 
waite  till  you  haye  got  it« 
and  then  offers  to  procure 
it  for  you.  If  you  aak  to 
be  called  esrly,  he  cbalka 
something  on  a  slate,  and 
you  are  sale  not  to  be  di^ 
turbed  until  you  ^  rise  in 
your  wrath  and  ring  yio- 
lentiy.  Should  you  be  in 
a  town,  and  wish  to  seeure 
theatre-tickete,  he  beoomea 
more  actiye;  he  implores 
you  not  to  resort  to  "De 
Boxing  Office,  yare  you  nay 
premiums,  you  see:"  but 
ne  has  one  or  two  left  for 
sale.  Should  you  be  weak 
enough  to  yield,  you  will 
find  that  the  worst  seats  at 
the  highest  prices  are  yours ; 
and,  if  you  remonstrate 
next  day,  he  will  dgh 
wearily,  and  remark, — "is 
acheslant  nlaces.  Bar ;   but 

who  run  may  read.  He  is  always  offering  to  do  something,  and 
doing  yoti  instead.  He  is  absolutely  unnecessary,  for  there  ia 
seldom  anyone  in  a  Grand  Hdtel  to  chuck  out,"  and  this  would 
be  his  only  justification. 


THE  ''BLOWER''  BURST  UP! 

The  "  Blower  "  came  down,  like  the  braggart  he  was. 
And  of  winning  the  fight  was  peculiarly  **  poz ;  " 
And  the  yoice  of  his  backers  was  loud  in  their  glee ; — 
**  We  shall  lick  him  in  two  rounds— or  certainly  three ! " 

Like  theV  Champion  Slugger,"  in  trunks  of  bright  green. 
The  *'  Big  Fellow  "  at  Eiffht  fifty-two  miffht  be  seen : 
like  a  truculent  Titen,  blind,  baffled,  and  blown, 
At  Ten  thirty-seyen  the  brute  was  o'erthrown. 

For  CoKBETT  smote  fiercely,  and  Cobbstt  fought  fast. 
And  the  bullying  bounder  was  beaten  at  last ; 
And  the  cheeks  of  the  coarse  woman-puncher  were  chilly 
He  rolled  oyer,  and  struggled  to  rise,  and  lay  stilL 

And  there  stood  his  foe  with  his  nostrils  all  wide. 
And  the  shoute  of  his  backers  rolled  on  in  their  pride. 
The  swells  of  the  Ring  and  the  stars  of  the  Turf 
Surged  round  like  the  wayes  of  the  storm-beaten  surf. 

And  there  lay  the  '*  Blower,"  distorted  and  pale. 
With  the  blood  on  his  brow  where  the  blows  fell  like  haiL 
Hii  backers  were  silent,  he  lay  there  alone. 
His  mawleys  unlifted,  his  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  '*  Sporte  "  of  the  South  are  all  loud  in  their  waiL 
But  PimcA,  who  hates  bullying  brutes,  can  but  hail 
That  smart  Cslifomian's  pluck,  skilL  and  strength. 
Who  has  pricked  the  big  BuLLiyiK  bladder— at  length  I 


"  FoKS  K  Obioo."— As  to  London  Water  '*  seek  Wells,"  that  is 
if  you  wish  to  ayoid  unpleasant  seq-uels.  **Don*t  leaye  Wells 
alone  "  is  our  motto,  meaning  **  Sir  BPKNcmL"  of  that  ilk,  who  baa  a 
d^  worth  hearing  to  say  on  this  suljeot.^^  i^V  ^ 
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TWO  SIDES  TO  A  QUESTION. 

Mqfor  Jh)dmore,  "  Ck>NOKlTUiJLTi  Tou,  dxab  Bort** 

Di$appoinUd  Oriekder,  "What  do  tou  mxah f    Bowled  Fibbt  Ball— ravxB  got  a  Run  1 " 

Ifq/or  Podnwn,  '*  Qnm  80,  dkajk  Bot.     But  nr  this  Hot  WBATmor-SO*  in  thx  Shadi— io  mrox  bxttib,  tm  tou  oak,  to 

TAKS  THINOS  OOOLLT  1 " 


A  ROUNDABOUT  EAMBLE. 

(A  Fad  Fownded  on  Fidion,) 

The  aharp,  briffht  little  TraTeller  made  his  way  to  the  Cabinet  of 
M.  Casvot,  and  disturbed  him  at  work. 

"  Do  you  know,  M.  Le  President,"  said  he,  "  that  the  Russians 
are  in  secret  trea^  with  the  English,  and  the  Russo-French  Alliance 
is  all  nonsense— the  most  unrehable  of  broken  reeds  ?  " 

"  Well,  no,"  replied  Carkot,  "  I  haye  not  heard  anything  of  the 
lort ;  and,  if  anyone  ^ould  be  up  in  it " 

But  the  Trayeller  did  not  want  to  hear  the  rest,  for  he  was  once 
again  on  his  road,  telling  ereryone  he  met  the  disquieting  intelli« 
genoe,  and,  consequently,  the  French  people  were  greatly  troubled. 

He  was  soon  in  Berlin.  He  did  not  ask  for  an  intemew  with  the 
Kaissu,  but  took  one. 

**  Your  Royal  and  Imperial  Maiesty,"  said  he,  '*  are  you  aware 
that  Italy  is  in  secret  accord  with  France,  and  that  the  Triple  Alli- 
ance is  a  sham,  and  that  the  cry  A  Berlin  /  may  be  renewea  at  any 
moment  ?  " 

**  Well,  no."  said  the  Emperor,  "I  have  not  heard  this;  and  if 
anyone  should  know  anything  about  it,  I  fancy " 

But  the  Trayeller  did  not  wait  for  the  Kaibkb  to  finish  the  sen- 
tenoci  but  was  off  again,  telling  eyeryone  he  met  the  disquieting 
intelligenoe.  And,  conaequently,  the  German  people  were  greatly 
troubled. 

Then  the  Trayeller  obtained  admission,  in  the  same  unceremonious 
fashion,  to  the  apartment  occupied  by  the  Emperor  of  Austbia. 

"King  of  HuvoABT,"  said  he,  '*are  you  aware  that  you  cannot 
possibly  rely  upon  your  German  neighbour,  because  the  aaisbb  has 
a  secret  understancung  with  the  GeIb,  by  which  the  Principalities 
will  be  included  in  Russian  territory,  and  the  Rhine  secured  from 
French  inyasion  F  " 

"No,  I  haye  not  heard  it,*'  was  the  answer;  ''and,  if  it  had 
been  the  case,  I  imagine  that " 

But  again  the  Trayeller  left  without  waiting  for  the  completion  of 
the  sentence,  and  went  his  way  telling  eyeryone  he  met  the  dis- 


quieting intelligence.  And  conaequenUy,  the  Austro-Hungarian 
peoples  were  greaUy  tioubled. 

And  now  the  Trayeller  was  in  the  presence  of  the  Emperor  of  All 
THB  RussiAS.  Ajnon  he  had  obtainiBd  admission  without  the  pre- 
liminary of  an  official  introduction. 

"Little  Father,"  said  the  Trayeller,  "are  you  aware  that  your 
youthful  relatiye  in  Berlin  is  coquetting  with  France  and  England, 
and  you  may  find  the  whole  of  Europe  marshalled  against  you  r  " 

"Wdl,  no  I  haye  not  heard  it,"  returned  the  Gsab;  "andlreally 
tiiink " 

But  the  Trayeller  neyer  learned  what  the  Geab  reaUy  thought,  for 
he  was  away  before  His  Imperial  Migesty  had  completed  the  sen- 
tence. And  as  he  went  away,  after  his  usual  fashion,  he  ssread  the 
disquieting  intelligence,  and  consequentiy  the  Russian  people  were 
greatiy  troubled. 

Ana  now  the  Trayeller  was  in  Cairo.  He  presented  himself  before 
the  EHEDiys  without  waiting  for  the  English  adyiser. 

"  Tour  Highness,  do  you  know  that  the  British  Army  of  oocupa^ 
tion  is  on  the  eye  of  departure  ?  "  said  he. 

"What,  in  spite  of  Card  Roskbxbt  going  to  the  Foreign  Office  I " 
exclaimed  the  Sultak's  yassal,  in  a  tone  of  considerable  astonishment. 

"  Of  course,"  replied  the  yisitor.  "  Byerything  was  settled  long 
ago,  and  before  Christmas  there  won't  be  a  led-coat  in  Egypt  1 " 

"  Indeed,"  returned  His  Highness,  "  I  certainly  haye  not  heard  it, 
and  I  fancy " 

But  the  Trayeller  departed  without  ascertaining  the  drift  ol  the 
KHXDiys's  fancies,  and  on  his  road,  strictiy  according  to  precedent, 
spread  the  disquieting  intelligence,  and  consequentiy  the  Egyptian 
peoide  were  greatiy  troubled. 

iuid  now  the  Tnyeller  was  once  more  back  in  London.  He  entered 
Capel  Court  and  rested  himself.  He  said  nothing.  It  was  unnecessary, 
for  he  was  well  known,  and  his  stories  had  already  been  discounted. 

"  Ah,  my  littie  friend  Ruxoub,"  said  Mr.  Bullbiab  ;  "  you  haye 
come  back  againi  And  now  you  can  rest  for  awhile,  until  we  want 
you  after  the  next  account." 

Bo  RuMOUB  is  waiting  in  the  Stock  Exchange  until  he  is  wanted 
after  the  next  account  I 


124 


PUNCSH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[SBPTBMBm  17,  189S. 


LETTERS  TO   ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  XIV.— TO  SWAGGER, 

I  APPHOiCH  yon  with  fear  and  tremblmsr.  Somewhere  in  the  Cave 
of  the  Winds  yon  have  youi  home.  The  ancient  Anthon,  to  their 
discredit,  make  no  mention  of  your  existence  there,  hut  the  fact  is 
as  I  have  stated  it.  The  East  wind  blows  into  yonr  gaping  month, 
and  forth  you  go^  pnffing  and  swelling  with  an  alien  importance,  to 
do  yonr  hateful  work.  Ton  hoyer  oyer  a  second-rate  Statesman, 
who  has  attracted  the  applause  of  a  Party  by  an  opportune  speech, 
compiled  by  the  industry  of  a  humble  Secretary.  From  that 
moment  his  nature  changes.  Though  he  may  have  been  simple  and 
beloyed,  yet,  through  you,  he  shall  become  pompous,  and  abhorred. 
His  fellow-creatures  are  thenceforth  mere  material  for  his  trampling 
feet ;  he  swells  into  regions  to  which  no  criticism  can  reach ;  he 
coyers  himself  in  a  ^ple  hide  of  yanity,  osten- 
tation, and  disdain ;  ne  hails  himself  continu- 
ally as  the  unaided  Sayiour  of  his  country,  and 
dies  in  the  odour  of  braggadocio,  without  a 
genuine  friend  to  mourn  his  loss. 

Or,  again,  you  select  some  common,  smug-f  aoed 
Clergyman,  cajMible,  no  doubt,  if  he  were  left 
alone,  of  guiding  his  flock  quietly  into  the  strait 
paths  of  goodness  and  humility.  You  turn  him 
into  a  loud-yoiced  Clerical  quack,  yendin||[  his 
wretched  patent  medicines  of  salyation  m  a 
st^le  of  ofransiye  denunciation  that  would  haye 
ruined  a  host  of  Dulcamaras,  trained  in  the 
insinuating  methods  of  the  ordinary  trade.  But 
on  this  the  Clergyman  thrives,  and  weak  women 
fall  prostrate  bSore  his  roaring  insincerity. 

Nor  do  you  neglect  the  young.  Heavens  I  I 
remember  I  was  once  favoured  with  the  con- 
fidences of  WiLLiAH  JosKors  Bacon,  an  Under- 
graduate, generally  known  to  his  intimates  as 
^'  Side  of  Bacon."  I  shudder  to  recollect  how 
that  amazing'  creature  discoursed  to  me  about 
his  populantv,  his  influence,  his  surprising 
deeds  both  of  valour  and  of  discretion.  With 
one  nod — and,  as  he  spoke,  he  gave  me  an  illus- 
tration of  his  Olympian  methods-he  had  awed 
his  Head-master— a  present  ornament  of  tho 
Bench  of  Bishops  —into  a  terrified  silence,  from 
which  he  recovered  only  to  bless  the .  name  of 
Joskins,  and  hold  him  up  as  a  pattern  to  his 
schoolfellows.  At  a  single  phrase  of  scorn  from 
those  redoubtable  lips,  his  College  Tutor  had 
withered  into  acquiescence,  and  had  never  dared 
to  refuse  him  an  exeat  from  that  day  forth.  '*  I 
can't  help  pityinff  the  beggar,"  said  JosKnrs — 
*'but  I  had  to  do  it.  Ton  must  make  these 
fellows  feel  you  're  their  master,  or  they  'U  never 
give  you  a  moment's  peace.  Halloa  I  "  he 
continued,  as  a  brawny  athlete  sauntered  into  the  room,  '* how's 
the  boat  going,  Bullew  ?  Not  very  well,  eh  f  Well,  remember  I  'm 
ready  to  lend  Vou  a  hand^  and  pull  you  through  when  things  get 
desperate."  The  smile  with  which  this  offer  was  received  had  no 
effect  upon  my  companion.  He  took  it  rather  as  a  tribute  to  the 
Bubde  humour  which,  as  he  believed,  lay  lurking  in  his  simplest 
utterances.  **  Always  make  'em  laugh,"  he  observed,  with  pride. 
* '  It  keeps  up  the  spirits  of  these  poor  devils  of  rowing-men ;  and  old 
BuLLEir  knows  I  'm  all  there  when  I  'm  wanted."  But  I  had  heard 
enough,  and  departed  from  him,  feeling  as  though  a  steam-roller 
had  passed  over  my  moral  nature,  and  fijattened  out  my  self-respect. 

Then  there  was  Chepstowe,  the  poet.  I  am  old  enough  to  re- 
member him ;  and  it  pleases  me  sometimes  to  call  back  to  my  mind 
this  paltry  and  forgotten  little  literary  Bomhastee.  As  I  write,  I 
have  before  me  some  of  the  reviews  that  greeted  Ids  boisterous  inva- 
sion of  the  regions  of  song.^  **Mr.  Chepstowx,"  said  one,  *'has 
struck  a  note  which  is  destined  to  vibrate  so  lon^  as  the  English 


struggE 
masterfu 


is  spoken  in  civilised  lands.    He  is  no  ordinary  rhymester. 

I  feebly  in  the  bonds  of  convention.    With  a  bold  ana 

on-rush,  he  cleaves  his  way  unhesitatingly  to  the  very 


heart  of  things,  tears  it  out,  and  lays  it,  palpitating  and  bleeding, 
before  the  eyes  of  humani^.  We  have  only  space  for  a  few  lines 
from  the  magnificent  Ode  to  Actuality  ;— 

<  Prone  in  the  cavems  of  the  vasty  deep 

And  slept  not,  ^ough  I  seemed  to  sleep. 

The  day 
Pierced  not  with  sullen  eyee  of  piUid  soom 

The  dark, 
Unplombed  abyss,  where,  girt  with  red  limbe  torn, 

The  shark 
Sported,  and  eyeless  monsters  crawled  in  i 


"  No  extract  can,  however,  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  this  grazid 
poem,  on  which,  as  on  the  bed  rock,  Mr.  Chepstows's  fame  is 
established  for  ever.  Shaxspsibb  himaelf  might  have  been  proad 
to  have  written  if  I  may  remark,  parenthetically,  that  in 
his  '*Ode"  Chspstowb  pictured  himselx  as  a  sort  of  animate 
skeleton  :— 

"  Sockets  where  light  once  shone  grinned  emptioess ; 
The  teeth 
Were  fallen  firom  the  gaping,  gumless  jaws ;  nathless 

Beneath 
The  cold  smooth  skull,  the  brain  retained  her  throne.** 

Amid  these  uncomfortable  surroundings  Chspstowi  described 
himself  as  penetrated  with  raptures  of  fierce  jojr  at  having  shaken 
himself  free  from  the  world  and  its  puling  insincerities  to  dwell 
amid  '*  Unpitying  shapes  of  death's  dread  twin  despair,"  where 
**  Rapine  and  slaughter  raged,  and  none  rebuked."  Another  re- 
viewer observed  that  "The  soul  of  Aechsr's, 
the  tavern-brawler's  glorious  victim,  Kit  Mak- 
LOWE,  has  taken  again  a  habitation  of  day. 
She  speaks  trumpet-  tongued  by  the  mouth  of 
Mr.  (JiEEPSTOWs.  We  note  in  these  outpooringa 
of  dramatic  passion  an  audacity,  an  enerffT, 
an  enthusiasm,  that  are  calculated  to  ahake 
Peckham  Rye  to  its  centre,  and  make  Balham 
tremble  in  its  ridiculous  carpet  slippers.  Who 
^to  take  only  one  example— but  Mr.  Cnsp- 
STOWS  or  Mablowb  could  have  written  thna 
of  'Rapture'?— 

*  Not  in  the  mouths  of  pratinff  men  who  deem 

That  God  dwells  in  the  senseless  day  they  mould. 

Who  lire  their  little  lives  and  die  their  deaths, 

^pped  in  a  smug  respectability ; 

Who  nerer  dreamt  of  Dreaking  puny  laws 

Formed  for  a  pmiy  race  of  groTeilen ; 

But  in  the  blMd-stained  track  of  flaming  swords. 

Wielded  by  knotty  aims  in  Han*s  despite, 

Or  on  the  wings  of  crashing  battle-balls. 

Bone-shattering  dealers  of  a  thousand  wounds, 

The  roaring  heralds  of  indignant  Ood, — 

There  rapture  dwells,  and  there  I  too  would  dwelL* 

Here  is  power  that  would  furnish  forth  a  whole 
l^on  of  the  poetasters  who  crawl  through  our 
enete  literature  I  '*  But  I  cannot  pursue  these 
memories.  They  are  too  painful.  For  who 
speaks  of  CnEPsrowB  now?  Who  cares  to 
cumber  his  bookshdves  with  the  vohimes  in 
whidi  this  inflated  acrm-ohair  prophet  of  the 
tin  pots  delivered  his  shrieking  message?  His 
VBZT  name  has  flidsered  out ;  ahd  when  I  ^poke 
of  him  the  other  daj,  I  was  asked,  bya  person 
of  some  intelligence,  if  I  referred  to  Cnnirows 
who  had  just  made  166  playing  cricket  for  the 
Gentlemen  against  the  Flavers.  Not  even  the 
Hon  and  the  lizard  keep  his  courts,  and  yet 
Ji^isHYO  Chepstowe  ^loricd  and  drank  deep  in  his  dav.  He  blus- 
tered through  many  editions,  he  bellowed  his  contempt  at  a  shrinking 
world,  he  outraged  conventionality,  he  swung  himself  by  the  aid  d 
newlv-fashionea  metres  to  loftv  peaks  of  poetic  daring,  and  to-dav 
the  dust  lies  thick  ui>on  his  books,  and  his  name  is  coiuounded  with 
that  of  an  eminent  cricket-player  I 

My  excellent  Swaooxb,  it  was  meanly  done.     If  yon  meant  to 
wipe  him  out  so  swiftly,  why  did  you  ever  exalt  him  ? 
Farewell  for  a  space.    I  may  have  to  write  to  you  again. 

Yours,  Diogenes  BoBiirsoK. 


'*  Used  Up."— Lord  Bbassbt  reanested  several  papers  last  week 
to  publish  his  denial  as  to  having  the  finest  coUeotion  of  stamps  in 
the  world.  His  Lordship,  it  appears,  '*  doesn't  take  the  smallest  in- 
terest in  foreign  stamps."  Fortunate  for  Lord  Braasst.  There  are 
some  excellent  people  who  can't  get  up  anyinterest,  or  capital  either, 
at  all  without  a  stsmp  of  some  sort  Lord  Bbasskt  wished  it  farther 
known,  that  he  was  not  a  collector  of  curios,  and  had  no  corioaitT  of 
any  kind.  Lord  Bbjl88kt  must  be  a  later  edition  of  VHomma  Btaai^ 
to  whom  the  world  was  round  like  an  indiambber-ball  and  "  nothing 
iii  it."  

**  Ik  NuBiBirs."— If  the  new  Sky-sinis  with  which  we  are  threat- 
ened, viz,,  advertisements  reflected  in  the  clouds,  become  the  fashioOi 
the  aspect  of  the  heavens  by  daylight  will  be  as  delightful  and 
artistic  as  are  the  walls  of  our  hoardings  and  Kailwav-statioaas. 
The  anthem  of  '*  The  Heavene  are  TeUmg^  will  have  to  be  adanted 
for  large  towns.  Perhaps  pictures  may  be  projected  on  the  nebuloas 
back-ground.  If  so,  some  of  our  best  Artists  may  not  obgeot  to 
taking  a  good  sum,  and  then  having  their  work  "  Sky'd." 
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PHANTASMA-QORE-IA ! 

PiehiHng  the  Fariout  Modes  (f  MelodramaHc  liurder,    {By  Our  *'  Of -his  "-Bead  Poet. ) 
No.  L— THE  DAGGER  MURDER. 


Thst  stand  alone  on  the  moonlit  spot,— 
Sing  Ho— ho !  and  Ha— ha !  there  ^ 

One  is  the  yillain,  and  one  ib  not, 
Bat  the  heroine's  father. 

The5[  stand  alone  on  the  patoh  of  light 

(Which  comes  from  the  left  as  wm  as 
right)— ^ 

Oh,  'tis  a  glorious  place  and  night 
For  a  Murder  Scene  I    Rather  1 

Thej  talk  of  deeds  (of  the  parchment 
kind)— 

Sing  Ha— ha  I  and  Ho-ho  I  there  I 
The  heary  father,  to  reason  hlind. 

Has  them  with  nim  to  show  there  I 
The  deeds  relate  to  the  old  man's  will ; 
The  villain  wants  them  to  pay  a  bill  I 
The  night  is  cold,  and  the  night  is  still 

Let  the  music  be  slow  there  I 

They  stand  alone  in  the  pale-green 
light- 
Sing  Hey— hey !  and  ho— he  I  there  I 
What    is  this   flashing   so  keen   and 
bright? 
What  is  this  that  I  see  there? 
Oh  I  deed  of  darkness  in  light  descried  I 
Oh !  yillain  thrice  damn'd  that  blade  to 

hide, 

Right  'tween  the  arm  on  ^e  farther  side — 
Certain  death  when  it 4)0  there! 


I  Though  one  is  Standing,*  and  one  is  not, 
I     For  on«'s  odd  as  the  clay  there ! 


Thej  're  still  alone  on  the  moonlit  spot— 
Smg  He — he  I  and  Hey— hey  I  there  I 


The  Tillain  covers  the  dead  man's  stare — 
The   corpse  lies   stiff    in    the    limelight's 

glare  I 
The  act  is  done  I — and  for  all  I  care, 
The  dead  body  can  stay  there ! 


*  Hbkbsbt. 


TO  MY  LUGGAGE-LABELS. 

WoHDSBFUL  pictures  of  purple  and  ^old. 

Ultramarine^  and  TermiHon,  and  bistre ; 
Splendid  insonptionB  of  hostels  untold. 

Touching  memorials  breathing  of  '*  Mr. : " 

"Sohwei2erhof,""Bemerhof,"  "Hofs"  by 

the  score:  [BeUevue, 

Siens  of  the  Bear  and  the  Swan,  and  the 
Gasthaus.  Albergo,  Posada,  ^ore—     Fyou  I 

Beautiiul  wredu,  how  I  wish  I  could  shelye 

Visions  of  Yenice— her  stones  and  her  smells  I 

Whifb  of  Cologno— armnatio  mementos ; 
Yisiting  eards,  so  to  speak,  of  h6tels ; 

Comas,   Granada's,   Zermatt's  and  Sor- 
rento's ; 
Ah  I  how  ^e  (uin^  to  my  boxes  and  bags, 

Glued  with  a  pigment  that  baffles  removal ; 
Doffged  adherents  in  dirt  and  in  rags ; 

Labels,  receive  my  profane  disapproval ! 

Much  as  I  prized  yon,  when  roaming  afield, 
Loved  you,  when  life^^as  metheglyn  and 

Wished  you  the  spell  of  remembrance  to  wield. 
Galling  the  scenery  back  and  the  victuals ; 

Still,  when  it  blows  and  it  nuns,  and  it  irks. 
Here  in  anartments  adjoining  a  seaview. 

After  a  meal  that  would  terrify  Turks, 
Somehow  I  feel  I  can  scarcely  believe  you. 

Yes!  It 's  too  much  to  remember  the  past- 
Here,  amid  shrimps,  and  agilities  nameless ; 

Glaciers  gigantic,  and  Restaurants  vast 
Chime  not  with  sands  and  a  tablecloth 
shameless ;    ' 

Smoking  a  pestilent,  sea-side  cigar,   [nurses. 
Mewed  in  a  lodjmg  with  children   and 

Epitaphs  gorgeous  of  far  ^*  Ddcefarf** 
Curse  you  with  paterf amiliar  curses  I 


THE    UGLY    FACE 

SoKB  years  ago  a  babe  was  bom— I  need  not  name  the  place — 
With  a  puffv,  pasty,  podgy,  fpitta-percha  scrt  of  face, 
Which  wrinkles  sub-divided  into  funnv  little  bits. 
While  beady  eyes  peered  cunningly  behind  two  tiny  slits. 

His  nose  was  like  a  mushroom  of  the  foreign  button 
sort,  [extra  short ; 

His  form  was  quaint  and  chubby,  and  his  legs  were 

That  his  nurse  spoke  like  Sapphiba,  I  have  always 
had  a  fear. 

When  she  said  he  was  a  **  beauty,"  and  a  pretty  little 
dear." 

Yes,  such  remarks  were  really  of  the  truth,  a  dreadful 
stretch,  [wretch ; 

For.  in  point  of  fact,  that  baby  was  a  hideous  little 

And  in  course  of  time  he  grew  up— though  a  loving 
mother's  joy— 

Into  quite  a  champion  specimen  of  the  genius  **  ugly 
boy." 

At  school  his  teaiing  comrades  gave  him  many  comic 

names, 
And  he  became  the  victim  of  all  sorts  of  naughtv  games ; 
STor  did  the  master  like  him,  for  he  felt  that  such  a  face. 
Mid  a  row  of  ruddy  youngsters,  was  extremely  out  ot 

place. 

In  time,  his  father  placed  him  in  the  City— as  a  derk — 
Where  his  personal  aTOearanoe  excited  muoh  remark ; 
But  he  fell  out  with  nis  principal,  whose  customers 

complained. 
That  his  clerk  was  making  faces,  and  said  '*  Bosh  I " 

when  he  explained. 

On  perceiving  from  the  office  that  he  never  would  be 

missed, 
As  Mr.  Gilbert  puts  it,  he  determined  to  enlist ; 
And  so  one  summer  afternoon  he  started  forth  in  search 
Of  a  Sergeant  who  perambulates  dose  by  St  Martin's 

Churoh. 

The  Serreant  bunt  out  laughinar  when  he  'd  uttered  his  request, 
And  deelttred  that,  of  a  batch  of  jokes  he  knew,  this  was  the  best; 
*'  'Tis  a  pitj  you  're  too  short,  my  lad,"  he  tibien  went  on  to  say, 
'*  For  wid  that  face  ye  'd  froighten  ivery  inimy  away  I " 


:    A   MORAL   DITTY. 

I  In  a  fountain  which  played  handy— it  was  near  Trafalgar  Square — 
I  He  was  rushing  off  to  drown  hxmself,  the  victim  of  despair. 
When  he  knocked  against  a  person  he  'd  not  seen  for  quite  an  age, 
Who  had  left  his  home  some  years  before,  and  gone  upon  the  Stage. 

To  this  Mend  he  soon  narrated  his  distressing  tale  of 

woe. 
And  declared  his  case  was  hopeless.     But  the  actor 

said,  "  Not  so. 
There  's  one  thing,  my  fine  fellow,  that  as  yet  you 

haven't  tried. 
Where  your  face  will  be'  your  fortune,  and  a  pound  or 

two  beside. 

**  With  a  mouth  like  yours  to  grin  with,  and  your  too 

delidous  squint. 
And  the  ears  that  Nature's  given  you  with  such  a  lack 

of  stint, — 
No  matter  what  an  author  may  provide  you  with  to 

speak, 
Tou  're  a  ready-made  Comedian— with  your  fifty  quid 

a  week." 

And  it  was  so.    Thougli  he  started  at  a  figure  rather 

less 
Than  the  one  that  I  have  mentioned,  still  the  truth  I 

but  express 
When  I   say  he  now  is  earning   such  a  wage  as 

wouldn't  shock 
A     respectable      Ardibishop     or      a     fashionable 

jock. 

And  the  face  that  all  men  sneered  at,  now  is  very 

much  admired, 
And  the  public  ne'er,  apparently,  of  watdiing  it  grows 

And  theMerehant  who  dismissed,  him,  in  the  Stalls  is 
wont  to  sit, 
"A  retdy-nudc  Comedian  with  ^^^  the  Sergwuit  and  his  sweetheart  are  appUuding 
fifty  quid  a  weA."  ^*^  ^^^  ^* 


from  the  nt. 


The  moral  of  mv  narrative  is  easy  to  espy.         j^^  i 

But  still  I  'd  better  mention  it,  lest  some  should jass  iTbf^  "^    "^ 
**  lliough  it 's  often  very  troublesome  indeed  to  mid  it  out- 
There  's  a  proper  ^ere  for  evmryone^  beyond  the  slightest  doubt. 
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'^i-"/ifi!liii 
ii-'i'*"l  I'll* 


First  Amateur  Water'CoUmruL 


TECHNICALITIES. 

■Do  TOir  TTaAB  MUCHt"  Second  Ditto  Ditto. 


"  No  ;  I  SCXATOB  X  GOOD  DIAL  t ' 


"PUTTING  ON  THE  HUG." 

[During  President  Carnot's  tour  he  received  at 
Aix -lea-Bains  "a  delegation  of  children.*'  One 
of  these,  clad  in  a  Russian  dress,  offered  him  a 
bunch  of  flowers,  repeating  a  stanza  written  for 
the  occasion.  M.  Carnot,  amid  cries  of  '*  Vive  la 
France!"  "  Vive  la  Suseie r'  "  Vive  Carnot !" 
'*Vive  la  R*publique !"  kissed  the  little  girl, 
saying,  *'  Tembraese  la  Russie  !  "] 

Yes—"  Vive  la  JPrancc .' "— and  **  Vive  la 
RuMier'  too. 

Ftr«— why  not  ?— everybody  I 
Called  onoe,  *'  Moruieur  te  Prisident  Faute- 
de-Mieux''* 

(By  Punch,  that  foe  of  shoddy). 
I  fancy  I  have  justified  the  name, 

Ay,  to  the  very  letter. 
I  may  not  be  a  Thiebs,  but  all  the  same, 

France  has  not  found  a  better. 

Tall-talk  is  tedious,  but  one  must  not  flinch 

When  asked  the  task  to  taokle ; 
And  he's  no  Frenchman  true  who,  at   a 
pinch, 

Cannot  both  crow  and  cackle.  [hen  I 

Ah,  Vive,  once  more,  the  Gallic  Cock— and 

These  Talkin^r-Tours  are  trying. 
But  'tis  with  windy  flouts  of  ton^e  or  pen, 

We  keep  tlie  Fr^ch  flag  flying. 

A  sop  for  Sayot  neatly  put,  elicits 

Stich  *'  double  rounds  of  cheering." 
"  Vive  Carnot P^    To  be  sure  I    My  annual 

France  to  the  Flag  endearing  [visits. 

By  sweet-phrased  flattery  of  tne  Fatherlaud, 

Are  sure  to  swell  our  l^ons. 
'*  I  wish,  France,  to  be  thine  !  "    The  effect 
was  grand. 

In  "  Allobrogian  "  regions. 

•  See  Cut  so  iiamed,  p.  279,  Vol.  93,  Dec.  17, 1887. 


Vive  Everything— especially  la  Blague  ! 

(What  shotddi9^  do  without  it  ?) 
Fraternity  I  the  Fatherland  I  the  Flag  I— 

/work  them— never  doubt  it  I 
Then  '*  La  ESpubUque**  and  **  La  Ruuie,'' 
^  linked. 

Pair  off,  'midst  acclamations : 
Yes,    I  proclaimed— imd  never  .  winced   or 
winked— 

That  "  brotherhood  of  nations  I " 

**  A  delegation  of  young  children,"  Ah  I 

And  they  were  Dot  the  onlv  ones. 

•*Men  are  but   children  oi   a  larger " 

Bah! 

Wiw  and  strong  men  are— lonely  ones. 
Most  men— Frencn-men— have  touches  of  the 
child. 

Fondness  for  show,  fine  phrases— 
Pst  1    Here  my  role 's  not  cynical,  but  mild. 

And  open  as  dawn-daisies. 

**J'embrasse  la  Butnel"    That  was  rather 
neat 
For  Faute-de-MieuXt**  at  any  rate. 
Wondrous  the  magic  power  of  blague,  and 
"bleat" 
On  Man — mouton  degenerate  I 
That  "  Bete  Humaine^'  as  Zoljl  dubs  him. 
Or— r— r! 
The  real  brutes  are  braver ; 
The  tiger,  when  in  chase  of  mrey,  won't  purr, 
I9or  will  the  Bear,  then,  slaver. 

The  Bear !    Reminds  me  of  a  horrid  dream 

I  had  that  night.    A  funny  one. 
But  startling  I    I  awoke  with  such  a  scream  I 

I  dreamt  some  link  (a  money  one  P) 
Bound  me  to  a  bi^  Bruin,  rampant,  tall, 

A  regular  Russian  Shagbag, 
In  whose  dose  hug  I  felt  extaremely  smallf 

And  squeezable  as  a  rag-bag. 


I,  Cabkot.  squeezable  I    'Tis  too  absurd  I 

A  President,  and  pliant  1  [heard 

But— in  my   dream— the  rauooua  Toioe    1 

Of  that  grim  ursine  giant. 
"  Come  to  my  arms  I  You 'U  find  them  stroog 
and  snug. 

The  North 's  eo  true— and  tender  I " — 
And  then  that  monster  huge  put  on  the  hog ! 

I  thought  my  soul  I  'd  render. 

A  bear's  embrace^  like  a  prize-fighter's  grip. 

Is  dose  as  passion's  dasiong. 
"Welcome!^  he  grunted.    "^/'Unotletyoa 
sHpI" 

"Thanksl  thanks!"  I  answered, 
*  \J^em—hraiee — la—Ru$^tie .' ' ' 
breath  quite  failed 

In  that  prodigious  cuddle.  [vailed 

'Twas  but  a  dieam— How  was  ^t  sleep  pre- 

My  meaning  so  to  muddle  F 

^*Jemhras$e  la  Rume'*^    It  was  neatly 

phrased 

As  MoHBsirHEiv  admitted, 
A  President,  in  doggerel  stanzas  praised, 

Must  be  so  ready-witted, 
Yet  mild  Republican  and  Autocrat, 

Hugging  in  friendly  seeming, 
Suegest  that  Someone  may  be  onddled  Itai — 

At  least  in  restless  dreaming. 


ng. 
my 


From  tlie  Vale  of  Uangolflyn. 
DsAS  Ms.  PuKGH,— I  have  just  seen  your 
Number  with  the  Song  of  "The  Golf  En- 
thusiast." It  occurs  to  me  that  no  one  has 
ever  mentioned  the  fact  that  the  Romans 
knew  the  game,  for  does  not  YnteiL  sing, 
"Ttff  vemenle  die— Tee  deeedenU  eaiUbai  f^ 
I  have  not  the  book,  and  therefore  oan't  give 

fou  the  ref  eronoe— but  I  know  I  am  right,  as 
am  A  WsuH  Golfxb. 
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"PUTTING  ON  THE  HUG! 


»i 


M.  u  PKlaDEiiT  (brealUettly).  "  J'EU-BRASSE ^LA.  RUSSIE  1 1 » 


r^ 


^1 


[«( An  interesting  incident  occurred  daring  the  official  reception  held  by  M.  Carkot  at  the  Hairie.  A  child  drened  in  the  BuMian  national  ooitume 
rated  the  Pnnident  with  a  bouquet,  at  the  same  time  reciting  a  brief  complimentuy  ipeeeh.    K.  Cakmot  imilingly  embraced  the  child,  MiTing,  *  I 


nreeented 

embraoe  Boiiia.*  "^-^Quaiidfrom  jiml^' Ftipert'] 
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WHY  YOUNG  MEN  DONT 
MARRY. 

Dx^B  Mr.  Puhgh,— The 
leaaom  is  obyions.  It  is 
entirely  owinff  to  your  ad- 
yice  to  thoseabont  to  many 
—Don't  I  I  myaelf  haye 
been  on  the  brink  of  pro- 
ponng  to  seyeral  thousand 
delightfal  girls,  a  large 
per  oentaf  e  of  wnioh,  I  am 
conyinoeOf  would  haye 
ffladly  accepted  me.  I 
have  in  eyery  case  been 
restrained  by  the  recollec- 
tion of  your  adyioe. — ^Your 
obedient  and  obliged  Ser- 
yant, 

HuoH  Adolphits 

Latch-Est. 
Sept  5,  1892. 

Djeab  Mb.  PiTircH,— The 
reason  (which  I  connde  to 
^onr  ear,  and  yours  alone, 
18  obyious— the  girls  don't, 
and  apnarently  tPonU  pro- 
pose. Of  course  they  ought 
—what  else  do  we  haye 
Leap  Tear  for  F  Take  my 
own  case.  I  am  genuinely 
in  loye  with  Ethel  Tbdt- 
KXBTOv,  who  has  just  been 
staying  with  us  in  the 
country  for  three  weeks. 
She  has  ^d  me  eyery  kind 
of  attention.  In  our  neigh- 
bourhood, if  A.  carries  B.'s 
umbrella,  where  A.  and  B. 
are  of  opposite  sexes,  it  is 
regarded  as  an  informal, 
though  perfectly  definite 
way  of  announcing  &n  ap- 
proaching engagement.  She 
knew  the  custom,  and  car- 
ried mine  on  no  leee  than 
three  occanom,  (It  is 
entirely  beside  the  point 
that  it  rained  heayily  each 
time.)  Yet  she  left  us  yes- 
terday without  an  approach 
toanroposaL  She  %  fair  enough  herself,  but  is  her  conduct?  It  isn't 
as  if  I  hadn't  giyen  her  enough  chances.  It  cost  me  a  small  fortune 
to  bribe  my  small  brother  to  keep  away ;  and,  time  after  time,  I  'ye 
consented  to  sit  alone  with  her  in  the  summer-house.  It  isn't  as  if 
she  couldn't  afford  it.  They  tell  me  she  has  at  least  a  thousand 
a-year  in  her  own  right  (whateyer  that  may  be),  which  would  do 
capitally.  I  happen  to  be  penniless  mjrself ;  but,  as  I  heard  her 
say,  her  idea  of  marriage  was  the  union  of  *'80ul  to  soul,"  my 
want  of  a  few  paltry  pence  could  hardly  matter.  It 's  particularly 
humiliating  for  me.  as,  after  the  repeated  umbrella-carrying, 
eyerybody  here  thinks  it's  all  settled.  That.  Mr,  Punch,  is  the 
reason  why,  at  any  rate,  one  young  man  doesn't  marry. 
Yours,  thoroughly  aggrieyed, 

Fickleton-in-the-Manh,  Kent,  Bsrtie  Cool-Chsek. 

P.S. — ^If  Ethel  really  didn't  understand  her  position,  and  would 
like  to  reopen  the  matter,  I  would  not  be  naughty  about  it. 
•^B.  C-C. 

De^  Enrn,  Good  Mb.  Puech.— The  reason  is  obyiousr— the  men 
don't  and  won't  propose  to  the  right  girls.  Take  my  own  case.  I 'ye 
lust  stayed  three  weeks  with  the  Cool-Cheeks,  and  felt  quite  certain 
Bebtie  would  haye  proposed.  He  had  all  the  symptoms  badly.  I 
saw  him  giye  his  little  orother  half-a-crown  to  ffo  indoors  for  ten. 
minutes,  and  the  way  he  toould  go  in  the  summer-nouse  and  for  long 
walka— with  m^— made  it  quite  dear  (as  I  thought)  what  was  going 
to  happen.  Yet,  he  let  me  oome  away  without  a  word  I  I  'm  sure  I 
don't  want  to  run  after  him  (or  anybody  else)^  but  I  did  think  he 
meant  something.  We  suited  o^e  another  admirably.  In  fact,  if  he 
doesn't  ask  me  with  all  the  opportunities  he  had^  he  'd  ask  no  one. 
Yours,  just-a-little-Uisappaintedf 

The  Thome,  Bayewater.  Ethel  Tbimzebtok. 

P.S.— He  carried  my  umbrella  almost  hourly--and  you  know  idiat 
thai  means.  If  Bsbiie  was  only  neryous,  and  would  like  another 
Dhanee— well,  we  are  always  at  home  on  Sunday  afternoons.— S.  T. 


LoeaZ  Preacher  {giving  on  accowU  to  the  Vicar  oj  the  Parish  qt  a  dispute  he  has 
had  with  the  Leading  Lights  of  his  Seet).  "  Yss,  Sib,  atteb  Treatxbkt  the  likes 

O'  that,  I  BAYS  TO  'BM,  *  FOB  THE  TUTUBB,'  BATS  I,  '  I  CHTJ0K8  UP  ALL  ftELIOIOK, 
AND  I  GOES  TO  ChUBCH  ! ' " 


A  HINT  TO  EDITORS. 

ScEHB — The  Sanctum  of  a 
newspaper  Office,  Editor 
discovered  (bu  Obtrusiye 
Visitor)  hard  at  work, 
Ohtnmve  Visitor,  I  trust 
that  I  haye  not  come  at  an 
unfortunate  moment  ? 

Editor  {looking  up  from 
his  desk).  Dear  me  I  You 
here  I  Delighted  to  see  you. 
But  don't  let  me  disturb 
you.    6k)od-bye  I 

Ob,  Vis,  {seating  him- 
self). No;  I  am  afraid  it 
is  the  other  way.  I  know 
at  this  time  of  the  week  you 
must  be  exceptionally  busy* 
JBd,  {with  courteous  tm- 
patience),  Not  at  all,  but— 
Ob,  Vis.  OhI  thank  you 
so  much.  Because  it  is 
the  yery  last  thing  in  the 
world  I  would  like  to  do— 
to  disturb  you.  And  now, 
how  are  you  ? 

Ed,  Quite  well,  thanks. 
But  now,    if    you    dcm't 
mind,  I  inll  just  finish. 
[Turns  to  go  on  with  his 
article, 
Ob,  Vis,    {r^ecting  the 
hint),  I  said  to  myself  as 
I  came  along,  Now  I  will 
look  him  up. 
Ed,  Yerj  kind  of  you, 

but 

Ob,  Vis.  Oh,  not  in  the 

least:  and  you  know,  my 

dear  fellow,  how  I  enjoy  a 

chat. 

Ed,  Yes,— and  I,   too. 

But  just  now 

06.  Vis,  Quite  so.  You 
want  me  to  do  all  the 
talking,  as  we  hayen't  met 
for  the  last  three  weeks. 
Well,  you  must  know  we 
haye  been  to  Heme  Bay, 

and 

Ed,  Yes;  charming  ^ace.    But  just  now  I  am 

Ob,  Vis,  Quite  so.    But  I  didn't  come  to  tell  jou  about  Heme 

Bay.  although  it  is  really  a  delkhtful  spot.    The  air 

Ed,  Yes,  I  know  all  about  it.    First-rate,  most  salubrious,  and 

the  rest  of  it.    But,  my  dear  friend,  you  really  must 

Ob.  Vis.  Quite  sol    Yes,  eyeryone  knows  all  about  Heme  Bay; 
and  I  really  came  to  ask  you  if  you  had  any  room  for  an  article. 

Ed.  {roused).  My  dear  fellow,  I  assure  you  we  are  quite  full  for 
months.    Any  number  of  excellent  things  standinff  oyer. 

Ob.  Vis.  Oh,  yes.  I  know  you  are  always  fulL    You  told  me  so 
the  last  time  I  callea. 

Ed.  Quite  so !    Very  sony,  but  it  can't  be  helped.    Haye  to  look 
so  far  ahead  nowadays,  you  know. 

Ob.  Vis.  Certainly ;  and  that  is  why  I  thought  I  would  just  bring 
a  half-finished  article  and  show  you  what  I  had  done,  and  complete 
it  if  you  thought  it  would  do.  x  ou  can  put  it  in  wheneyer  you  like ; 
so  it  would  not  hurt  for  standing  oyer. 
Ed,  (wUh  inspiration).  What  is  it  called  P 
Ob,  Vis,  '^Kussian  Wheat  and  Chinese  Tea  or  Free  Trade  in 
Australia."  The  subject  is  quite  noyel,  and  ought  to  attract  con- 
siderable attention. 

Ed,  Noyd  I    Why,  my  dear  fellow,  I  do  belieye  I  haye  an  article 
somewhere  in  that  heap  upon  the  yery  sulgect. 

[Pretends  to  search  pile  of  MS, 
Ob,  Vis,  iuneasHy),  Oh,  neyer  mind.  I  will  read  you  what  I  haye 
written,  and— 

Ed,  igemaUy),  Oh,  no,  I  won't  giy«  you  the  trouble.    I  will  read 
you  what  he  has  written,  and  then  you  can  see.— Ah,  here  it  is  I 

[Produces  enormous  pile  of  MS, 

Ob,  Vis,  {hesitating).  Well,  perhaps,  if  you  don't  mind 

[Suddenly  remembers  an  appointment  and  exit.    Editor  resumes 
his  work  with  an  air  qf  triumph.    Curtain. 


HOD^Sor 


A   REAL   CONVERT, 


The  Teiep*8  Moito.— "  Take  things  quietly. 
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JOMB,    "How  18  IT  WE  SXS  TOU  80  8KLD0M  AT  THK  ClVB  KOW  ?  " 

Old  Member,  "Ah,  well,  you  bxx,  I  'm  not  so  Touno  as  I  was  ;  and  I  'v»  had  a  good  deal 
OF  Worry  lately  ;  and  so,  what  with  one  thing  and  another,  I  'ye  grown  rather  Fond 
OF  MY  Own  Society."  Jotus,  "Epicure  I" 


TO  A  PHEASANT. 

A  Bpobtsxanlxkb  (?)   Song   Fom 

Sbptbmbib. 

Axbp-*<  Fom  ar§  Quem  of  m¥  Bteri  T^ 

1  siAim  in  the  oopfes  nghinflr 
As  the  eroel  honn  creep  by. 
And  I  see  TOU  slowly  fljing 
Abore  the  trees  on  high. 
Toor  wondnms  wealth  of  f  eatiier 

Hts  weaTed  a  subtle  spell. 

And  1  softly  wonder  whether 

Toa'd  reidly  taste  as  welL 

For  my  hand  is  fairly  steady 

Thoogh  my  heart  IB  beating  faat. 
Oh,  tell  me  fiiat  you  too  are  ready 
To  make  this  hour  yoor  last. 
For  repentaaee  may  oome  when  ire*re 
sober, 
Let's  seise  on  the  ehanoe  while  we 
may;  bar? 

Then  why  should  we  wait  till  Ooto- 
Ohl  Why  not  be  shot  to-day? 

OhI  tell  me  ^y,  why  should  I 
remember, 
With  a  thooi^tof  wild  alarm. 
That  all  thnmgh  the  month  of 
sweet  September 
Yon  shoold  be  free  from  harmu 
Why,  wiiy  does  yoor  beauty  tA- 
slaTe  me,  [allow. 

As  it  does,   yon*re  boand  to 
Oh  I  say  bnt  the  word  that  will 
save  me. 
And  tell  me  to  shoot  Ton  now. 
For  my  heart  is  wildly  Seating 
(As  it's  often  done  before). 
And  the  moments  madly  fleeting 
Are  going  to  oome  nerer  more. 
For  repentance  may  come  when  we  're 
sober, 
Let's  seise  on  the  ohanoe  while  we 
may. 
Then    ^y  shoold    we    wait    till 
October? 
Oh!  Why  not  be  shot  to-day? 


''THE  GRATUITOUS  OPINION." 

(A  Story  for  ike  Long  Vacation,) 

The  Eminent  Lawyer  was  about  to  return  to  his  pnTate  address, 
when  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door  of  his  Chambers.  Me  attended  to 
the  summons  himself,  and  found  facing  him  an  elderly  and  carefxilly 
dressed  indlYidual. 

'*  That  some  of  my  suburban  neighbours  desire  the  information, 
must  be  my  excuse  for  troubling  you,''  said  the  Tisitor. 

**Nay,  do  not  apologise,''  returned  the  Eminent  &.C.,  "it  is  my 
pleasantest  dutY  to  giYC  legal  tips  or  applications  to  anybody.  It  is 
not  altogether  lucratiYe,  as  I  deliYcr  them  for  nothing,  but  then  on 
the  other  hand,  they  are  suitable  for  insertion  in  the  papers,  and 
that  is  a  comforting  consideration.    What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

'*  1  haYc  to  ask  you  on  behalf  of 
my  suburban  neighbours,"  con- 
tinued the  Yisitor,  ^*  whether  there 
is  any  principle  which  is  accepted  by 
Judges  to  regulate  their  decisions  in 
cases  where  drunkenness  seems  to  be 
the  incentiYC  of  crime  ?" 

«*1  shall  only  be  too  glad  to  find 
a  solution  to  a  problem  which  ap- 
pears one  of  great  difficulty— the 
more  especially  as  certain  inhabi- 
tants of  the  suburbs  are  so  deeply 
interested  in  the  subject.  It  seems 
to  me  that  some  Judges  think  one 
WBY  and  some  another.'' 

"  That  is  strange,"  murmured  the 
Yisitor.  '*  Oannot  their  Lordships 
oome  to  a  common  conclusion  ?  " 

**  I  fear  not,"  replied  the  Eminent 
Oounsel,  with  a  mournful  smile.  "  It 
is  merely  a  question  of  opinion. 
HowcYer,     I     take     it    that    one 


would  be  perfectly  safe  to  commit  a  murder  under  the  influence  of 
delirium  tremens,^ 

"I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you  for  the  informatian,"  said  the 
Yisitor,  *'  as  now  I  know  what  to  do." 

'*  You  are  not  homicidal,  I  trust ! "  exclaimed  the  Lawjrer,  jump- 
in?  up  from  his  chair,  and  taking  protection  behind  a  desk. 
'*  I  haYC  the  greatest  possible  objection  to  homicidal  clients." 

**  Be  under  no  apprehension,"  was  the  replY.  "  I  haYe  a  strong 
desire  to  shorten  the  life  of  a  certain  person,  out  haye  not  the  nenre 
to  do  it.  If  I  CYcr  succeed,  will  it  be  a  case  deserYing  capital 
punishment  ?  " 
The  Lawyer  pondered  a  moment,  and  then  replied. 
'*  I  haYC  no  wish  to  offer  my  counsel ;  but,  as  you  haYe  exhausted 
my  time  for  consideration,  I  would  propose  that  you  should  try  the 
matter  for  yourself.    Become  intoxicated,  put  yourself  within  the 

clutches  of  the  law,  and  then 
whether  his  Lordship  will 
the  black  cap." 

"You  are  Yery  ^:ood,"  returned 
the  would-be  homicide,  *'  but  I  baYe 
one  difficulty.  When  I  make  up 
my  mind  to  remoYe  a  person  by 
unconYentional  means  (for  ohoioe.  a 
carYing-knife),  and  consume  the 
necessary  amount  of  alcohol  toinaoie 

intoxication ^" 

"Yes,"  inteijected  the  Lawyer. 
who  had  now  opened  the  outer  door. 
'*  I  find,  on  reaching  intoxication, 
that  I  haYe  entirely  forgotten  the 
identity  of  the  man  I  haYe  marked 
for  my  Yictim.  Then  I  haYe  got  to 
grow  sober  before  I  can  remember 
who  it  is.    AnnoYing,  isn't  it  ?  " 

And,  wishing  the  Sminent  Coonnl 
a  pleasant  holiday,  the  Yisitor  disap- 
peared into  the  Inner  Temple* 
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Reflection  poliahed  of  high- 
bred 
And  unrefleotinff  graces, 
I  scintillate  o*cr  Btrsphoit's 


THE   HAT  TO  THE    PARASOL. 

(A  Scherzo  in  Nobs  and  Stieks,) 


At  ^ala»  rout  or  raoes ; 
Mine  is  the  black  bat  comely 
blend,  [touches 

And  mine  the  crowninff 
That  so  demnrelv  recommend 

The  dandy  to  the  duchess. 

Out  on  thee,  cruel  Parasol, 

Of  lace,  the  pearl,  and  satin ; 
And  glinting  like  a  fairy  doll 

With    many   a  burnished 

patin;  fdame 

Cool,  charminr  as  the  dainty 

Who  twirls  thy  coromandel ; 

Thou  flauntest  proudly  since 

thy  name,  [handle  I 

Like   hers,    can   boast  its 

The  cynosure   of  wondering 
beatix^ 
I  boast  a  soul  above  thee ; 
No  fate  can  mar  my  calm  re- 
pose, [thee ; 
Or  make  me  cease  to  love 
Supreme  above  the  common 
tile, 
My  own  a&ronts  unheeding, 
I  bow  and   compliment  and 
smile. 
The  Chesterfield  of  breeding. 


Out    on    thee,   trinket    idly 
swayed! 
Could  any  courtier  dare  aee, 
Throiigh  such  perfections  wo 
displayed,  [merei-*  ? 

The  mere  ''BelU  Dams  tans 
Could  man  believe  a  thing  so 
soft, 
60  framed  for  gentle  passion. 
Might  wound,  and  wound  not 
once  but  oft 
The  jaunty  glass  of  f  aidiion  ? 

Tet  sooth  it  is ;  and  herel  stand 

A  martyr  to  my  tenets — 
That   orthodoxy  smooth  and 
Brand  [Bkhw  jut's  : 

Of    LurooLir's    fane    and 
Unruffled  once   and    nnper- 
nlexed, 

Collapsing  now  like  jelly. 
And  but  a  sermon  on  the  text 

Sic  trarmt  iux  eapeUL 

I  who  have  braved  our  fitful 

climes  drenches. 

And  laughed  when  tempest 

And  shaken  off  the  dust  that 

grimes  [bendies« 

Pews,  cushioned  stalls  and 

Survived  the  counterblasting 

itow,  [so— 

And  Summer  gales  that  roar 

I  ne'er  imagined  such  a  foe 

Could  trounce  me  to  a  torso. 


THE  POTATO  AND  THE  HEPTARCHY. 

{A  Sensible  Song  for  the  Silly  Seaeon,) 

["Etoh  the  Potato  and  the  Heptarchy  will  not 
leave  us  perfectly  equipped." — 2vW  Dailjf  New* 
on  *<  Why  Toung  Men  DonH  Many,"] 

The  Tater  and  the  Heiytarchy 
Were  walking  hand-in-hand ; 

They  wept  like^* first-night"  Stalls  to  see 
The  folly  of  the  land ; 

**  If  fools  would  not  talk  fiddlededee,'* 
They  said  **it  tooti/cfbe  grandl  " 

'*  If  modest  maids  with  towzled  mops 

On  you  and  me  were  dear, 
Do  you  suppose,"  the  Tater  said, 

'*  More  men  would  wed  each  vear  ?  " 
'*  I  doubt  it,"  said  the  Heptarchy^ 

**  They  only  mean  to  sneer  I 

'* '  0  Maidens,  come  and  cook  for  us ! ' 
They— shamming  love— beseech. 

*  Oh.  tell  us  about  Baxon  times  I 
The  course  of  history  teach  I ' 

But  what  they  really  want  is  'tin ; ' 
A  thumping  share  for  each. 

'*  A  girl  may  cook  like  any  cheft 
And  know  all  Hallam  through. 

May  be  a  dab  at  darning  socks. 
Or  msking  Irish  stew ; 

But  what  young  cubs  care  for  is  cash, 
And  not  for  me  or  you. 

'*  Thev  want  to  lead  an  easv  life. 
And  have  good  weeds  and  wine. 

Without  these  luxuries,  a  wife 
They  scomfullj  decline. 

For  Benedick*  $  life  of  manly  strife 
The  fops  are  far  too  fine." 

*'  The  Season 's  come,  the  Tater  said, 

To  write  of  many  things : 
Of  frocks — and  socks— and  needle- work — 

And  babes— and  bonnet-strings ; 
But  all  the  lot  talk  utter  rot. 

Let  the  fools  have  their  flings  I 

**  Their  jibes  at  girls,  their  games,  their 
carls. 
Their  wastefulness,  their  waist. 


Their  jeamings  to  hook  Dukes  and  Earls, 

Their  matrimonial  haste. 
Are  the  crude  chat  of  cubs  and  churls. 

And  in  the  vilest  taste. 

"  But  when  they  prate  of  you  and  me, 

As  the  two  gifts  they  want, 
Say  Classic  lore  and  Cookery 

Are  things  for  which  they  nant ; 
Believe  me,  my  dear  Heptarchy, 

They  plumb  profoundest  Cant  I " 


SEA-SIDE  ILLS. 

(By  Our  Man  Over^hored,) 

SEA-SIDTLL— THE  PIEE  BAND. 

'T18  the  Band  of  the  Corporation— 
And  it  plays  on  that  body's  pier ; 


And  one  knows  by  the  way 
That  the  instruments  play. 

That  the  talent  is  not  too  dear. 

And  the  trombone  is  not  too  clear ; 
Wlien  it  has  to  play  quick 
It  is  moistful  and  thick, 


For  the  trombone  is  fond  of  beer- 
It  is  nurtured  on  pots  of  beer. 

'lis  the  Band  of  the  Corporation^ 
And  the  comet  is  fat  just  here ; 

And  he 's  short,  and  bull-necked. 

When  you  come  to  reflect 
How  he  wastes  all  his  wind,  'tis  queer 
That  the  man  should  be  stout  just  here ! 

But  the  noise  of  the  throat 

In  the  solos  denote 
That  the  comet  is  fond  of  beer  — 
It 's  been  brought  up  on  pots  of  beer. 

'Tis  the  Band  of  the  Corporation— 
And  I  know  why  that  Band  is  queer. 

For  I  see  in  the  face 

Of  the  trombone  a  trace 
Of  the  blackguard  who  blows  it  near 
Me  in  Town,  at  most  times  of  year  I 

And  I  mark,  too,  the  face 

Of  that  beastly  big-bass— 
(Which  has  also  been  reared  on  beer) — 

And  I  know,  too,  the  face 

Of  that  other  disffrace. 
The  fat  comet  I    They  've  come  down  here — 
They  've  been  borrowed,  and  lent  new  gear  I 

But  I  know  them  of  old. 

And  in  spite  of  the  gold 
Round  the  nats.  with  the  |peaks  just  here, 
I  can  see  who  tnev  are  while  near. 

They  wear  bowlers  in  Town, 

And  frock- coats  which  are  orown, 
On  account  of  their  age — or  beer  I 
For  thev  play  to  the  public  for  beer ; 

For  thev  stand  and  they  blow 

On  the  kerb  in  a  row. 
And  then  f^o^  to  the  public  for  beer  I 
And  so  this  is  the  Band  doitn  here  I 


**Thbsb  Choibs  Festival."— Curious  co- 
incidence, if  tme,  that  when  Miss  Jbssib  Exko 
was  charmingly  giving  the  contralto  song, 
**  While  my  Watch  I'm  Keeping,''  a  gentle- 
man in  the  crowded  audience  suddenly  put  hia 
hand  to  his  waistooat-pocket  and  exclaimed, 
**  Good  gracious !  it  *s  gone  I "  He  will  never 
forget  the  title  of  that  song.  The  watoh 
off  its  guard. 


NOTICE.— Sejeeted  CommnnjleatioBS  or  Coatribntlons,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawinni  or  Pictures  of  any  daseription,  will 
in  no  cake  be  retutied,  not  even  when  aocompaaied  by  a  Stamped  and  Addressed  SnVMope,  Oover,  or  Wt$flfn,    fo  tiUi  nli 
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'ARRY   AT   'ARRYQATE. 

Dkajk  Ch^blib, — Kum  mix  this  'ere  world 

iSf  yer  neyer  know  wot  'U  oome  next  I 
Don*t  emagfine  I  'ye  sent  yer  a  sermon,  and 

treacle  this  out  as  my  text ; 
But  really  life's  tom-nps  are  twisters.    Ton 

lay  out  for  larks,  'ealth,  and  tin, 
But  wheneTer  von  think  it's  '*a  moral," 

that  orock,  ^*  Unexpected,"  romps  in. 

Who'd    ha'   thought    of    me  jacking  np 

soddent,  and  giving  the   Sawhones   a 

torn? 
Who'd     ha'    piotered    me    ** Taking    the 

Waters"?    Ah  I  Charlie,  'twoshodds 

on  the  Urn 
With  Yours  Truly,  this  time,  I  essure  you. 

I  fancied  as  Tot'nam-Court  Bead 
Would  be  trying  its  'and  on  my  tombstone 

afore  the  green  oom  wos  full  growed. 

Bad,  Ghabixb?    You  bet!    'Twas  screw- 

matios  and  liver,  old  Pill-box  declared. 
Knocked  me  slap  on  my  perch,  fair  'eels 

uppards.    I  tell  tou  I  felt  a  bit  scared, 
And  It  left  me  a  yaller-skinned  skelinton, 

weak,  and,  wot 's  wus,  stoney-broke. 
If  it  hadn't  a  bin  for  my  nunkv,  your  pal 

might  have  jest  done  a  croak. 

Uncle  NoBBS,  a  Gat's-butcher  at  Clapton, 

who 's  bin  in  luck's  way,  and  struck 

ile. 
Is  dead  nuts  on  Yours  Truly.  Old  josser,  and 

grumpy,  but  he 's  made  his  pile. 
Saw  me  settin'  about  in  the  garden,  jest 

like  a  old  saffron-gill'd  ghost 
A-waitin^  for  oock-crow  to  'ook  it,  and 

hanxious  to  'ear  it— a'most. 

6ei 


Where  the  Primrose  Path  leads  to,  my  pip- 
pin, I  'm  cocksure  can't  'ave  a  wus  smell. 

Like  bad  eggs,  salt,  and  tenpenny  nails  biled 
in  bilge  water.  Eugh  I  Old  Pump  Well  ? 

Wy  then  let  well  alone,  is  my  motter,  or 
leastways,  it  would  be,  I  'm  sure, 

Butlfor  Black— local  doctor,  a  stunner!— 
who 's  got  me  in  'and  for  a  cure. 

I  'm  not  nuts  on  baths  took  too  reglar ;  but 

'Arrygate  baths  ain't  'arf  .bad. 
When  you  git  a  bit  used  to  'em,  Chablik. 

I  squirmed,  though  fust  off,  dear  old  lad ! 
They  so  soused,  and   so   slapped,  and   so 

squirted  me.    Messing  a  feller  about 
Don*t   come   nicer  for  calling   it  masisge. 

But  there,  it's  O.K.  I  've  no  doubt. 

They  squat  you  upon  a  low  shelf,  with  a  sort 

of  a  water-can  **  rose  " 
At  the  nape  of  yer  neck,  while  a  feller  in 

front  squirts  yer  down  with  a  'ose. 


he,  "Wy,  the 
that  P 


boy  is  a  bone-bag! 
Converlescent  ?     Oh, 


Wot's 

•fudge! 
He 's  a  slipinng  his  cable,  and  drifting  out 

sea-warids,  if  J'm  any  judge. 
I  was  ditto  some  twenty  year  back.  Bob,  and  *ArTfg&U 

fust  set  me  up. 
Wot  saved  the  old  dog,  brother  Bobzbt,  may  probably 

suit  the  young  pup. 

"  Cam't  qfford  it  P    O'course  yer  cam't,  Jbwht  ;  but— 

thanks  be  to  'orse-fiesh— Jean " 

Well,  he  tipped  us  a  fifty-quid  crisp  'un — tnd  Boosk 

sent  me^ere ;  he 's  my  Man ! 
Three  weeks'  '*  treatment  "I     Well,  threes   into   Mty 

means  cutting  a  bit  of  a  dash ; 
Good  grub,  nobby  togs,  local  doctor,  baths,  watars,  and 

everytnink  flash.  ,  _ 

But  way-oh. 


**'Apnr  'AbbtI"  sez  you. 

Chablib  I    'Arrygate  isn  't  all  jam. 
Me  Jolly?    Well,  mate,  if   you  arsk  me, 

I  cam't  'ardly  say  as  I  ham. 
To  spread  myself  out  with  the  toppers  is 

proper,  no  doubt,  bonny  boy ; 
Butr— I  wish  it  wos  Brighton,  or  Margit,  or 

somewheres  a  chap  could  enjoy. 

Oh,  them  '*  Waters,"  old  man ! !  I    S'elp  me 

never  I  yer  don't  kow  wot  nastvness  is 
Till  you  've  tried  *'  Sulphur  'ot  and  strong," 

fastinff.    The  Kissing  (Hn.  taken  a-nzz. 
Isn't  wui  than  ditch-water  ana  sherbet ;  but 

Sulphur  I !  I    It 's  eased  my  game  leg ; 
But  I  go  with  my  heart  in  my  mouth,  and 

I  feel  like  a  blooming  bad  hegg. 

B-r-r-r-rl  Beastliness  isn't  the  word, 
Chabub.  Language  seems  out  of  it, 
slap. 

When  I  took  my  fust  twelve  ounces  'ot,  from 
a  gal  with  a  snowv  white  cap. 

And  cheeks  like  ablush-roeefor  Sloominess— 


well,  I  'm  a  gent,  but,  vah-bah  I 
I  jest  did  a  guy  at  the  double, 


nodding  ta-ta  I 


VOL.  cnr. 


without  even 


He  slaps  you  as  though  you  wos  batter,  he 
kneads  you  as  if  you  wos  dou^h. 

And  ^ves  yer  wot  for  on  the  spine,  till  you 
git  in  a  doose  of  a  glow. 

Then   you're  popped  in  a  big  iron  ca^re, 

where   the   'ose  plays   upon   you  like 

fun; 
A  lawn,  or  a  house  a-fire,  Chablib,  could 

not  be  more  thoroughly  done. 
Sez  I,  '*  I  'm  insured^  dontcher  know,  mate ; 

so  don't  wasf^  the  water,  d  *ye  'ear  Y  " 
But   he   didn't  appear   to   arf   twig.     He 

seemed  jest  a  bit  thick  in  the  clear. 

Then  the  bars  of  yer  cage  busies  out  like  a 

lot  of  scent  fountings  a-play— 
'Taint    oder     coUmg,    though,    by   hodds; 

sulphur  strong  seems  the  local  hokay. 
They  cidl  this  the  **  Needle  Bath."  Chablib. 

It  give  me  tiie  needle  fust  off ; 
'Cos  the  spray  would  git  into  my  eves,  and 

the  squelch  made  me  sputter  ana  cough. 

Then  they  wrop  you  well  up  in  'ot  towels, 
and  leave  yer  five  minutes  to  bake. 

And  that 's  the  '*  Aix  D<mehe,''  as  they  call 
it.    /  call  it  the  funniest  fake 


In  the  way  of  a  bath  I  'ave  met  with ;  but, 

bless  yer,  it  passes  the  time. 
And  I  shan't  want  a  tub  for  a  f ortnit  when 

back  in  Old  Babbylon's  grime. 

Dull  'ole,  this  'ere  'Arrygate,  Chablib  !  The 

only  fair  fun  I  can  find 
Is  watching  the  poor  sulphur-swiggers,  a- 

gargling  and  going  it  blind. 
Oh,  the  sniffs  and  sour  faces,  old  fellow,  the 

shudders  and  shivers,  and  sighs ; 
The  white  lips  a-working  like  rabbits',  the 

sheepish  blue-funk  in  their  eyes ! 

Old  Pump  Boom 's  a  hoctygon  building,  rum 

blend  like  of  chapel  and  bar. 
With  a  big  stained -glass  winder  one  side, 

hallygorical  subject !    So  far 
As  I've  yet  made  it  out,  it's  a  hangel  a- 

stirrin^  up  somethink  like  suds. 
**A-troublmg  the  waters,"  I  'card  from  a 

party  in  clerical  duds. 

You  arsk,  like  you  do  at  a  bar,  for  the 

speeches  of  lotion  you  want. 
Some  say  you  git  used  to  the  flaviour,  and 

like  it !    Bet  long  hodds  1  shan*t. 
I've  sampled  the  lot,  my  dear  Chableb, 

Strong  Sulphur  and  Mild,  Coldanci  'Ot ; 
And  all  I  can  say  is.  the  jossers  who  say 

it  ain*t  beastly  talk  rot. 

You  jest  fox  their  faces !  They  enters,  looks 

round,  gives  a  shy  sort  of  sniff. 
Seem  to  contemplate  doing  a  guy,  brace 

their  le^.  keep  their  hupper  lips  stiff ; 
Take  their  tickets,  walk  up  to  the  counter, 

assumin'  a  sham  sort  of  bounce. 
And  ask,  shame-faced  like,  for  their  gargle, 

'as  p'r'aps  is  a  'ot  sixteen  bounce. 

When  they  git  it.  a-f  ume  in  a  tumbler,  a- 

smelling  like  negg-ohests  gone  wrong. 
They  squirm,  ask  the  snowy-capped  gurl, 

•*Is  thU  right?"-*' Yes,  S&.  Sixteen 

ounoe,  strong  I " 
Sez  the  minx  with  a  cold  kind  o'  smile. 

**Ah— h— h!  /)«rcisely!"  they  smirks, 

and  walks  round. 
With  this  "  Yorkshire  Stinko"  in  their 

'ands— and  their  'earts  in  their  mouths 

I '11  be  bound. 

Then— Gulp !  Oh  Gewillikins,  Chablib  1  it 
gives  yer  the  ditherums,  it  do. 

Bad  enough  if  you  'ave  to  wolf  one,  but  it 
fair  gives  yer  beans  when  'tis  two. 

The  wictims  waltz  round,  looking  white,  wish- 
ing someone  wotdd  just  spul  their  wet. 

And— there  's  'ardly  a  glass  **  returned 
empty"  but  wot  shows  its  'eel-taps, 
you  bet ! 

This  is  "  Takinff  the  Waters  "  at  'Arrygate ! 

WelL  I  shall  soon  take  my  'ook. 
Speshal  Scotch  j  at  my  favourite  pub,  from 

that  sparkling  young  dona,  Nell  Cook, 
Will  do  me  a  treat  arter  this,  mate,  and 

come  most  pertikler  A  1. 
'Ow  I  long  to  be  back  in  **  The  Village," 

dear  boy,  with  its  bustle  and  fun ! 

Still,  the  air  'ere's  as  fresh  as  thev  make 
it,  and  gives  yer  a  doose  of  a  peck. 

And  DuNSiNO,  the  Boss  at  "The  Crown," 
does  yer  proper.    I  came  'ere  a  wreck ; 


spite  of  rum  baths  and  bad  smells. 

That  Fifty  is  nearly  played  out,  and  my 
slapat  the  Ebor  went  wrong — 

I  'd  a  Yorkshire  tyke's  tip,  too^  old  man ; 
but  I'm  stoney,  though  still  ** going 
strong" 

(As  Lord  Arthur  remarks  in  the  play),  so 
no  more  at  **The  Crown"  I  must 
tarry,  ^      J^ 

But  if  'Arrygate  wants  a  good  wbrJ— aTto 
'ealth— it  shall  'ave  it  from       'Abbt. 
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COMPANY/' 


Nevotpaper  Boy  (niddenXy,  at  tnndcw).  *'  Waut  an  0b3ERVMR,  CAPTAm  ? " 

Mathilds  {on  Honeymoon  Trip).  **0h,  Fexddu,  dxa£  1    No  t  mo  1 !    Do  lit  us  bs  quitb  alokk  I' 


THB  PIGHTING  ''FOUDROYANT'' 

BsiNo  TuooBD  TO  ITS  Labt  Bskth— IK  A  Shipbkiaxsb's  Yard. 

{A  Thsme  from  Turner  treated  in  Modem  Britiah  dyle,  with  Apologiee 
to  the  FatrioHe  Painter  of  *'  The  Fighting  *  Thnirair9.*  **) 

"  Mathap  jou  have  heard,  that  as  dear  as  their  lives, 
AU  true-hearted  Tars  loye  their  ships  and  their  iriYes." 
8o  DiBDDr  declared,  and  he  spoke  for  the  Tar ; 
He  knew  Jack  so  well,  hoth  in  peace  and  in  war  I 
But  hsnff  it  I  times  chancre,  and  'tis  sad  to  relate, 
The  old  iMhdinish  morals  seem  quite  out  of  date : 
Stick  close  to  your  ship,  lads,  like  mtch  till  you  die  f — 
That  sounds  nonsense  to-day,  and  I  'U  tell  ye  for  why. 

The  good  old  Jbn^ro^oni— how  memory  dwells  on 
Those  hniTe  fighting  names !— was  once  flag-ship  to  KxuBOir. 
But  NxLSON,  you  know,  died  a  good  while  ago, 
And  his  flag-ship  has  gone  s  hit  shaky,  and  so 
JoBK  Bull,  who 's  now  full  of  low  shopkeemng  cares, 
And  thinks  more  of  the  Stocks  than  of  naval  anairs. 
Regards  not ''  Old  Memories,"  that  **  eat  off  their  head." 
Turn  old  cracks  out  to  grass  ?    No,  let 's  sell  'em  instead! 

A  ahip  's  like  the  high-mettled  racer  once  sung 
By  that  same  dashing  Dibdik  of  patriot  tongue. 
Grown  aged,  used  up,  is  he  honoi^ed  f    No,  zounds  I 
*'  The  high-mettled  racer  is  sold  to  the  hounds  I " 
And  so  with  a  harky  of  glorious  name, 
(It  is  business,  of  course — and  a  Thundering  Shame  !) 
Worn  out.  she  is  nought  hut  spars,  timbers  and  logs, 
And  so,  like  the  horse,  should  oe  sold— to  the  dogsl 

As  for  the  FoudroyanL  the  vessel  was  trim 

When  it  fought  with  the  French,  for  Jomr  Bull,  under  J7im, 

The  Star  of  the  Nile.    Yes,  it  carried  Aw  flag. 

When  it  captured  the  Frenchman.    There 's  no  need  to  brag. 

Or  to  say  swagger  things  of  a  generous  foe. 

Besides,  things  have  doosedly  altered,  you  know. 

We're  no  more  like  Nelsov  than  I  to  a  Merman ; 

We  can  sell  his  flag-ahip  for  firewood,  to  the  German  I 


Sounds  nice,  does  it  not  f    If  that  great  one-armed  Shade 
Could  look  down  on  the  bargain  he 'd— swear,  1  'm  afraid 
(If  his  death-purged  bold  spirit  held  yet  ought  of  earth). 
And  I  fancy  'twill  move  the  gay  Frenchman  to  mirth 

To  hear  this  last  story  of  shop-keeping  Jomr 

Or  his  huckster  officials.    The  Frenchman,  the  Den, 
The  Dutchman,  all  foes  we  have  licked,— may  wax  bold 
When  they  hear  that  the  brave  dd  FUtdroyant  is— Sold  1 1 1 

Great  Tubkxe  has  pictured  the  old  TSmh-aire 
Tugged  to  her  last  berth.    Why  the  sun  and  the  air 
In  that  soul -stirring  canvas,  seem  fired  with  the  glory 
Of  such  a  brave  ship,  wiUi  so  splendid  a  story  I 
Well,  look  on  that  picture,  my  lads,  and  on  this  ! 
And— no,  do  not  crack  out  a  curse  like  a  hiss. 
But  with  stout  CoNAK  DoTLB— A«  has  passion  and  nip  I — 
Demand  that  they  give  us  back  Nslsoh's  old  Ship! 

British  hands  from  protecting  her  who  shall  debar  F 

Ne'er  ingratitude  lurked  in  the  heart  of  a  Tar. 

*'  (Sings  DiBDDr)  That  Ship  from  the  breakers  to  sdve" 

Is  the  plainest  ox  duties  e'er  put  on  the  brave. 

While  a  rsg,  or  a  timber,  or  roar,  she  can  boast, 

A  place  of  prime  honour  on  Albion's  coast 

Should  be  hers  and  the  Victory' $  !    Let  us  not  saj. 

Like  the  fish-hucksters,  '*  Memories  are  cheap,  Sir,  to-day  I " 

EcGLBSiAflTiCAL  Tastx. — A  condimcnt  not  much  in  favour  with 
High  Churchmen  just  now,  must  be  **  Worcester  Sauce."  It  is 
warranted  to  neutralise  the  very  highest  flavour. 


Impromptu. 

Of  "  nmered  leaves "  I     Perhaps  e'er.long 

And  ^  garnered  sheaves  "  Their  simple  song 

Sing  sentimental  donkeys.      |        Willbeof  Garnered  Monkeys  I 


**  A  Railway  from  Joppa  to  Jerusalem"  sounds  like  a  Seripiural 
line.  In  future,  '*  going  to  Jericho"  will  not  imply  social  banish- 
ment, M  the  party  sent  thither  will  be  able  to  take  a  return-ticket 
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OF   MALICE    AFORETHOUGHT. 

Chtery  OfficidL  *'All  First  Glass  'srb,  please  ?" 

Degenerate  Son  of  the  Vikings  (in  a  feeble  voice),  "  First  Class  t    Now  do  I  look  it  f  " 


THE  LAT  OF  THE  LAST  KITiaHT. 

Mr  name  and  style  are  Ellis  Ashmeab  Baet — 

Ah !  happy  axifirory.    Would  I  could 

Leaye  it  so.    But  'twill  not  do. 

like  soap  of  Monkey  brand, 

It  will  not  wash  clothes, 

Or,  in  truth,  oueht  else. 

'Tis  but  an  acciaent  of  rhythm 

Bom  of  the  imperative  mood  that  makes  one 

Start  a  poem  oi  this  kind  on  ten  feet, 

However  it  may  thereafter  crawl  or  soar. 

What  I  realty  was  about  to  remark  was  that 

My  name  and  style  are  Ellts  Ashkead  Babi- 

LsTT,  Knignt ;  late  Civil  Lord  of  Admiralty. 

Tou  know  me.  I  oome  from  Sheffield ;  at  least 

I  did  on  my  return  thenoe 

Upon  re-election. 

u. 

A  aad  world  this,  my  masters,  as  someone — 

Was  it  my  friend  Shakspeabe  P— 

Says.    The  sadness  arises  upon  reflection,  not 

That  I  'm  a  Eni^ht,  but  that  I  am,  so  to  speak, 

A  Knight  of  only  two  letters. 

As  thus— £t.    *  Tis  but  a  glimmer  of  a  night. 

If  I,  thouj? h  sore  at  heart,  may  dally  with 

The  En^rlish  tongue 

And  make  a  pensiye  pun. 

m. 

Of  course  I  expected  different  things  from 

The  Mabkiss. 

What's  the  use,  what's  the  purpose. 


Of  what  avail,  wherefore. 

That  a  man  shoidd  descend  from  the 

Spacious  times  of  Elizabeth  with  nothing 

In  his  hand  other  than  a  simple  Knighthood  F 

Anyone  could  do  that. 

It  mi^ht  be  done  to  anyone. 

He,  him,  all,  any,  both,  certain,  few. 

Many,  much,  none,  one,  other,  another. 

One  another,  several^  some,  such  and  whole. 

Why,  he  made  a  Knight 

At  the  same  time, 

In  the  same  manner, 

Of 

Maple 

Bluitdell  I 

IT. 

Look  here,  Mabeiss,  you  know. 

This  won't  do. 

It  may  pass  in  a  crowd,  but  not  with 

Ellis  Ashmead  Babt 

(There  it  is  again.    Evidently  doesn't  matter 

About  the  feet) 

Lett. 

V. 

And  vet  Mabxiss,  mine, 
I  shall  not  despair. 
You  are  somewhat  out  of  it 
At  the  present  moment. 
And  I  am  not  sure — 
Not  gorged  with  certainty — 
That  Mr.  G.  would  be 
Inclined  to  make  amends. 


He  is  old ;  he  is  aggd. 
Prejudice  lurks  amid 
His  scant  white  looks, 
And  forbids  the  stretch- 
ing forth  of  generous  hand  in  whose 
Recesses  ooyly  glint 
The  Bart  or  K.  C.  B. 

VI. 

But  70U  are  not  everyone ; 

Nor  18  he.    Nor  do  both  together 

In  the  aggregate 

Compose  the  great  globe 

And  all  that  therein  is. 

I  'U  wait  awhile,  possessing  my  soul  in 

Patienc*. 

Everything  comes  to  the  man  who  waits. 

(Sometimes,  ^tU  true,  'tis  the  bobby 

WhL>  nsks  what  he 's  loafing  there  for, 

And  bidfl  him 

Move  on* 

That  is  a  cbauoe  the  brave  resolute  soul 

Faces, )    The  pity  of  it  is 

That  you,  Mabeiss,  having  so  much  to  giTe, 

So  little  gave 

To 
Me. 

vn. 
Oh,  Mabeiss  !  Mabelss  ! 
Had  I  but  served  my  Gladstone 
As  I  have  served  thee, 

He  would  not  have  f orsak 

But  that 's  another  story. 


The  New  Hopeba  of  'Addoe  'All.— The 
title  finally  decided  upon  for  the  Suixtvajt- 
GBX72n)T  Opera  is  Haddon  HaU,  Lovely  for 
'AbbyI  •'^'Ave  you  seen  'Addon  'AUf' 
Then  the '  Abby  who  'as  only  'card  a  portion 
of  it,  wiU  say,  "  I  'addn't  'card  'aU.^AB  a 
Cockney  title,  it's  perfect.  Successful  or  not, 
Author  and  Composer  will  congratulate  them- 
selves that,  to  deserve,  if  not  command 
success,  ikej 'ad don  aUttusy  know.  If  soo- 
cessful,  they  'U  replace  the  aspirates,  and  it 
will  be  .some  time  befoie  they  recover  the 
exact  date  when  they  Had-don  TT^nling  in 
the  ooiiL    Prost^  / 

MiscABBiAQE  OF  JUSTICE.— fiays  the  Poll 
Mail  Oazette : — **  For  knocking  over  a  man 
selling  watercress,  with  f  atid  results,  a  Ham- 
mersmith cabman  has  been  committed  for 
trial  for  manslaughter."  If  this  is  true,  the 
HoxE  Secbetaby  should  immediately  inter- 

C.  The  action  of  knocking  a  man  over  is 
y,  and  may  be  hidefensible.  But  if  the 
Hammersmith  Cabman  had  just  ^unds  for 
belief  that  the  man  was  *'sellmfi:  water- 
cresses  with  fatal  results^"  he  should  ratiber 
be  commended  than  committed  for  triaL 


"Keepino  xtp  the  Chbistofheb."— (-<i 
Note  from  an  Old  FHend).—**  Chbistophsb 
CoLXTMBUs"  indeed  I  As  years  a^  X  told 
Sairey  Oamp  about  her  bothermg  Mrs, 
Harris,  **I  don't  believe  there's  no  sioh  a 

Ssrson."  That 's  what  I  says,  savs  I,  about 
olumbus,  wich  ain't  like  any  other  sort  of 
**  bus"  as  I  see  before  my  blessed  eyes  every 
day.  Yours,        Elizabeth  Peig. 

P.S.— Mr.  EnwDf  Johkbok,  him  as  wrote 
to  the  Times  last  Saturday,  is  of  my  opinion. 
Good  Old  J0HK8OE I 


**HoEOBis  Cau8a."~To  Mr.  Geaiiville 
Money,  son  of  the  Xtector  of  Weylnid^, 
whose  gallant  rescue  of  a  lady  from  drowmnip 
has  recently  been  recorded,  Mr,  Punch  grants 
the  style  and  title  of  ''  Beady  Moeey.''^ 

Q-UEsnoir  aed  Aesweb.— '*Why  don't  I 
writePlaysP"    WhyshooldlP 
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LETTERS   TO   ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  XV.-TO  SWAGOEB. 

Not  long  a^  I  reminded  you  of  Chbpstowe,  the  incomparable  poet 
who  was  at  one  time  sappoeed  to  haye  revolationised  the  art  of  verse. 
Now  he  is  forgotten,  the  riuMight  which  he  never  attempted  to  hide 
under  the  semblance  of  a  boshd,  has  long  since  flickered  its  last,  his 
boasts,  his  swelling  literary  port,  his  quarrels,  his  affeotations—over 
all  of  them  the  dark  waves  of  oblivion  have  passed  and  blotted  them 
from  the  sand  on  which  he  had  traced  them.  But  in  his  day.  as  you 
remember,  while  yet  he  held  his  head  high  and  strutted  in  his 
panoply,  he  was  a  man  of  no  small  consequence.  Quite  an  army  of 
satellitefl  moved  with  him,  and  did  his  bidding.  To  one  of  them  he 
would  say,  *' Praise  me  this  author,"  and  straightway  the  fire  of 
eulogy  would  begin.  To  another  he  would  dedare—and  this  was  his 
more  frequent  course—'*  So-and-so  has  dared  to  hint  a  fault  in  one 
of  us ;  he  has  hesitated  an  offensive  dislike.  Let  him  be  scarified," 
and  f ordiwith  the  painted  and  feathered  young  braves  drew  forth 
their  axes  and  scalping-knives,  and  the  work  of  slaughter  went 
merrily  forward.  Youtb,  modesty,  honest  effort, 
eenuine  merit,  a  manifest  desire  to  range  apart 
from  the  loud  storms  of  literary  controversy, 
these  were  no  protection  to  the  selected  victim. 
And  of  course  the  operations  of  the  Ghepstowe- 
ites,  like  the  ** plucking"  imagined  hv  Mqfor 
Pendennii,  were  done  in  public.  For  they  had 
their  organ.  Week  by  week  in  T?ie  Metropo" 
Utan  MeMsenqer  they  disburdened  themselveB, 
each  one  of  his  little  load  of  spite  and  insolence 
and  vanity,  and  with  much  loud  shouting  and 
blare  of  adulatorv  trumpets  called  the  attention 
of  the  public  to  tneir  heap  of  purchasable  rub- 
bish. There  lived  at  this  time  a  great  writ^. 
whose  name  and  fame  are  'stiU  revered  by  idl 
who  love  strong,  nervous  English,  vivid  des- 
cription, and  oonsummate  literary  art.  He  stood 
too  high  for  attack.  Only  in  one  way  oould  the 
herd  of  passionate  prigs  who  waited  on  Chsp- 
STOWS  do  him  an  ixijury.  Thev  could  attempt, 
and  did,  to  imitate  his  sl^le  in  tneir  own  weekly 
scribblings.  CorrupUo  optimi  nesnma.  There 
is  no  other  phrase  that  describes  so  well  the 
result  of  these  imitative  efforts.  All  the  little 
tricks  of  the  great  man's  humour  were  repro- 
duced and  def  aoed,  the  dear  stream  of  his  sen* 
tenoes  was  diverted  into  muddy  channels,  the 
airy  creatures  of  his  imagination  were  weighted 
with  lead  and  made  to  perf  (Mm  hideous  antics. 
Never  had  there  been  so  riotous  a  jargon  of 
distorted  affectation  and  ponderous  bidd^ash. 
Smartness— of  a  sortr— these  gentlemen,  no  doubt, 
possessed.  It  is  easy  to  be  accounted  smart  in  a 
certain  circle,  if  only  you  succeed  in  being  inso- 
lent. Merit  of  this  order  the  band  could  boast 
of  nienteously. 

One  peculiarity,  too,  must  be  noted  in  The 
Metropolitan  Messenger,  It  had  a  ma^etic 
attraction  for  all  the  sour  and  sorry  failures 
whose  reputation  and  income,  however  greatij 
in  excess  of  their  deserts,  had  not  equalled  their 
expectation.  The  Cave  of  Adullam  could  not 
have  been  more  abundantiy  stocked  with  dis- 
content. It  is  the  custom  of  the  raUs  everywhere  to  attempt  to 
prevent,  or,  if  that  be  impossible,  to  decry  success  in  others,  in  order 
to  exalt  themselves.  The  **  Metropolitans  "  followed  the  example  of 
many  unillustrious  predecessors,  though  it  must,  in  justice,  be 
added,  that  thev  would  have  been  shocked  to  hear  anyone  impute  to 
tbem  a  want  of  originalityin  their  curious  methods.  In  the  counsels 
of  these  literary  bravos,  WnxiAX  Gbublet  held  a  high  place.  At 
the  IJniversityy  where  he  had  pursued  a  dull  and  dingy  career  of 
modified  respectability,  not  much  was  thought  or  spoken  of  Gbxtb- 
LXT.  If  he  was  asked  what  profession  he  projposed  to  adopt,  he 
would  wink  knowin|[ly,  and  reply,  **  Journalism."  It  sounded  wgU 
-^it  gave  an  impresaon  of  inflnenoe,  and  future  power,  and,  more- 
orer,  it  committed  him  to  nothing.  It  is  just  as  easy  to  say  "  Jour- 
nalism," in  answer  to  the  stock  question,  as  it  is  to  deliver  yourself 
over,  by  anticipation,  to  the  Bar.  the  GhuMh,  or  the  Stock  Exchange. 
Hundreds  of  young  men  at  both  oor  ancient  Universities  look  upon 
Journalism  as  the  easiest  and  most  attractive  of  all  the  professions. 
In  the  first  place  there  are  no  Examinations  to  bar  the  way,  and 
vonr  ordinary  Undergraduate  loathes  an  Examination  as  a  rat  may 
be  supposed  to  loathe  a  terrier.  What  can  be  easier— in  imagination 
—than  to  dash  off  a  leading  artide.  a  bituig  society  sketoh,  a  scath- 
ing review,  to  overturn  andent  idds,  to  inaugurate  movements,  to 
plan  out  pdides  P  All  this  Gsublbt  was  oonndent  of  being  able  to 
00,  aad  he  detennined,  on  tfa«  irtrength  of  a  few  snooessfnl  Cdlege 


Essays,  and  a  reputation  for  smartness,  aoqmred  at  the  expense  of 
his  dwindling  drde  of  intimates,  to  do  it  He  took  Ms  degree,  and 
plunged  into  London.  There,  for  a  timrf,  he  was  lost  to  public 
sight.  But  I  know  that  he  went  through  the  usual  contest. 
Rejected  manusoriDts  poured  back  into  his  room.  Polite,  but  un- 
accommodating Editors,  found  that  they  had  no  use  for  vapid  imita- 
tions of  Addison,  or  feeble  parodies  of  Chasles  Laxb.  Literary 
appreciations,  that  were  to  have  sent  the  ball  of  fame  spinning  up 
the  hill  of  criticiem,  grew  frowsy  and  dog's-eared  with  many 
postages  to  and  fro. 

In  this  protracted  struggle  with  fate  and  his  own  incompetence, 
the  nature  of  Gbublkt,  never  a  very  amiable  one,  became  f ataUy 
soured,  and  when  he  fin^y  managed  to  secure  a  humble  post  on  a 
newspaper,  he  was  a  disappointed  man  with  rs^e  in  his  heart  against 
his  successful  rivals  and  against  the  Editors  who,  as  he  thought,  had 
malidoudy  chilled  his  glowing  aspirations.  His  vanit/,  however,— 
and  he  was  always  a  very  vain  man— had  suffered  no  diminution,  and 
with  the  first  balmy  breezes  of  success  his  arrogance  grew  unbounded. 
Shortly  afterwards,  he  chanced  to  come  in  the  way  of  CESPflTOWX ; 
he  impressed  the  poet  favourably,  and  in  the 
result  he  was  selected  for  a  place  on  the  staff  of 
T?ie  Metropolian  Messenger,  then  striving  by 
every  known  method  to  battle  its  way  into  a 
circulation. 

It  was  at  this  stage  in  his  career  that  I  met 
G&UBLST.  He  was  pointed  out  to  me  as  a  younff 
man  of  promise  who  had  a  trenchant  style,  ana 
had  lately  written  an  artide  on '*  Provindalism 
in  Literature,"  which  had  caused  some  stir  by 
its  bitter  and  uncompromising  attacks  upon 
certain  well-known  authors  ana  journalists.  I 
looked  at  the  man  with  some  interest.  I  saw  a 
pale-faced,  sandv-haired  littie  creature  with  a 
shuffling,  weak-kneed  gait,  who  looked  as  if  a 
touch  n*om  a  moderately  vigorous  arm  would 
have  swept  ^  him  altogether  out  of  existenoe. 
His  manner  was  affected  and  unpleasant,  his 
conversation  the  most  disa^preeable  1  ever  Hstened 
to.  He  was  coarse,  not  with  an  ordinary  coarse- 
ness, but  with  a  kind  of  stale,  fiy-blown  coarse- 
ness as  of  the  viands  in  the  window  of  a  cheap 
restaurant.  He  assumed  a  great  reverence  for 
BABKLais  and  ABnxroPHAKaft ;  he  told  shady 
storifiB^.Toid- of.  point  and  humour,  whidi  you 
wbre  to  suppose  were  modelled  on  the  style  of 
tliese  two  matters.  And  all  the  time  he  gave  you 
to  understand,  with. a  blatant  self-sumdency, 
that  he  himfielif  was  one  of  the  greatest  and  most 
formidable  beings  in  existenoe.  This  was 
Grttblbt  as  I  first  knew  him,  and  so  he  con- 
tinued to  the  end. 

The  one  thing  this  punsr  creature  could  never 
forgive  was  that  anv  of  ms  friends  should  pass 
him  in  the  race.  There  was  one  whom  Gbitblbt 
—the  older  of  the  two— had  at  one  time  honoured 
with  his  patronage  and  approvaL  No  sooner, 
however,  had  the  younger  gained  a  literary 
success,  than  the  sour  Gbvblet  turned  upon 
him,  and  rent  him.  **  This  fellow,"  said  Gbub- 
let, '*  will  get  too  uppish— I  must  show  up  his 
trash  " ;  and  accordingly  he  fulminated  against 
his  friend  in  the  organ  that  he  had  by  that  time 
come  to  consider  as  his  own.  This  baseless  sense  of  proprietorship, 
in  fact,  it  was  that  wreck^  .Gbitblbt.  In  an  evil  moment  for 
himself  he  tried  to  ride  rough-shod  over  CraPSTOWis,  and  that  tem- 
porary genius  dismissed  him  with  a  promptitude  that  should  stand 
to  his  credit  against  many  ahOTtcomuigs.  Gbitblxi,  I  believe, 
still  exists.  Occasionally,  in  obscure  prints,  I  seem  to  detect  traces 
of  his  style.  But  no  one  now  nays  any  attention  to  him.  His 
daws  are  (dipped,  his  teeth  have  be^  filed  down.  He  shouts  and 
struts,  unregarded.  For  we  live,  of  course,  in  milder  and  more 
reasonable  days,  and  the  Gbublbis  can  no  longer  find  a  popular 
market  for  their  wares. 

Only  one  question  remains.    How  in  the  world  can  even  you,  oh 
respected  Swaggeb,  have  derived  any  pleasure  from  witnessmg  the 
penormances  that  Gbublbt  went  through,  after  you  had  persuaded 
him  that  he  was  a  man  of  some  importance? 
I  do  not  expect  an  answer,  and  remain  as  before, 

DioomrM  EoBoraov. 

Iir  Bakoo.— The  stability  of  the  oonoem  having  been  effectually 
proved  by  the  way  in  which  the  Birkbeckers  ^  out  of  the  fire  and 
out  of  the  trying  pan-ic,  and  the  ease  with  which  they  were  ouite  at 
home  to  the  crowds  of  callers  coming  to  inquire  after  tiieir  nealth. 
should  earn  for  them  the  subiidianjf|^^|jO|f  the  Bizk-bedL-and-oall 
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VwiU  Jade  {Umpire).  "  Lovi  all  t " 


A  GOOD   BEGINNING. 

Momieur  le  Barcn.  '*  Lovi  all  t  Parbleu  1  Ji  orou  bixn  1  Zby  akb  adorablms^  tour  KnoxB  1 ' 


PAN  THE  POSTER. 

(A   Modem  Pwvenum   of  Mru    Brovjnim^s 
fowmful  /Wm,  **  A  JiunetU  InstrummU") 

r'*We  19  prewBtcd  jntt  now  witk  two  ipeo- 
tadMy  whioh  may  hflp  ut  to  t«k«  modeit  and 
difldant  Tiewi  of  the  procreM  of  tho  ipeoiet.  •  • . 
At  home  there  ii  en  utterly  unreeaonable  end  un- 
eeooontable  finindel  panic  among  the  deooaiton 
in  the  Birkbeok  Bank,  while  in  America  the  fkee 
and  enlightened  democracy  of  a  portion  of  New 
York  State  hat  luddenly  relapced  into  primitiTe 
barbariam  under  the  influence  of  fear  of  eholenu*' 

What  is  he  doing,  oar  new  god  Pan, 
Far  from  the  reeds  and  the  riyerP 
Spreading  mischief  and  scattering  ban, 
Soreening  'neath  '*  knickers''  his  shanks  of  a 

And  setting  the  wildest  ronumrs  afloat, 
To  set  the  fool-mob  a-shiyer. 

He  frightened  the  shepherds,  the  old  god 
Him  of  the  reeds  hj  the  riyer :  [Pan,* 

Af eared  of  his  faun-face,  Arcadians  ran ; 
Unsoothed  bj  the  pipes  he  so  deftly  ooold 

The  shepherds  and  trayellers  scurried  away 
From  nis  face  bj  forest  or  riyer. 

And  back  to  us,  sure,  comes  the  great  god 
Pan,  [riyer; 

With  his  pipes  from  the  reeds  bj  the 
Starting  a  scare,  as  the  |(oat-god  can. 
Making  a  Man  a  mere  wind-swayed  reed. 
And  moying  the  mob  like  a  leaf  Indeed 

By  a  chill  wind  set  a-quiyer. 

*  Pan,  the  Arcadian  forest  and  rirer-god,  was 
held  to  startle  traTellen  by  hii  sudden  and  terror- 
itriking  appearances.  Hence  sudden  Aright,  with- 
out any  Tiaible  oause,  was  ascribed  to  Pan,  and 
ealled  a  Panic  fear. 


He  finds  it  sport,  does  our  new  god  Pan 
(As  did  he  of  tne  reeds  by  the  riyer), 

To  take  all  the  pith  from  the  heart  of  a  man, 

To  make  him  a  sheep— though  a  tiger  in 
spring, — 

A  cruel,  remorseless,  poor,  cowardly  thiuF, 
With  the  whitest.ox  cheeks— and  liyer  I 

"Who  said  I  was  deadP"  laughs  the  new 
god  Pan 
(Laughs  till  his  faun-cheeks  quiyer),  [plan. 
"I'm  still  at  my  work,  on  a  new-fangled 
Scare  is  my  business ;  I  think  I  sucoeed, 
When  the  Mob  at  my  minstrelsy  shakes  like 
areed. 
And  I  mock,  as  the  pale  fools  shiyer." 

Shrill,  shrill,  shrill,  0  PanI 

Tour  Panio-pipes^f ar  from  the  riyer  I 
Deafening  shnll,  0  Foster-Pan  I 
Turning  a  man  to  a  timorous  brute        [flute 
With  irrational  fear.    From  your  fnmtic 

Ghwd  sense  our  souls  deliyerl 

Men  rush  like  the  Oadaree  swine,  OPanI 

With  contagious  fear  a-shiyer. 
They  flock  like  Pofitir^s's  poor  sheep,  0  Pan  I 
What,  what  shall  the  merest  of  manhood 
Ingeeeei^regarions, panic-stricken   [quicken 

Gke  fnghted  fish  in  the  riyer. 

You  sneer  at  the  shame  of  them,  Poster- Pan, 

Poltroons  of  the  pigeon-liyer. 
Your  placards  gibbet  them,  Poster-Pan, 
Who  crowd  like  ours  in  the  cowardly  crush, 
Who  flock  like  sheep  in  the  brainless  rush 

With  fear  or  greed  a-shiyer. 

You  are  half  a  beast,  0  new  jRod  Pan  I 

To  laugh  (as  you  laughed  by  the  riyer) 
Making  a  brute-beast  oirt  of  a  man : 
The  true  gods  sigh  for  the  oost  and  pain 
Of  Ciyilisation,  which  seems  but  yarn 
When  the  prey  of  your  Panic  shiyer  I 


SIE  GEORGE  AND  THE  DRAG  ON. 

By  a  fFrit&r  of  Books, 

[Sir  Oionos  Tbbybltan,  speaking  te  the 
Institute  of  Joumaliste,  said  that  **  No  one  was 
under  the  obligation  of  writing  hooka,  unless  he  was 
absolutely  called  to  do  so  by  a  oommanding  gsnins.*'] 

Oh  I  tell  me  quickly—not  if  Planet  Mara 
Is  quite  the  best  for  Joumalistio  pars. 
Not  if  the  cholera  wul  play  Old  Harry. 
Not  why  to-day  young  men  don't  and  won't 

marry — 
For  these  I  do  not  care.    Not  to  dissemble. 
My  pen  is,  as  they  say,  "  all  of  a  tremble  "— 
The  pen  that  once  enthralled  the   myriad 

crowd, 
The  pen  that  critics  one  and  all  allowed 
Wrote  pleasantly  and  well,  was  often  funny, 
The  pen  that  brought  renown,  and— better- 
money. 
My  pen  is  stilled.    That  happy  time  is  o  'or. 
Like  that  old  English  King,  I  smile  no  more. 
NoVr  that  Sir  (Secretary)  Gsofioi  has  spoken. 
My  fortunes  (and  alas  I  my  heart)  are  broken; 
For  though  I  may  not  lack  all  understanding. 
My  "genius'*  cannot  daim  to  be  " 
manding." 


Flowcrt,  but  not  Mbalt-mouthxd.— To 
those  who  suggested  that  sending  troops  to 
compel  the  barbarous  Long-Islanders  to  be 
humane  would  lose  Democratic  yotee,  Goyer- 
nor  Flowks  is  reported  to  haye  replied, — "  I 

don't  care  a for  yotes.    I  am  going  to 

put  law-breakers  down,  and  the  State  in  pos- 
session of  its  property.''  There  was  sn  old 
song,  of  which  the  refrain  was,  "I  don't 

care  a for  the  oeopLe,  But  what  will  the 

Goyemor  sayP"  Now  we  know  what  the 
Goyemor  says.  'Tis  well  said.  Henceforth 
he  will  be  known  as  The  Flowks  of  B]^eedi. 

? — 


PUNCH,  OB   THE   LONDON    CHARIYARL— Skptkhbkb  24,  1892. 


line 

CHOLERA 

FRIGHT 
\H 

F1KJ51AND 
AMERICA 


PAN  THE  POSTER. 


Pah  {fihucklmg).   "  HA  I   HA !     WHO  SAID  THAT  I  WAS  DEAD,  AKD  PANICF 

ABCADIAK  PASTP" 


¥§itMW^^^le 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Sbpthibbb  24,  1893.] 


PUNCH.  OR  THB  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


141 


SEA-SIDE  ILLS. 

(^y  Our  Man  Over^haretL) 

A  Sba  S-Idtll  ow  <<Boabd  akd 
Bbbxoikcb." 

Thai  we  hurry  oat  of  Town 
To  the  sea. 

To  be  pfoperlT  done  brown, 

But  of  being  nioeSj  done, 
There  'a  another  way  than  one — 
Yiz.,  the  ravB,  besides  of  sun, 
£  «.  d. ! 

Now,  it  may  be  Terv  cheap 

Forthe  ohan 
Who  ia  rioh,  to  pay  a  neap 

For  a   nap 
On  a  sofa  that  is  prone 
To  a  prominenoe  of  bone, 
Or  a  table  undergrown« 

With  a  flap; 

Bat  a  man  who  has  not  mach 

Of  the  pelf 
To  distribate  freely,  such 

Aj   mvself. 
And  who 's  ordered  change  and  rest, 
Bonbts  the  change  is  for  the  best 
When  he  has  to  lie  andress*d 

On  a  shelf  I 

No ;  to  slnmber  on  a  slant 

Till  yoa're  floored. 
Is  a  laxary  I  can't 

Well  afford; 
And  I  'm  sad  to  a  degree 
That,  in  Everywhere-on-Sea, 
*'Board  and  Residence  "  shoald  be 
Mostly  ftoorc;/ 


"  DlSCOYXRT  OF  A  NeW  SATEL- 
LITE TO  JupiTEK."— Well,  why 
not?  Why  announce  it  as  if  a 
noted  thief  had  been  arrested? 
**  Discovered  I    Aha  I    Then  this 

to  decide " cries  the   Melo- 

diamatio  Satellite.  Poor  Jupiter 
must  be  uncommonly  tired  of  his 
old  Satellites  by  this  time  I  How 
pleased,  how  delighted,  he  must 
be  to  welcome  a  new  one  I 


VIEW 


MARS 


PUNCH'S  TELESCOPE. 


MORE  LIGHTS! 
When  anyone  now  in  town  requires  a  change  from  the  2)«-lights 
of  Home,  let  him  goi^See  LiahiaofHome  at  the  Adelphi.  Qreat  scene 
of  the  Wreck  not  so  great  perhaps  as  some 
preyious  sensational  Aaelphi  effects.  In  sach 
a  piece  as  **  the  lights,"  it  is  scarcely  fair 
that  *'  the  Heayies ''  should  have  it  nearly  all 
to  themselves,  but  so  it  is,  and  the  two  Light 
Comedy  parts  capitally  played  by  Miss  Jscks 
and  Mjt.  Lionel  Bjonold,  do  not  get  much 
of  a  chance  against  the  heartrending  sorrows 
of  Miss  EvELTK  MiLLABD,  and  of  Mrs. 
Patbick  Camfbell,  the  shflrhted,  or  sea- 
lighted  heroincL  known  as  *'  Dave's  Daugh- 
ter'' (oh,  how  fond  Mr.  W.  A.  Elliott  must 
be  of  Dave  Purvis^  the  weakest  sentimen- 
talist-aocidental-lunatic-criminal  that  ever 
was  let  off  soot-free  at  R.  H.  first  entrance 
before  the  fall  of  the  Curtain],  and  the 
ondaunted  heroism  and  unblushing  villany  of  Messrs.  Chablbb 
Dalton,  Cockbubk,  KnresTON  &  Co.  The  title  might  well  have 
been,  Oood  lAgkU  ofHome^  and  Wicked  Liven  all  Abroad. 

*'  Top-DBB88Dro.''— Said  Mr.  G.  to  a  Welsh  audience, "  I  might  as 
well  address  the  top  of  Snowdon  on  the  subject  of  the  Establishment. 
as  address  you  cm  the  matter."  Flattery  I  The  top  of  Snowdon^  m 
course,  represented  tiie  highest  intelligence  in  Wales. 

"  I  Pitt  the  poor  Investors  I  *'  exclaimed  Mrs.  B.  sympathetically, 
when  she  saw  the  heading  of  a  paragraph  in  the  I¥pn«t^**  Bunting 
of  a  Canal  Bank." 


A  Straight  Tip  and  a 
New  SenMtion. 


A  Bie  BooMnre  Cbjjxce  Loflrl— Miss  Lottie  Colluts,  according 
to  the  Standard**  report  of  the  proceeding  on  board  the  unfortunate 
CepheuBf  said  that,  tm  seeing  two  jeering  men  rowing  out  from 
diore,  holding  up  bread  to  the  hungry  passengers,  she,  '*  had  she 
been  a  man,  would  have  shot  them."  She  wasn't  a  man,  and  so  the 
two  brutes  escai»ed.  But  what  another  *'  Boom !  te-ray, — Ta,  ra, 
ra"  &c.,  &o.,  this  woidd  have  been  for  Lk  Collins  ! 

Not  Impbobable.— Lord  Rosebert  might  hsve  ended  his  diplo- 
matic reply  to  Mr.  Thomas  Gibson  Bowles,  M.P.,  who  recently  sent 
kind  inquiries  to  the  Foreign  Office,  as  to  the  Pamirs  and  Behring 
Sea,  Caiiadian  Government,  &c.,  &o.,  with  a  P.S.  to  the  effect  that 
'*  his  corresnondent  probably  considered  him  as  a  Jack  (in  office),  and 
therefore  a  legitimate  object  to  score  off  in  the  game  of  Bowles." 

Tbm  Prodigal  Daughter;  or.  The  Boyne^Water  Jump,  by 
Dbubiolabitb  Magkits  and  PBTrm  Pabvttb,  was  produced  with 
greatest  success,  last  Saturdajr.  at  Old  Drury.  The  general  recom- 
mendation to  the  authors  inU  be,  as  a  matter  of  course,  f.e.,  of 
race-course,  given  in  the  historic  words  of  Ducbow,  **  Cut  the  cackle 
and  come  to  the  'esses."  When  this  advice  is  acted  upon,  The 
Prodigal  Daughter,  a  very  fine  young  woman,  but  not  particularly 
prodigal,  will  produce  receipts  beyond  all  oaoklelation, 

FuTUBB  LlOISLATIOK  FOB  NXZT  SbSSIOK.— Mr.  GLADflTOKEwill  in- 

troduoe  a  Bill  to  render  criminal  the  keeping  of  >.heif  ers  loose  in  a  field. 


Bt  l  Pabaobiphio  Joubkalist. — ^Yery  natural  that  there  should 
be  "pars"  about  "Mars." r^ 


"  SieKAL  Failubbs."— Most  Railway  Aooi< 
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CULTURE 

"HAV«  you  BllOWNINO*8  WORKS?" 

"  No,  Miss.    They  'ee  too  difficult. 

"  Have  you  Praed  t " 

"  Prayed,  Miss  ?    Ob  yes  ;  we  'vb  trtsd  that,  but  it  's  no  use  ! " 


BY  THE   SEA. 

People  down  here  don't  understand  them.' 


THE  CHATEAU  D'^'IP." 

The  Castle  that  I  sing,  is  not 

The  strozifrhold  pre9  Mar$eiiUi, 
Where  itfon^  Chri$to  brewed  his  plot 

For  Dumas*  ma^o  tale : 
It  *s  one  we  all  inhabit  oft, 

The  residence  of  most, 
And  not  peonliar  to  the  soft, 

Mediterranean  coast. 

The  Castle  "  If  "— If  pi^  had  win^, 

If  wishes  horses  were, 
If,  rather  more  substantial  things, 

My  Castles  in  the  air ; 
If  balances  but  rrew  on  Banks, 

If  Brokers  hated ''bluff;'' 
If  Editors  refrained  from  thanks 

And  printed  all  my  staff. 

If  holidays  were  not  a  time 

Beyond  a  chap's  control. 
When  someone  else  prescribes  how  I  'm 

To  bore  my  selfish  soul ; 
If  bags  and  boxes  packed  themselves 

For  one  who  packing  loathes ; 
If  babes,  expensive  little  elves, 

Were  only  bom  with  clothes 


If  Bradshaw  drove  me  to  the  train  I 

Were  nuU-de^tner  a  name  I 
If  organ-grinders  ground  a  strain 

That  never,  never  came ; 
If  oysters  stuck  at  eighteen  pence ; 

If  ladies  loathed  ''The  Stores ; " 
If  Tax-collectors  had  the  sense 

To  overlook  my  doors  I 

If  sermons  stopped  themselves  to  suit 

A  congregation*s  i>ain ; 
If  everyone  who  played  the  flute 

Were  sentenced  to  be  slain ; 
If  larks  with  truffles  sans:  on  treci, 

If  cooks  were  made  in  heaven ; 
And  if,  at  sea-side  spots,  the  seas 

Shut  up  from  nine  till  seven. 

If  /might  photograph  the  fiend 

Who  mauls  me  with  his  lens, 
If  supercilious  barbers  leaned 

Their  heads  for  me  to  cleanse ! 
If  weather  blushed  to  wreck  my  plan<<, 

If  tops  were  never  twirled ; 
If  "  Ifs  and  ands  were  pots  and  pans," — 

'Twould  be  a  pleasant  world  I 


Summary  of  Result  for  Old  Cathouc 
CoNOBESS. — Lucernd  Lucellum. 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 

Mount  Street^  OroBvenor  S^putrm, 

Dear  Mb.  Punch.— I  got  so  wet  on  tlie 
St  Leger  day ,  that  I '  ve  been  in  bed  ever  sinee 
—not  because  I  had  to  wait  till  my  thinffs 
were  dry— bat  because  I  caught  a  oola! 
What  a  dav  it  was!— I  am  told  that  in 
addition  to  the  St  Leger,  Donoaster  ia  efaiefiy 
celebrated  for  Butter  Scotch— H  so,  I  ynKume 
they  don't  make  it  out-of-doors,  or  it  would 
have  stood  a  good  chance  of  being  malted — 
(not  in  the  mouth)— cm  Wednesday  fort- 
night S  But  the  excitement  of  the  race 
f uUy  made  up  for  the  liquid  weather,  and  we 
all— (except  the  backers  of  Orm^)— ei^oyed 
ourselves.  I  was  tdd  that  the  I>ake  of 
Westmivsteb  had  "  left  the  Leger  at  Good- 
wood," which  is  simply  absurd,  as  I  not  only 
saw  it  run  for  at  Donoaster  myself,  but  it  is 
ridiculous  to  insinuate  that  .the  Duke  went 
there,  put  the  Leger  in  his  pocket — (aa  if  a 
N^obleman  ever  kept  books]  —  walked  off 
quietly  to  Goodwood  and  .ilaft  it  there 
deliberately! 

I  conclude  it  can  only  be  an  expf^eeion 
coined  to  <Usoount— (another  ledjgrer  term) — 
the  victory  of  La  Fleehe.—to  which  not  half 
enough  attention  has  been  drawn,  aoleLy  ^ 
my  opinion)  because  La  Fleche  is  ox  the 
gentler  sex,  and  men  don't  like  the  *'  bone 
of  the  vear ''  to  be  a  mare. 

I  stQl  maintain  ahe  was  nnluokj  to  loae 
the  Derby,  as  she  won  tiie  Oaks  two  days 
later  in  two  seoonds  quicker  time: — (whieh 
is  an  anachronism— as  if  you  win  once  oat 
of  twice— how  can  it  be  two  eeconde  f) 

There  was  good  sport  at  Tarmoutii  llast 
week,  though  owing  to  the  rain  the  ooarse 
must  have  been  on  the  soft  (roe)  aide, — by  the 
way  you  can  get  them  now  in  bottlee,  and 
very  good  they  are.  I  am  glad  to  see  that 
staunch  supporter  of  the  turf.  Lord  Elthax, 
winning  races  again— as  his  horses  have  been 
much  out  of  form  lately,  at  least  ao  I  am 
told,  but  I  was  not  aware  that  horses  were 
in  a  "form  "  at^all,  unless  being  "  schooltd  '* 
over  hurdles. 

I  shall  have  a  word  or  two  to  say  on  the 
Cesarewitch  shortly  —  having  had  some 
private  information  calculates  to  break  a 
Rothschild  if  followed  — but  for  the 
moment  will 'content  mvself  with  acanning 
the  programme  of  the  Leicester  and  Man- 
chester Meetings. 

There  are  two  races  whieh  seem  perluma 
worth  picking  up— one  at  each  plaoe ;  and, 
while  givinjr  mv  selection  for  the  Leioeeter- 
shire  race  in  the  usual  verse,  I  will  joat 
mention  that  I  should  have  given  Lord  Dum- 
raven's  Invemese  for  the  Manohester  race, 
but  that  I  see  his  Lordship  has  sent  it  to 
America— rather  foolish,  now  that  winter  is 
coming  on ;  but  ^rhaps  he  has  another*  and 
may  be  doing  a  kindness  to  some  ^oor  Ameri- 
can Cousin!  8t,  Angelo  might  win  thia  raoe 
without  an  Inverness,  though  I  presume  ke 
will  appear  in  eome  sort  of  obthing. 

Tours  devotedly,  Lai>t  Gat. 

LbICESIBRSHIBS  RoTAL  flA2n>ICAP 

Sblxctiov. 
On  seeing  an  awkward,  three-cornered  a&ir. 

Which  I  heard  was  a  raeer  from  Fin^al, 
And  hearing  him  roaring,  and  whistling  an  air, 

I  said,  he'll  be  beaten  by  WmdgaUi 

P.S.— This  is  awfui ;  but  what  a  hone  to 
have  to  rhyme  to  I 


"Shut  Up  I"  at  Babmouth!— Mr.  Guin- 
STOinc  having  made  up  his  mind  not  to  ntter 
another  syllable  during  his  holiday,  aeleota 
as  an  appropriate  xesttag-plaoe.  a  ohanninir 
sea-side  spot  where  he  stops  himaelf ,  and 
where  there  is  a  "  Bar  "  bef<ne  the  "numth.'' 
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THE    FINDINQ    OF    PHABAOH. 

Interesting  Dueovety  in  the  Dead  Season. 


VERT  ENTEBTAINING. 

Drab  Mb.  Pukch,— So  much  is  done  by  the  organisers  of  the 
Primrose  League  in  the  shape  of  amusements  for  the  people,  that  it 
seems  strange  **the  other  side''  should  not  follow  suit.  Without 
hayiuff  deoiaed  political  opinions,  1  like  both  the  Goyemment  and 
Her  Majesty's  Opposition  to  be  on  equal  terms.  Henoe  m^  sugges- 
tion. I  see  that,  a  few  days  ago,  Mr.  QLADSioinB,  in  speaking  to  an 
audience  at  Barmouth,  niade  the  following  remarks.  He  said— He 
belonged  to  almost  every  part  of  the  country.  A  Scotchman  by 
blood,  bom  in  Lancashire,  and  resident  in  London,  he  had  become 
closely  attached  to  Wales  by  marriage,  and  had  now  become  too  old 
to  get  rid  of  that  inclination.  Surely  these  admissions  ooi^ure  up 
the  possibility  of  a  really  excellent  entertainment.  To  show  you 
what  1  mean,  I  jot  down,  in  dramatic  form,  my  notion  of  the  maimer 
in  which  the  P&emisb's  excellent  idea  should  be  worked  out : — 

ScRNB — A  larpe  hall,  with  a  platform.  On  the  platform^  CommitUe 
and  Chairman,  In  front  of  the  Chairman^  targe  tahle^  with 
cloth  reaching  to  the  floor.  Water-bottle,  and  tumbler,  and 
lamp. 

Chairman,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  have  great  pleasure  in  an- 
nouncing that  the  Bi^ht  Hon.  W.  £.  Glisstoks  (cheers),  will  give 
his  entertainment  entitled  *'  The  Man  of  Many  Characters"  almost 
immediately.  The  Premier's  train  is  a  little  late,  but— ah,  here  come 
his  fore-runners.  {JSnter  two  Servants  in  livery  with  a  large  basket- 
box,  which  theyviUlce  under  the  table  and  then  retire,)  And  now  we 
may  expect  the  ^smier  immediately. 

[Enter  Mr.  Gladstone  in  evening  dress  hurriedly.  He  is  received 
with  thunders  ofopplause. 

Mr.  Gladstone.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen !  (Great  cheering.)  I  re- 
gret I  have  kept  you  waiting  for  some  quarter  of  an  hour.  My  ex- 
cuse must  be  that  1  caused  the  train  to  be  pulled  up,  because  1 
noticed  at  a  wayside  station  a  crowd  of  yillagers  who,  apparently, 
were  desirous  to  hear  me  speak.  You  must  forffive  me,  for  it 
was  for  the  pood  of  tiie  nation.  (Cheers,)  Ana  now  without 
preface,  I  will  apj^ear  as  my  friend  Farmer  Hodob.  (Loud 
applause,  during  which  the  Pbemieb  dives  under  the  table  and  re-ap- 
pears in  character.  Continued  applause, )  1  be  «nighty  glad  to  see  ye. 
And  now,  I  '11  tell  ye  what  I  tmnks  about  the  Eight  Hours'  Bill. 
(Airs  his  opinions  in  **  Zomerzetshire  "  for  some  twenty  minutes.  At 
the  conclusion  of  his  performance  re^appears  in  evening  dress-coat. 
Applause.)  Thank  you  very  much.  But  although  Farmer  HooeE 
is  a  very  good  feUow,  1  think  SAin)iB  MacBawbee  is  even  better. 
With  your  permission,  1  will  appeto  as  Sabdie  MacBawbee.  (Dis- 
appears  unaer  table,  and  re-appears  in  Hiqhlafid  Costume,  Cheers.) 
Duma  fash  yourselyes !  Ma  gracious  I  It^s  ma  opinion  that  you  '11 
just  hear  a  wee  bit  about  Home  Rule  for   Bonnie  Scotland.     Well, 

ye  ken (Airs  his  opinions  upon  his  chosen  subject  in  broad  Scotch. 

After  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  re-appears,  and  receives  the  usual  ap- 
plause,) Thankyoufrom  the  bottom  of  m^  heart.  And  now  as  I 
haye  shown  you  Scotland  and  England,  I  think  you  would  be  pleased 
with  a  glimpse  of  London.  (Cheers.)  You  all  like  London,  do  you 
notF  (Apolause.)  With  your  kind  pennission,  1  will  re-appear  as 
a  noted  character  in  the  great  tragic  comedy  of  the  world's 
Metrogpolis.  (Dives  down  and  comes  up  as  a  Costermonger,  Pro- 
Umged  applause.)  What  cheer  I  (Laughter.)  WeU,  you  blokes 
what  are  you  grinning  at  F  I  am  a  chickaleary  coye,  that 's  what  1 
am.  But  I  know  what  would  knock  you  I  You  would  like  to  'ear 
about  'Ome  Rule.  £hP  What  cheer!  'Ere  ^oes.  (Reveals  his 
Home-RtUe  scheme  with  a  Cockney  twang  and  dialect.  Then  disap- 
pears and  re-appears  in  his  customary  evening  dress.)    Thank  you 


most  earnestly.  (Loud  c?ieers.)  And  now  I  am  afraid  I  must  bid 
you  good-bye.  But  before  leaying,  1  must  confess  to  ycu  that  I  haTe 
neyer  had  the  honour  of  appearing  before  a  juster,  more  intelligeiii« 
and  more  appreciatiye  audience.  [Sows  ana  exit. 

Voices.  Encore!    Encore!    Encore! 

Mr,  Gladstone  (returning),  I  am  deepljr  touched  by  this  8i|rn  of 
public  confidence.  I  would  willingly  continue  my  character  illus- 
trations indefinitely,  but,  unfortunately,  I  am  requii^d  in  another  part 
of  the  country  to  repeat  the  same  penormances.  1  haye  only  just 
time  to  catch  my  special  train.    Thank  you  again  and  again. 

[Exit  hurriedly,  after  kissing  his  hand.    The  Fhoimen  reappear ^ 
and  ta^e  away  the  larfe  box.    Applause,  and  Curtasn, 
There,  my  dear  Mr.  Punch,  is  the  rou^n  idea.  1  feel  sure  it  could 
be  carried  through  with  the  greatest  possible  adyantage. 
Belieye  me,  yours  most  truly, 

Ah  Eabbbst  Patbiot. 

THE  QUEEN  OP  MAN-CyEE-BOAKD. 

A  Novel  in  LUtlefrom  a  Drama  in  FuU, 
Chapteb  I. — Lady  Violet  Malvern  at  Home, 

It  was  a  gorgeous  entertainment,  consisting  chiefly  of  redtatiaiia 
and  the  "  Intermeuo,^^  Lady  Yiolbt  MALysBir  was  the  life  and 
soul  of  the  party.  But  there  were  lesser  lights  in  a  Baron  FnroT«  an 
old  diplomatLst,  and  a  Major  Gabbbtt,  an  officer  in  retreat.  Tlien 
came  Abmakd  SEyABBO.  He  was  an  adyenturer,  and  a  friend  ai 
Baron  Fikot,  and  had  a  solittfy  anecdote. 

**  I  am  going  to  be  married  to  a  young  lady  of  the  name  of 
DoBOTHT  Blaib,  but  cannot  reyeal  the  secret,  because  her  mother  is 
not  well  enough  to  hear  the  news." 

Then  Abmabd  met  Lady  Violet. 

**  I  dreamed  years  ago  of  going  to  the  City  of  Manoa  to  find  its 
Queen.    I  haye  found  her  this  eyening." 

"  And  she  is P  "  Queried  Lady  Violet. 

**  You !  "  hissed  the  Brazilian  (he  was  a  Brazilian),  and  departed. 

**  What  folly  I "  murmured  Lady  Violet,  in  the  moonlight. 

And  many  agreed  with  her. 

Chapteb  IL— 2%«  Garden  of  Dorothy  Blair, 

DoBOTHT  was  on  the  Thames.    There  came  to  her  Abmakd. 

*'  Will  you  neyer  publish  our  contemplated  marriage  ?  "  she  asked. 

**  How  can  I.  child  P  "  he  replied.  **  How  can  I  reyeal  the  aeoret 
when  your  mother  is  not  well  enough  to  hear  the  news  ?  " 

It  was  his  solitary  anecdote. 

She  sighed,  and  then  came  a  steam-launch.  It  contained  Lady 
Violet,  Sie  other  characters,  lunch,  and  (played  o£F)  the  *'IrUermexao7* 

Then  Abmand  preferred  to  flirt  with  Lady  Violet  to  Dobotht. 

'*  What  nonsense ! "  thought  Dobotht. 

And  her  thoughts  found  an  echo  in  the  breasts  of  the  audience. 

Chapteb  lll.Smoke  in  the  Smoking-room, 

And  the  Right  Hon.  Richabd  MALysBN,  haying  had  supper, 
was  jealous  of  ms  wife.  He  told  Lady  Violet  that  he  considered 
Abmand  de  trop.  But  he  did  it  so  amiably  that  it  touched  Lady 
Violet  deeply. 

**I  will  send  ABMAin)  away,"  she  replied.  Then  she  told  the 
Brazilian  that  it  was  his  duty  to  stay  away  until  his  engagement 
was  announced. 

**  But  how  can  it  be  announced  f  "  heTeplied,  repeating  his  solitary 
anecdote.  **  I  am  engaged  to  a  young  lady,  but!  cannot  reyeal  tbe 
secret,  because  her  mother  is  not  well  enough  to  hear  the  news." 

Then  Lady  Violet  bade  him,  haughtily,  adieu !  He  departed, 
but  returned,  accompanied  by  the  *'  Interinezso,^*  Then— probablj 
at  the  suggestion  of  the  music—she  hugged  him.    Then  he  left  her. 

**  This  IS  yery  wearisome,"  murmured  Lady  Violet. 

And  the  audience  agreed  with  her. 

Chapteb  IV.— -4  Weir  on  the  Thames, 

It  being  moonlight.  Lady  Violet  walked  on  a  terrace,  and 
admired  a  dangerous  weir.  There  was  a  shriek,  and  the  Brazilian 
rushed  in  aooompanicd  by  the  **  Intermezzo.** 

*'  Fly  with  me  to  any  part  of  the  Desert  that  pleases  you  most." 

*'  I  would  be  most  delighted,"  replied  Lady  Violet  ;  **  1  would 
saoriflce  myself  to  any  extent,  but  1  would  not  annoy  my  husband.'* 

''  Then  let  me  kiss  you  with  the  aid  of  Mabcagni,''  and  he  preaaed 
his  lips  to  her  brow,  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  **  IntermmoBo.** 

*'  I  haye  been  to  Manoa^  and  kissed  its  Queen,"  said  the  Braailian^ 
as  he  jumped  into  the  weir,  wearily.  *'lt  would  haye  been  better 
had  I  diedbefore." 

*'  Yes,"  thought  Lady  Violet,  as  she  leisurely  fainted,  **  it  would 
indeed  naye  been  better  had  he  died  in  the  First  Act  than  in  the 
last  Then  the  piece  would  haye  been  shorter,  more  satisfaotorT, 
and  less  expensiye  to  produce.  Nay,  more— a  solitary  Act  might 
haye  been  one  too  many ! "  And  yet  again  the  audience,  **  idl  o*er- 
bored,"  entirely  agreed  with  her ! 


(^  VonOE.— B^eoted  Oommunieatloni  or  ContributioBi,  wkifther  KB.,  Printed  Matter,  l>nwiBfs,  or  PlotUM  of  an; 
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"  STUMPED  1" 

(A  v»uld  be  laudatory  OtU, 

By  JvngU  Junior, ) 

[The  yotine  Indian  Gentle- 

in,   Mr.    H.    Eanjitsixhji, 

has  '*Mctired  hit  oentory*'  at 

Cricket  no  lees  than  eleren  timet 

thitteaaon.] 

0  H.  8.  Hafjit— (ipelling  a 

wild  Tenture  is  I) 
Wielderof  willow,  nmner-up 

of  **oentiirie8'M 
What  '■  in  a  name  ?  A  name 

like  RAKjrronr— 
(Can't  finish  it,  was  foolish 

to  begin  I) 
How  many  miles  was  it  yoa 

ran,  0  Kait— 
(Bowled  ont  again.  Am  sorry 

I  began!) 
In  ronning  out  those  hun- 
dreds, Rakjitsivohj— 
(A  man  were  a  patohed  fool, 

a  perfect  ninnr. 
Who  *d  ^  to  spell  that  name. 

Ask  BuUy  BoUom  !) 
With  such  a  name  to  carry, 

how  you  got  'em, 
0  Rakj— (that  sounds  like 

Orange  I)  —  those     same 

••notches" 
Is  quite  a  wonder.     Were 

they*'bowls"or"cotches" 
That  got  you  out   at  last, 

those  times  eleven  ? 
(Where  is  Gbacb  now  P    He 

has  not  scored  one  even. 
This  season,  though  as  close 

as  ninety-nine  to  it.) 
Applause  has  greeted  you; 

let  me  add  mine  to  it. 
0  Ran-jit-siv-hji  I    (Those 

last  three  letters 
What <fo they  spell?)    Ortho- 
graphy's cold  fetters 
S}ian't  chill  my  admiration, 

smart  young  Hindoo ! 
Sav,  did  you  smite  a  sixer  thruagh  a  window, 
Like  Slogger  Thobvtok  in  Am  iMyith  prime, 
0  Rah JiTSDrHJi  P    Oot  it  this  time  I 
That  is,  it  9poU  all  right.    E'en  admiration 
8han*t  tempt  me  to  attempt  pronunciation  ! 
Eleven  centuries  we  to  Induui  skill  owe ! 
Will  the  East  lick  the  West   at  its  own 

"WUlowP" 
Here 's  luck  to  India  and  young  Rak— Och, 

murther  I 
EAF-JiT-snr-snr— How's  that/  Out^  Can't 
get  further  I 


••  Oh  No,  we  itever  Msimoif  It."— The 
KENDALshave  got  a  Play  byayouo^  American 
Author  with  the  very  uncompromising  name 
of  Dam.  He,  or  his  Play,  may  be  Dam  good, 
or  just  the  reverse :  stiU,  if  he  does  turn  out 
to  be  the  **big,  big  D,^'  tlien  all  the  Dam 
family,  such  as  Amsterdam,  Rotterdam, 
Schiedam,  and  so  forth,  will  be  real  proud  of 
him.  Future  Dams  will  revere  him  as  their 
worthy  ancestral  sire,  and  American  Dam  may 
become  naturalised  amon^  us  (we  have  a  lot  of 
English  ones  quite  a  9pic%alUS  in  that  line,  so 
the  French  sav),  and  become  Dam-nationa- 
lised. What  fame  if  the  piece  is  successful, 
and  Dam  is  on  every  tongue  I  So  will  it  be 
too,  if  unsuccessful.  Englishmen  will  welcome 
the  new  American  playright  with  the  name 
unmentionable  to  ears  polite,  and  will  re- 
cognise in  him,  as  the  Dam  par  excellence, 
their  brother,  as  one  of  the  uncommon  des- 
oendants  of  A-bam.  By  the  way,  the  appro- 
priate night  for  its  production  wouQT  be 
Christmas  Eve.  Fancy  the  cries  all  over  the 
House,  calling  for  the  snocessful  Author ! ! 


IMMUNITIES   OF  THE   SEA-SIDE. 

"Come  ukdeb  the  Umbrella,  Jaok,    It  's  bboitk  to  Rain,  and  voir  'll 

CATCH  CoLP,   and  MaMMA  'LL  BE  VEXKD  !" 

••PooH  I    As  IF  Salt  Water  ever  gave  one  Cold  I" 


(In  the  Reading-room  qfthe  Bemerho/,) 

Although  thy  name  is  wrongly  spelt 
Upon  thy  case,  what  jov  I  felt 
To  find  a  place  where  thou  hast  dwelt. 
My  ^unfc^ ! 

Yet  wit  and  wisdom,  even  thine, 
Can*t  wake  up  Berne,  where  folks  supine 
All  go  to  bed  at  half -past  nine. 
My  ^unfc^ : 

What  art  or  jokes  could  entertain. 
Such  sleepy  people  ?    True,  they  feign 
It 's  later,  for  they  say  '*  halb  zehn,*^ 
My  $unfc^ ! 

My  Qerman  **  PwwfcA,"  what  gender  thine  ? 
They  who  accept,  likewise  decline^ 
**  Dai  Weib  "  might  feminine  assign^ 
S)tc  $ttnfc^ ! 

No  matter  which,  if  I  behold 

Thy  pages,  worth  their  weight  in  gold— 

It 's  true  they  're  more  than  three  weeks  old, 

MySPunfc^I 


An  Odd  Fellow  Out.— The  Church-break- 
ing thief  (vide  the  Standard's  provincial  news) 
who  was  arrested  at  OswestiT^  (fitting  that  a 
Church- thief  should  have  been  arrested  by 
Os-Wcstry-men— which  sounds  like  a  body 
of  mounted  ecclesiastical  police),  explained 
that  he  was  a  * '  monumental  mason  of  Dublin." 
PerhaDs  the  Jury  will  find  him  menu- men- 
tally deranged. 


HEALTH  AND 
HOPPINESS. 

[It  is  reported  that  the  latest 
move  is  /or  Indies  to  combine 
profit  and  pleasure  by  going 
*•  hopping."! 

Faib    Woman    longs    for 
novelty. 
Her  dailv  task  is  apt  to 
cloy  ner.  [to  be 

The  pastimes  tnat  were  wont 
Diverting    now    do    but 
annoy  her.        [spent. 
The  common  joys  of  life  are 
So  tired  of  tennis,  shooting, 
shopping. 
She  turns  in  her  despair  to 
Kent, 
And   tries    her  'prentice 
hand  at.hopping. 

Now  girls  whom  you  would 
scarce  believe 
Would  not  turn  up  their 
nose  at  soiling 
Their  dainty  hands,  to  dewy 
eve 
From  early  mom  keep  ever 
toiling.  [hair, 

There 's  Ethel  of  the  golden 
Who     flutters     through 
existence  gaily 
(Her  father  is  amillionnaire). 
Hops  hard  and  does  her 
twelve  hours  daily. 

Then    pretty  Mattd,    with 
laughing  eyes. 
Who  hardly  knew  what 
daily  wage  meant. 
To  everybody's  great  surprise 
Proceeds  to  cut  this,  that 
engagement. 
Amid  the  vines  she  daOy 
goes. 
And  picks  till  weary  fin- 
gers tingle. 
The  sweetest  music  now  she  knows 
Is  hearing  hard-earned  sovereigns  jingle. 

This  latest  move,  it 's  very  true. 

Appears  to  be  a  rather  rum  t^g. 
But  yet  for  idle  hands  to  do 

We  know  that  Someone  will  find  some- 
thing. 
Will  fashionable  hopping  last  ? 

Well,  this  it 's  sale  to  lay  your  cash  on, 
Before  another  year  has  psissed 

There  'U  be  another  female  fashion. 


Viva  LA  Rain  du  Ballet  a  l'Alhambra  I 
—**  Certainly,"  says  Mb.  John  Hollings- 
H<AD,  ''Ye've  la  rain.  It  comes  pouring 
down  on  the  stage,  and  the  people  come  pour- 
ing in  to  see  it.  I  suppose."  says  he,  **  they  'U 
now  call  me '  The  Wetter^un  ?  "  The  ballet  is 
very  effective,  not  a  drop  too  much,  and  **  not 
a  drop  in  the  business  "  in  front  of  the  house, 
though  there  is,  as  is  evident,  on  the  stage. 
If  Manager  John  liked  to  quote  Shakspea&e 
with  a  difference,  in  his  advertisements,  he 
might  say.  **  Witn  a  he^,  bo,  the  Wind  and 
the  Kaini  For  the  Rain  it  raineth  every 
ni^ht ! "  For  some  time  to  come  this  show 
will  be  the  raining  favourite  at  the  Alhambra. 
By  the  way,  the  Sheffield  Telegraph,  describ- 
ing the  alterations  and  improvements  in  front 
at  the  Alhambra,  wrote--**  The  ceiling  has 
been  bevelled  with  porous  plasters  so  as  to  hide 
the  girders."  We  know  that  hand :— it 's  Our 
**  Mfs.  Ramsbotham,"  and  she  **  comes  from 
Sheffield."  However,  "porous  plasters" 
would  be  another  attraction  at  the  Alhambra, 
or  anywhere,  as  tliey  certainly  ought  to  draw. 
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LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 
DBAS  Mb,  Pukch,  Mount  Street,  Gfroivenor  Square* 

XJkluckt  Leioester  was  eTen  more  unluokytluui  nsoal — and 
when  the  hig  raoe  was  ran  last  Wednesday,  so  thick  was  the  rain, 
that  the  horses  oonld  only  be  seen  for  the  last  half  mile  I  Of  oourse 
this  made  all  the  differenoe  to  the  horse  I  selected — WindgaU^who 
finished  seoond  ;'as  he  only  giyes  his  best  performances  in  public, 
and  as  he  doubtless 
knew  he  oo*MnH  be 
eeen,  he  thonght  it  was 
only  a  private  trial 
nntil  he  got  dose  home, 
when  his  gallant  effort 
was  too  late  to  be  of  any 
use!— at  least,  this  u 
how  I  read  the  result 
of  the  raoe,  and  who 
can  know  more  about  a 
horse  than  the  raoinff- 
prophet,  I  should  like 
to  know? 
I   was   told   by   Sir 

WaLTBB  GBBBNIBGTOlf , 

that  the 'public  "tum- 
bled oyer  each  other" 
to  back  Breach,  but  I 
must  say  I  didn't  notice 


anything  of  the  sort, 
and  it  was  not  the  kin( 


hint  to  the  '*  Worldly  Wise"  not  to  miss  the  October  Handicap,  or 
the  match,  for  which  Buccaneer  will  be  fayourite  at  the  **  fall  or  the 
flag  I  "—(The  flag  may  fall,  but  such  a  Buccaneer  as  this  is  will  nerer 
** strike  his  flag  "  I  feel  sure!)  Being  absolutely  oyerloaded  with 
prophecy,  I  must  also  haye  a  w^  to  say  on  the  Rutland  Plate* 
which  aristocratically-named  race  could  only  be  won  by  the  aristo- 
cratically-named Buckingham  /—Yours  devotedly,      Uldy  Oat. 

GbBAT-EASIBBIT  RAILWiLT  HANDICAP  SELBCnOlT : — 

Though  good  his  chanoe 

to  win  the  prize, 
**Lord  Hbvbt"  soon 

detected. 
That    neatest   danger 

would  arise. 
From  Colonel  Kobt]X*8 
*' Selected." 


kind 
of  day  anyone  would 
choose  for  a  roll  on  the 
turf,  the  state  of  which 
was  detrimental  to  any 
kind  of  Breach /—The 
believers  in  **  coinci- 
dences"— (of  which  I 
need  hardly  say  I  am 
one  —  a  coincidence 
being  a  truly  feminine 
reason  for  oaddng  a 
horse>— had  no  option 
but  to  back  the  winner, 
Jtueticui:  as  he  drew 
the  same  berth  he 
occupied  in  last  year's 
raoe,  which  he  alsop— 
(I  mean  also)~won  for 
Mr.  Hamab  Bass  I— 
Stuart  was  a  great 
eleventh  hour  tip  -  (why 
eleventh  hour  I  wonder  Y 
—more  than  any  other 
—and  who  fixes  the 
precise  moment  when 
the  eleventh  hour  com- 
mences h) — but  history 
teUs  us  the  Sttjabts 
were  mostly  unreli- 
able ;  and  though  I  am 
told  he  ran  a  **  great 
horse  " — I  thought  him 
rather  on  the  small  side 
myself  I 

I  hear  that  Mr.  Lbo- 
VABD  BoTiTE  has  re- 
ceived a  **  licence  to 
ride  "  from  the  Jockey 
Club,  and  that  his  am- 
bition is  to  ride  the 
winner  of  the  **  Orand 
National"  — to  which 
end  he  has  started 
**  schooling "  a  well- 
known  chaser  over  the 
private  training-ground  in  Drury  Lane,  belonging  to  Sir  AuoirsTUs 
Habris— if  he  ho^s  to  escape  observation  by  training  at  night,  I 
fear  his  design  ^ml  be  frustrated,  as,  on  the  evening,  I  went  to 
witness  this  ^*  new  departure "  in  training,  I  found  most  of  the 
London  racing* touts  present,  with  the  inevitable  field-glasses  I 

Next  week  sees  us  once  more  at  our  beloved  Newmarket  First 
Octobei^-(this  is  a  Jockey-Club  joke,  as  the  meeting  alwaye  takes 
place  in  September!  But  what  does  a  little  paradox  of  this  kind 
matter  to  such  an  August  body!)— and  I  shall  append  my  selection 
for  the  most  important  raoe  of  Wednesday,  but  I  also  wish  to  give  a 


THE   PERI    AT  THE   ACADEMY   GATES." 


"  On  July  4th,  Lieutenant  Piabt,  in  his  mat  sledge  joumttv,  oommenoed  on  May  loth  last,  in 
Greenland,  came  on  a  glacier  which  he  named  The  Academy  Glacier."  ~21iiii«f. 


Brief  Interview. 

**A9n,"  asked  oar 
deferential  Interviewer, 
**what  did  your  Lord- 
ship  reply  to  the  depa- 

tation  about  Uganda  !"• 

Lord  RosiEBKBT  at  once  answered,  "  I  said  little,  but  I-^ — " 
*•  Ment-more"  interrupted  the  Private  Secretary,  stocking  a  label 
on  his  Lordship  s  travelling  bag. 
**  Quite  Bo,'^said  Lovd  Rossbert,  and  off  he  went. 


SWO&D  AND  FEB. 

A  FABLI. 

(TranekUed/r&m,  the 
ButeO'Fremch,) 

PiK  was  a  busy  per- 
sonage. He  was  flying 
from  plaoe.to  place,  ana 
had  much  importance. 
He  was  pompous  and 
mysterious,  and  puzzled 
many  people.  Pen 
was  accompanied  by  a 
sheet  of  paper  that  he 
called  Treaty.  Pen  took 
Treaty  every  where.  To 
Russia,  to  France,  to 
Rome,  and  to  Turkev. 
No  one  knew  exactly 
what  Treaty  was  like. 
Pen  said  he  was  satistied 
with  Treaty,  and  as  Pen 
and  Treaty  were  sueh 
constant  companions, 
Pen*s  word  on  the  sub- 
ject was  accepted  as 
authentic. 

But  one  fine  day  there 
was  a  breese,  and  Treaty 
was  blown  away  by  the 
wind. 

'*  Can  I  not  assist  P" 
asked  Pen.  '^Thinga 
seem  to  have  gone 
wrong. " 

"No,  thanks,"  re- 
plied Sword,  grimly; 
**when  it  comes  to 
dose  quarters,  we  find 
ink  not  quite  so  useful 
as  gunpowder  I " 

SVGOESTIOK    FOS   AJT 

OcrrsinB     AnvKsnss- 

MEVT  TO  BE  BISPIATXD 

AT  THB  Door  of  thb 
Strakd  Thbatrb. — 
"JVrib6eaU  tiers  "(full). 


Bad  pob  woulb-bb  **Ekglish  Wmw."— It  is  reported  that 
**  Yankee  Girls  and  American  Belles  were  the  feature  ol  the  Miso^- 
laneous  Market."  This  should  put  our  voung  men  on  their  mettle 
—tin,  of  oourse,  for  choice.    No  leasonaDle  oner  refused. 
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"HOW   IT'S   DONE!" 

(Eard  on  ShitehUy,  who  was  tktre  at  the  time  and  in  ihs  thick  qj  it,  amd  has  just  had  his  Picture  photographed.) 
"  Oh  1  Mr.  Skstchlxt,  how  clitsb  of  tou  to  Paiht  bvch  ▲  Labgx  Pioturx  fbom  bvch  ▲  Small  Photoobiph  t " 


LlYS  OF  MODEBN  HOME. 

No.  V.-MT  BUTTONS ! 
It  wasn't  that  he  blacked  the  plate 
And  roasred  the  boots,  and  breathed,  half - 
oholung, 


'^^^y 


I 


Half-sDortinff,  when  he  leaned  to  wait ; 
Although  these  habita  are  proToking. 

It  wasn't  that  he  sang  his  fill, 
Although  his  month  with  food  was  giving ; 


This  latter,  as  a  feat  of  skill. 
Might  have  procured  the  lad  a  living. 

It  wasn't  that  he  'd  purchase  hosts 
Of  squibs  and  sweets  to  mess  the  pantry ; 

That  horrid  boy,  and  broomstiok-ghosts 
On  timid  Jane  would  oft,  and  Ank  try. 

These  pethr  peccadilloes  might 

Have  all  improved  with  careful  training. — 
It  was  his  shameless  appetite 

That  gave  us  cause  for  most  complaining. 

He  swilled  and  stuffed  as  never  mere 

Adult  voracity  can  own  to : 
He  was  a  "  growing  boy,"  I  fear ; 

I  wonder  much  what  he  has  grown  to ! 

He  wore  away  our  forks  and  spoons 
With  hard,  incessant  gormandizing ; 

The  Baker's,  and,  for  some  blue  moons^  ^ 
The  Milkman's  bill  were  quite  surprising. 

He  cost  us  more  in  Butcher's  meat 
And  Grocer's  tea,  and  things  from  Cutlers, 

He  cost,  I  solemnly  repeat. 
Far  more  than  two  or  three  big  Butlers. 

And  thus  his  fat  increased  until't 
Became  a  show  that  sight  bewilders ;   . 

We  trembled  for  our  mansion  built, 
You  see,  by  noted  Jerry-builders. 

At  length  (you  '11  scarce  the  fact  believe) 
One  evening,  as  we  sat  at  dinner, 

And  strove  our  senses  to  deceive 
By  just  imagining  him  thinner ; 

We  heard  a  crack,  a  burst,  a  groan. 
We  felt  a  broadside  round  us  battered. 


We  saw  his  buttons  fiercelv  blown 
About  our  heads,   ana  piecemeal   scat- 
tered I 

The  suit  had  split ;  the  boy  was  bare 
Of  clothes  designed  to  last  for  ages ; 


We  ^ave  him  notice  then  and  there — 
This  volume^  so  to  speak,  of  pages ! 


SoifO  TO  BB  8X7NOIK  HaTMABKST  ObCHXSTBA 

BiTBiiio  OvEBTUBB.— '*  Oh,  why  should  we 
wait  till  to-morrow  ?  See  Queen  of  Manoa 
to-night  I" 
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ON   A   GUERNSEY    EXCURSION   CAR. 

Ths  car,  draum  by  four  horB&$,  and  crowded  with  Exeur»ionuU  on 
pleature  bent,  is  toiling  up  the  steep  streets  of  St.  Peter  Port^ 
when  it  comes  to  a  suddlen  kalt. 

Excursionists  {impatiently).  Now  then,  what's  this?  What  are 
we  stopping  here  for  ? 

The  Driver ,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  yon  will  thoronghly  under- 
stand that  it  is  customary  for  the  car  to  stop  here,  in  order  that  the 
IMurty  may  he  photographed,  thus  i>royiding  an  agreeable  soayenir  of 
the  trip,  and  a  useful  means  of  identification  at  Scotland  Yard. 
(A  Photographer  appears  in  the  road  with  a  camera,  and  the  party 
prepare  themselves  for  perpetuation  in  a  pleased  flutter,)  P'raps,  Sir 
—  (to  a  Mild  Man  on  theooxseat)'-jon  'd  like  to  be  taken  'andling 
the  ribbons  ?    Most  of  our  Q«ntlemen  do. 

[TAtf  Mild  Man  accepts  the  reins,  and  endeavours  to  assume  a 
knowing  and  horsey  expression, 

A  Timid  Lady  (behind),  I  do  hope  no  Gentleman  will  take  the 
reins,  unless  he  is  thoroughly  accustomed  to  drivinff  four-in-hand. 
Suppose  they  took  it  into  tneir  heads  to  run  away  suadenly  I 

ijriver  (solemnly).  Don't  you 
alarm    jrourself     about    that, 
Ma*am,  in  the   very  slightest 
decree.    These  'osses  take  that 
pnde  in  themselves,  they  'd  stop 
here  all  dav  rather  than  spou 
their  own  likenesses ! 
[The  M.  M.  intimates  that  he 
is  no   novice  in  the  art  of 
driving,  which  is  favrly  true 
as  regards  a   pony-trap  — 
and  the  fears  of  the  T.  L. 
are  allayed. 

Photographer,  Now,  steady 
all.  please,  those  at  the  further 
ends  of  the  seata  stand  up  so  as 
to  come  into  the  picture,  a  Httle 
more  to  the  right,  please,  the 
gentleman  in  the  straw  'at, 
turn  Tour  'ead  a  trifle  more 
towards  the  camera,  the  lady 
in  the  pink  shirt,  —  that  's 
better.  Better  take  off  your 
spectacles.  Sir.  Now  then— are 
you  ready  P 

A  Comic  Exc,  'Old  on  a  bit 
—I  've  a  fly  on  my  nose. 
[Some  of  the  party  giggle ;  the 
photograph    is   successfully 
taken,  and  the  car  proceeds. 

The  Driver,  On  your  left, 
Ladies  and  Ghentlemen,  you 
haye  the  Prison—the  cheapest 
Hotel  in  the  Island  for  parties 
who  intend  making  a  protracted 
stay  here.  On  our  ri/^ht  we  are 
now  passing  ''Paradise."  You 
will  observe  that  someone  haa 
'ung  his  'at  and  coat  up  at  the 
entrance,  not  being  certain  of 
getting  in.  Notice  the  tree  in 
^nt — ^the  finest  specimen  on  the 
island  of  the  good  old  Guernsey 
hoak. 

[He  keeps  turning  from  time 


"  Endearours  to  assume  a  knowing  and  honey  expression." 


to  time  to  address  these  instruetive  remarks  to  <As  passengers 
behind  him. 
The  Timid  Lady.  I  wish  he  wouldn't  talk  so  much,  and  look  more 
where  he  is  goin^— we  're  mwh  too  near  the  hedge  I 

Driver  (standing  up,  and  turning  his  back  on  the  horses,  as  they 
trot  on).  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  you  will  all  thorooghly  understand 
that  the  roads  in  this  Island  are  narrow.  Consequently,  you  must 
look  after  the  branches  and  briars  yoiurselTes.  I've  enough  to  do  to 
look  after  my  'orses,  I  assure  you,  and  it  looks  bad  to  see  'ats  and 
bonnets  deooratinff  the  'edges  after  the  car  has  PJUMd.  (Some  of  the. 
Excursionists  look  at  one  another  uneasily.)  The  glass- 'ouses  you 
see  in  such  quantities,  are  employed  in  the  production  of  early  grapes 
and  tomators  for  the  London  Market.    This  Island  alone  exports 

annually 

[Hire  the  ear  rounds  a  comer  rather  sharply,  and  he  sits  down 
Main. 
The  Miid  Man  (with  a  Mild  Man's  thirst  for  information).  What 
are  those  buildings  over  there  with  the  chimney  ? 

[Here  he  is  conscious  of  being  furtively  prodded  in  the  back—hut 
decides  to  take  no  notice. 
Driver  (rising  as  before).  Those  buildings.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 


are  Chemical  works  for  extracting  iodine  from  seaweed.    The 

weecL  after  being  dried,  is  then  boiled,  and  from  the  ash 

[Here  the  Mild  Man,  who  has  been  listening  with  much  tntereet^ 

is  startled  by  receivina  a  folded  piece  of  paper,  which  w 

passed  up  to  him  frombehind. 

The  M.  M.  (to  himself,  as  he  reads  the  message),    **Eeep  the 

Driver  quiet.    He  is  drunk."    Good  Gracious  I    I  never  noticed— 

and  yet -dear  me,  I  hope  they  don't  expect  me  to  interfere  I 

The  Timid  Lady  (to  the  Driver).  For  goodness  sake  never  mind 
about  iodine  now— sit  down  and  attend  to  your  driving,  like  a  good 
ani 

Driver,  You  will  thoroughly  understand,  my  horses  require  no 
attention.  (Sleepily.)  No  attention  whatever.  I  assure  jrou  I  am 
perfectly  competent  to  drive  this  car  and  rive  you  information  going 
along  at  the  same  time.  (The  ear  takes  another  comer  rather 
abruptly.)    Simply  matter  ot  habit    (Oravely.)    Matter  'f  habit  I 

A  Serious  Exc.  (in  an  undertone.)  A  very  lad  habit,  I'm  afraid. 
It 's  really  time  somebody  else  took  t^e  reins  from  him  I 

The  It.  M.  (overhearing),  I  'm  afraid  they  mean  me— I  wish  now 
I  'd  never  touched  the  reins  at  all  I 

Driver,  The  Chnroh  we  are 
now  coming  to,  is  St  Martin's, 
built  in  the  year  eleven  'undred. 
A  Female  Exc,  (critically).  It 
has  got  an  old-fashioned  look 
about  it,  oertainlf . 

AMaleExcTbere^nno^idDK 
to  see  inside  of  these  old 
churches.  I  went  in  one  the 
other  day.  and  I  was  looking  up 
at  ttie  raiters,  and  I  saw  a  sort 
o'  picturo  there,  and  I  aaid, 
"Ullo— they've  been  adver- 
tisbig  Pb^es'  Soap  here,  or 
something."  But  when  I  looked 
again,  it  was  only  anx>ld  fresco. 
I  was  80  little  interested  I 
walked  out  without  tipping  the 

TUFsmaleExc.  ThatChnroh 
we  went  to  on  Sunday  evening 
is  veryohl. 

Her  Comp.  Is  itP  How  do 
you  know  ? 

The  F.  E,  Why,  my  dress 
was  covered  with  bits  of  fluff 
out  of  the  hassock  I 

Driver.  The  carved  stone 
figuro  you  see  by  the  gate,  is 
supposed  to  be  a  portrait  of 
Julius  CjBSiis'a  Grandmother, 
and  ver7 like  the  old  lad/.  {The 
Excursionista  nearest  him  smile 
in  a  sickly  way,  to  avoid  hurt* 
ing  his  feelings,  as  the  car  moves 
on—to  halt  once  more  at  leart 
Point.)  It  is  customarr  to 
alight  here  and  go  rouna  the 
nomt,  and  I  can  assure  you. 
Ladies  and  Ckntlemen,  the 
scenery  is  well  worth  year  in- 
spection and  will  give  you  a 
little  idea  of  what  the  Islimd  is. 
Excursionists  (taking  adoan^ 
tags  of  the  opportunity  to  discuss 
the  situation).  I  noticed  it  the  minute  I  set  eyes  on  him— he  never 
ought  to  have  been  sent  out  like  this. . .  He 's  oeen  to  a  wedding  this 
morning,  so  I  heard,  and  it's  upset  him  a  little,  that's  alL  .  •  Up- 
set Aim— we  'ro  lucky  if  he  doesn't  upset  us.  What  a  fid^  you  are  I 
I  shan't  take  uou  into  Switserland  next  year,  if  you'ro  like  this.  •  • 
If  Switzerland 's  full  of  a  lot  of  drunken  men.  I  don't  want  to  ro.  • . 
Well,  what  had  we  better  do  about  itP  Perhaps  this  gentleman 
would Oh,  no,  I  couldn't  take  the  responsibility,  really,  not  with- 
out knowing  the  way.  Well,  we  can't  walk  back,  that^s  certain— 
we  must  trust  to  luck,  that's  all !  Protty  bit  of  the  ooast  you  get 
here.  •  .  Oh,  don't  talk  about  the  scenery  now,  when,  for  all  sm 

know  I &c.,  Ac. 

[The  car  starts  again,  and  present^  arrives  at  a  winding  and 

precipitous  road  leadina  down  to  Petit  Bot  Bay,  where  the 

Driver  again  rises  with  his  hack  to  the  horses,  and  proceeds 

to  address  the  Kxcurdonists,  as  they  sit  paralysed  wUk 

horror. 

Driver,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  at  this  point  I  shall  explain  the 

soenery.    (The  Timid  Ledyprotests  that  she  is  content  to  leave  the 

scenery  unexplained.)    Pardon  me,  this  is  a  portion  of  the  seenary— 

(Here  his  eyes  close  and  reopen  with  an  s^^brt)—^  portion  of  the 
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•oenery  that  can  only  be  properly  einoyed  coming  out  on  one  of  these 
cars.  If  jovL  go  out  with  ordinal  wvers,  they  take  you  alonff  the 
main  roaos,  and  you  come  away  fancying  you  're  seen  the  Island. 

Now  the  advantage  of  coming  along  with  me ( His  epe$  close  once 

morc^ihe  Excursionists  implore  him  to  attend  to  his  team,)  Tou 
will  thorougldy  understand  there  is  not  the  slightest  cause  to  appre- 
hend any  danger.  I  'ye  driyen  this  oar  fifteen  years  without  least 
aocident— up  to  present.  So  you  can  deyote  your  whole  attention  to 
the  scenery,  without  needing  to  keep  an  eye  upon  the  Driyer.  {He 
points  to  the  ahyts.)  That  is  the  shortest  way  down— on  this  occasion, 
noweyer,  I  shall  endeayour  not  to  take  it.  (He  whips  up  his  horses, 
and  accomplishes  the  descent  at  a  brisk  pace.)  There,  didn't  I  tell 
you  there  wouldn*t  be  no  aoeident?  Very  toeU,  then.  P*rhaps 
you  'U  belieye  me  another  time  I 

Mild  Man  (alighting  at  Hotel  for  luncheon).  We  'ye  had  a  re- 
markably lucky  escape— I  neyer  felt  more  thankful  in  my  life ! 

A  Gloomy  Exe,  lK>n't  you  be  in  too  great  a  hurry,  8ir !  We 'ye 
ffot  to  get  ftocA;— and  he 's  bound  to  be  worse  after  he 's  had  his 
lunch  I 

[The  M.  M.'fl  appetite  for  lobster  is  entirely  destroyed  by  this  sinis- 
ter prediction ;  but  whether  the  Driyer  has  been  unjustly  ma- 
lignedf  or  whether  he  has  sobered  himself  in  the  intertal—he 
reappears  in  a  more  sedentary^  and  less  discursive  mood,  and  t?ie 
journey  home  proves  agreeably  devoid  of  sensation. 


SIMPLE  STORIES. 

"  Be  always  kind  to  animals  whererer  you  msy  be." 

RUBY  AND  THE  BOOK. 

RiTBT^  although  she  was  something  of  a  tomboy,  was  a  pretty  and 
cleyer  girL 

But,  like  manypretty  and  cleyer  little  ladies,  she  was  sometimes 
yery  naughty.  When  she  was  good,  she  was  as  good  as  gold,  but 
when  she  was  naughty,  she  was  as  naughty  as  pinchbeck. 

The  other  day,  when  her  dear  Mamma  was  away  for  the  morning, 
it  hapnened  to  be  one  of  her  pinchbeck  times.  Nothing  would  please 
her—sne  was  cross  with  her  goyemess  at  breakfast,  she  quanelled 

with  her  bread -and - 
milk ;  and  eyen  when  her 
fayooiite  tame  Rook, 
Cawcus,  came  hopping 
on  her  shoulder,  she 
refused  to  giye  it  any- 
thing to  ea^  but  hit  it 
*on  the  beak  with  her 
spoon. 

Miss  DuMBELL  was 
yery  much  grieyed  at 
the  way  in  which  her 
pupil  lolled  in  her  chair, 
gaye  sullen  answers, 
and  put  flies  in  the 
milk-jug,  and  pinched 
the  cat's  tail.  ^*Mind, 
RuBT,"  said  MissDtnc- 
BELL,  **  at  eleyen  o*  clock 
I  shall  expect  you  in 
the  school-room  with 
that  page  of  French 
phrases  quite  perfect." 
Ruby's  eyes  flashed  as 
she  went  out  of  the  room ;  she  pouted,  she  swung  her  skirts,  and 
shook  her  shoulders,  so  that  eyen  Miss  Duxbell,  the  most  patient 
and  kindest  of  goyemesses,  quite  longed  to  slap  her. 

RuBT  went  to  the  school-room ;  she  immediately  flung  the  French 
phrase-book  from  one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other.  She  took  some 
story-boc^s,  and  a  little  basket  full  of  apples,  bath-buns  and  **  three- 
comers,"  and  ran  down  to  a  little  plantation  called  the  Wilderness, 
at  the  bottom  of  the  warden.  She  selected  one  of  the  tallest  elms, 
and  as  she  could  climo  like  a  kitten,  she  was  soon  at  the  top  of  it, 
quite  hidden  from  yiew  among  the  leayes. 

**8o  much  for  old  Dukxt  and  her  French  phrases!"  said  the 
naughty  girl,  as  she  settled  herself  in  a  comfcnlable  position  and 
brought  out  her  story-book.  The  stable-dock  had  struck  twelye, 
and  she  heard  her  name  called  in  all  directions,  by  Jobgiks,  tiie 
gardener,  Bbellit,  the  buttons,  and  long-suffering  Miss  Dukbsll. 
They  could  not  find  her  anywhere,  and  her  Most  Serene  Naughtiness 
sat  screened  by  the  leayes  and  shook  with  laughter. 

Presently  **  Cawcus, "  her  pet  Rook,  came  fluttering  amid  the 
leayes,  ana  beffan  to  caw.  Ritbt  offered  him  bits  of  Bath  bun,  and 
eyen  a  whole  uiree-oomer,  in  order  to  keep  him  quiet. 

But  he  remembered  his  treatment  at  breakfast,  and  refused  all 
these  bribes  with  scorn.  He  declined  to  be  petted,  he  oontinued  to 
hoyer  oyer  the  tree,  and  circle  around  it,  giying  yent  to  the  most 
discordant  shrieks.  Presently  she  heard  the  dear  measured  tones  of 


her  Mamma's  yoice  saying,  **  Rubt,  come  down  at  once.  I  know 
you  are  up  in  the  dm."  Cawcus,  whom  she  had  maltreated,  had 
betrayed  her  hiding-place. 

Rubt  dared  not  aisobey.  Quite  subdued,  and  with  garments 
^eyoudy  greened,  she  descended.  Mamma  took  her  little  daughter 
indoors,  and  improyed  the  occasion.  Rubt  eyentually  appeared, 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  subsequently  apologised  to  her  ffoyemess. 
recited  the  page  of  French  phrases  without  a  mistake,  and  promised 
to  be  a  ffood  girl.  Though  she  sometimes  forgot  herself,  and  was 
rude  to  Miss  Duicbell  afterwards,  she  neyer  failed  to  treat  Cawcus 
the  Rook  with  most  profound  consideration  and  reyerence. 


TO   MELENDA. 

(A  Sit  of  Verses  accompanying  a  Photograph,) 


I  BEMSifBEB— do  you?— the  remarkable  sky  light 

That  flooded  the  heayens  one  eyening  in  May, 
How  together  we  talked  tete-d-tfte  in  the  twifight. 


When  ^e  glow  of  the  sunset  had  faded  away. 
Then  you  showed  me  your  album.    I  looked  at  its  pages. 

With  yourself  as  my  guide  and  companion  went  through 
Its  contents— there  were  people  of  all  sorts  and  ages, 

But.the  portrait  I  fancied  the  most  was— of  you. 


And  you  saw  that  I  did.    Which  perhaps  was  the  reason 

Of  your  ••  No  I "  when  I  asked  '^May  I  haye  it  f  "    You  swore 
Tou  were  goinff  to  be  shot  at  the  close  of  the  season, 

And  you  couldn't  spore  that,  as  there  weren't  any  more. 
But  at  length  I  preyailed,  or  at  least  you  relented, 

After  eyer  so  many  excuses— in  fine 
We  agreed  to  a  compact,  you  only  consented 

On  condition  I  gaye  you  a  portrait  of  mine. 

Well,  I  promised,  of  course.    And  I  write  you  these  yerses 

With  your  face— you  '11  forgiye  me— ouite  dose  to  my  own. 
There 's  a  charm  in  your  look  that  completely  disperses 

All  my  cares  in  a  way  that  is  yours,  dear,  alone. 
And  aluoiigh  I  am  pleased,  since  I  won  in  the  end— a 

Mwe  ridiculous  bargain  has  neysr,  I  yow. 
Been  arranged  than  a  picture  of  pretty  Melevda, 

In  exchange  for  the  photograph  sent  to  you  now. 

We  did  not  meet  again  through  some  horrible  blunder, 

Which  a  merdless  Fate  must  be  asked  to  explain. 
And  I  sometimes  sit  smoking,  and  wearily  wonder 

If  I  eyer  am  destined  to  see  you  again. 
Tet  whereyer  the  future  may  possibly  find  you, 

To  this  final  request  do  not  answer  me  Nay,       ^  ^^T  ^ 
When  I  ask  that  this  gift  of  myself  may  remind  you  '  Lv^ 

Of  the  friend  who  was  with  you  that  eyening  in  Ma^. 
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BREAKING  THE   ICE. 

SoKKEr—Public  Drawing-room  (if  HbUl  in  tke  Engadine, 
The  Han,  Uru  SnMington  (to  Fair  Stranger),  "  Enolish  Pioflx  abs  bo  wsooiablx,  akd  ks\^r  speak  to  each  othex  without 

AN  InTAODITCTION.       I  ALWAYS  MAKE  A  POINT  OF  BEING    FRIENDLY  WITH    PEOPLE    STATING  AT  THB  SAME  HOTEL.       OnE  NEED   NEVBB 
KNOW  THEM  AFTEBWABDS  1  " 


ADVANCING  YEABS. 

(Haw  it  strikes  a  Contemporary,) 

[''  Owing  to  adrancing  yean,  Mr. hai  been 

compelled  to  resign  his  position  as *'    Extract 

from  any  Daily  rapfr,'\ 

Advancing  years  I    It  cannot  be. 

What,  Jack,  the  boy  I  've  known— God 
y^  yes,  it  was  in  '43  [bless  me ! 

That  first  we  met,  and-ndnoe  you  press 
That 's  close  on  fifty  years  a«o ;  [me— 

The  time  has  sped  without  my  knowledge, 
like  some  deep  nyer's  silent  flow. 

Since  Jack  and  I  first  met  at  College. 

'Twas  on  a  cloudy  Autumn  day. 

Fast  fading  into  misty  twilight ; 
The  freshmen,  as  thev  drooped  to  pray. 

Stei>ped  bolder  in  the  eyeninf 's  shy  light. 
As  yet  we  did  not  break  the  rules 

In  which  the  Ckillege  deans  immesh  men, 
We  fledfflings  from  a  score  <rf  schools. 

That  far  October's  brood  of  freshmen. 

like  one  who  starts  upon  a  race, 

The  Chaplain  through  the  service  scurried. 
From  prayer  to  prayer  he  sped  apace ; 

I  marked  him  less  the  more  he  nurried. 
My  prayer-book  fell— m^  neighbour  snuled ; 

Reversing  Newton  with  the  apple, 
I,  by  that  neighbour's  eye  beguiled, 

Quite  lost  my  gravity  in  chapel. 

And  so  we  smiled.    I  see  him  still, 
Blue  ejes,  where  darting  gleams  of  fan 
shine, 


A  smile  like  some  translucent  rill 
That  sparkles  in  the  summer  sunshine, 

A  manly  mien,  and  unafraid, 
Crisp    hair,   fair    face,   and    square-set 
shoulders, 

That  made  him  on  the  King's  Parade 
The  cynosure  of  all  beholders. 

And  from  this  slight  irreverence. 

Too  small,  I  hope,  to  waste  your  blame  on, 
We  grew,  in  quite  a  Cambridge  sense, 

A  sort  of  Ptthias  and  Damon. 
Together  **  kept,"  together  broke 

Laws  framed  oy  eloerly  Draoonians, 
And  I  was  six,  and  Jack  was  stroke. 

That    famous    night    we    humped    the 
Johnians. 

How  strong  he  was,  how  fleet  of  foot, 

Te  bull-do^  witnees,  and  ye  Proctors ; 
How  bright  his  jests,  how  aptly  put 

His  scorn  of  duns,  and  Dons,  and  Doctors. 
We  laughed  at  care,  read  now  and  then— 

Though  vexed  by   EircLn)  on  the  same 
raidge — 
Ah^en  in  those  great  days  were  men 

When  Jack  and!  wore  gowns  at  Cambridge. 

We  paid  our  fines,  we  paid  our  fees, 

And,  though  the  Dons  seemed  stony-hearted, 
We  both  got  very  fair  degrees. 

And  then,  like  other  friends,  we  ported. 
And  when  we  said  ffpod-bve  at  last 

I  vowed  through  li£s  to  be  his  brother— 
And  mere  than  forty  years  have  passed 

Since  each  set  eyes  upon  the  otiier. 


And  so  through  all  these  changing  years 

With  all  their  thousand  changing  faces, 
Their  failures,  hopes,  successes,  fears. 

In  half  a  hundred  different  places. 
Jack  still  has  been  the  same  to  me,  ^ 

As  bright  within  my  memory's  fair  book 
As  when  we  met  in  '43, 

Ajod  smiled  about  that  fallen  prayer-book. 

Ah  well,  the  moments  swiftly  stream 

Unheeded  through   the    upturned  hoar* 
glass; 
I  've  lived  my  life,  and  dreamed  my  dream. 

And  quaffed  the  sweet,  as  now  the  sour  glass. 
But  old  and  spent  my  mind  strays  back 

To  pleasant  paths  fresh-strewn  with  roses, 
And  I  would  see  my  old  friend  Jack 

Once  more  before  the  curtain  doses. 


Announcxmsnt.  —  The  Earl  of  Lathom 
(who,  being  quite  six  feet  or  more,  cannot  be 
described  as  Small  and  £arl-y)  is  to  lay  the 
foundation-stone  of  **  The  Cross  Deaf  and 
Dumb  School  for  K.  and  E.  Lancashire." 
Now  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  are,  as  a  rule, 
exceptionally  cheerful  and  good-tempered. 
It  is  quite  right,  therefore,  Uiat  exceptions 
to  this  rule  should  be  treated  in  a  separate 
establishment,  and  that  the  '*  Cross  Deaf  and 
Dumb"  ones  should  have  a  house  to  them- 
selves.   Promt! 

A  Hiohlt-Polish'd  Pkbfobmakcb.  — 
HxNBT  iBVora  as  Le  Juif  PohnaU  in  The 
Belie. 
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A  FRIEND  TAKES   ME    FOR 


A   QUIET  DRIVE. 


1.  *'  Don't  be  alarmed,  Jaok— it  *■  onlf  her  way.    She  always 
doei  thia  at  ftartmg.    Kerer  knew  her  to  come  orer." 


2.  '*  Hay  aa  well  get  oat    She  always  makes  me  walk 
up  here.'* 


-^'  _?. 


^'H^. 


3.  "  Look  iharp,  Jack,  aod  get  the  reiiu  from  onder  her  tail 
or  we  '11  bare  ui  aoiident  I " 


4.  "Curious  thing  how  she  hates  trains! " 


mm 


6.  **  Better  be  on  the  look-out  for  a  soft  spot,  old  ohap !  *' 


6.  **  Now  this  is  the  second  time  she  has  turned  me  out 
just  here ! »' 


Hu  liflteninff  ean,  did 

Jaoko  of  tne  forest 
So  ** slate"  a  foeman 

when  his  head  was 

sorest. 
Strange  that  to   rave 

and  rant^  like  scnllion 

storni, 
like  low  Tirago  sodd, 

should  seem   "good 

form" 
To  our  Society  Simians, 

when  one  name 
Makes     Yolffar     spite 

obliyiousof  its  shame  I 
"Voluntary  and  deli- 
berate," their  speeeh, 
"  Articulate     too  "  — 

those   Apes!     Then 

oould  they  teaoh 
Thdr— say  ii(0so0fM<an<s, 

— muoL     Does  Club 

or  oage 
Hear  most  of  rabid  and 

unreasoned  rage  ? 
**  Apes'  manner  of  deli- 

Tery   shows"    (they 

say) 
"They're  conscious  of 

the  meaning  they'd 

conyey  1 " 
Then  pardon,  0AB]ncRl 

Apes,  though  found 

in  dans. 
Are  noi,  of  course,  poli- 
tical partisans. 
TiredoftheClub-room's 

incoherent  rage. 
One     pines     for     the 

Gaboon,    and    Oas- 

KXR'soage. 
For  what  arboreal  ape 

eoiijci  rage  and  rail 
like  him,  with  fierce 

Gladstonophobiapale, 
That  Smoke-room  Sim- 
ian, though  .without 

ataill 


IN  THE  MONKEY-HOUSE ; 

Or,  Cag€  vtrtus  Club, 
PKOFB890B  OiiurxB  gocs  to  the  Gaboon 
To  gamer  MonkcT  talk ;  a  dubious  boon  I 
Stucco  Philistia  shows  in  many  shapes 
The  babble  of  baboons,  the  chat  of  apes. 
Whj  hanff.  Sir,  up  a  tree,  in  a  big  oage. 
To  study  Simian  speech,  which  in  our  age 
Maw  be  o*eriieard  on  Flatform  or  in  Pub, 
Ana  studied  'mid  the  comforts  of  a  dub  P 
And  yet  perchance  your  forest  apes  would 
shrink  [think, 

From  Smoke-room  chat  of  apes  who  never 


But  cackle  inutatiydy  all  round. 
Till  their  speech  hath  an  automatic  sound. 
Put  the  dread  name  of  Gl-dsi-kx  in  the  slot 
SxxLFUVQUS  calls  his  mouth,  and  rabid  rot 
Will  gurgle  forth  in  a  swift  sewer-like  gush 
Of  coarse  abuse  would  make  a  bargee  blush. 
Smxlfuvous  is  a  soldier,  and  a  swell, 
But~*the  Gaboon  can  scarce  surpass  Pall- 

Mall 
In  Tidous,  /fibbaring  Tulgarity 
Of  coarse  Titnperation.    I)ecency, 
GourtesT,  common-sense,  all  cast  adde  I 
Phengh  I    Gaxsxe,  in  his  oage,  would  open 

wide 


THE  PICE  OF  THE 
BASKETS. 

Thb  DaHy  Gfraphic 
published     a     specific 
against  cholera^  alleged 
to  haye  been  inyented 
by  Doctor  Pick,  a  Ger- 
man.   Eyidently  "Our 
pipk'd   man  of  coun- 
tries."   As  it  is  some- 
thing to  drink,  and  not 
to  eat,  the  inyentor  is 
under  no  necessity  to  be 
known    henceforth    as 
Dr.  Pick  -  AND -CHKW8. 
His  remedy  is  to  treat 
the    haeillt    to    Rhine 
Wine.     The  result  of 
experiments  has   been 
"  so  much  the  worse  for 
the    bacOU:'      Substi- 
tute for  the  first  Towd  in  '  *  grapes  "  the  third 
of  the  vowels,  and  it  is  of  that  the  poor  ba- 
cillus suffers,  and  dies.    As  the  poet  Gbos- 
aiOTH  sings  of  the  German  Rhine, — 
*'  ThtU  of  the  Fatherland, 
The  happy  Fatherland, 
Giyes  the  greatest,  pain  inside.** 
Howeyer,  the  Bacillus  is  an  enemy,  and  if 
he  can  be  got  rid  of  by  grape-shot,  pour  it  in 
and  spare  not. 

Nbw  Publication.— "  TA^  Dumb  2>." 
Musical  Noyd.  Companion  to  The  Silent 
Sea,  by  Mrs.  Maclsob. 
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INNS  AND  OUTS. 

No.  IV.-THE  WINDOW^HUTTERS. 
*'  And  efery  time  Ae  gif  a  ahoomp,  A#  make  de  winders  aound.** 

I  DO  not  allude  to  the  white  wooden  Venetian  work  that  shades 
the  Grand  H6tel  windows.  It  is  of  the  clique  who  insist  on  shutting 
the  windows  that  I  write. 
Briefly  speaking,  the  in- 
mates of  the  Grand  Hdtel 
may  be  divided  into  two 
olasses  —  the  window- 
openers  and  the  window- 
shutters.  The  former  are 
all  British.  The  same 
Britons  who  at  the  Club 
soowl  at  a  suspicion  of 
draught,  and  luxuriate  in 
an  asphyxiating  atmo- 
sphere, hand  against  **the 
foreigners  "  in  this  respect. 
We  haye  a  nationalreputa- 
tion  to  keep  up.  We  are 
the  nation  of  soap,  of  fresh 
air,  of  tcondescending  dis- 
content: and  when  we  are 
on  the  Continent  every  one 
else,  including  the  native, 
is  "a  foreigner ; "  we 
carry  our  nationality  about 
with  us  like  a  camp-stool ; 
we  squat  on  it ;  we  are  jea- 
lous of  it ;  it  IS  a  case  of 
*  *  Itegardez,  mats  ne  touehez 
pair' 

This  patriotic  obtrusive- 
ness  culminates  in  the  Battle 
of  the  Windows.  It  is  an 
oppressive  evening.  The 
TabU  tPffoU'TOom  is  seeth- 
ing like  a  caldron;  a  few 
chosen  conspirators  and 
myself  open  the  campaign 
early;  we  "tip"  Adolf 
*'thewink.  "  That  diplo- 
matist orders  the  great 
window  to  be  half-opened. 
If  things  go  smoothly,  he 
will  gradually  open  out 
other  sources  of  ventilation. 
The  Noah's  Ark  procession 
files  in—all  shapes  and  all 
languages,  like  the  repast 
itself;  DoKNERWiTZ,  Tak- 
TABiif,  Shibtsoff,  8cam- 
PBLnn;  there  is  nothing 
in  common  between  them — 
save  the  paper  coUar ;  they 
would  hail  intemationiu 
declarations  of  war  to- 
morrow; but  the  sight  of 
us,  and  that  speck  of  air 
leagues  them.  **  Mein  Gott^ 
Die  Engldnder  / "  coughs 
DoNiTEBWTTZ ;  **  Ce  §otU 
de  fanaiiquet  enrhumSsP' 
hisses  TAXiLRUf;  Shibts- 
off sneezes  the  sneeze  of 
All  the  Russias ;  **  Corpo 
di  Baccof"  cries  Sgampa- 
Lna :  still  nothing  is  done ; 
the  •*  Potage  a  la  reine,*'— 
so  called  from  the  predomi- 
nance of  rain-water— ebbs 
away  in  the  commingled 
smacks  and  gulps  of  the 
infuriated  Powers ;  **  Sau^ 
man  du  Jthin^  sauce  Tar^ 
tare  "  is  being  appNortioned  to  the  knives  of  all  nations ;  it  is  perhaps 
the  sight  of  his  knife,  from  which  soup  only  is  salved,  that  nerves 
the  fuming  DoirirEBWiTZ  to  lead  the  attack.  **  Est ! ''  he  shouts  to 
the  studiously  unheeding  Adolf  ;  **'nother  bottil  Pellell— vw^  well 
saro ! "  chirrups  Aj)olf  reassuringly  to  me ;  DoinnEBWCTZ  raises  his 
knife ;  I  fear  for  the  consequences ;  he  brings  it  down  with  a  clang 
on  the  hardened  tumbler  of  the  Grand  Hotel ;  the  timid  pension^ 
naire  of  numberless  summers  starts  and  grows  pale ;  Bbistsoff 


looks  with  mremptory  enoouragemont  towards  the  Teaton;  **Aeh^ 
grctsglieh!  "  rattles  out  DomfBBWiiz,  and  strikes  again;  the  oohra- 
Iike  gutturality  of  that  *'^eA"  is  heart-rendinff ;  still  no  Adolf  ; 
at  a  gold-fraught  glance  from  mv  oompanions,  he  has  ordered  another 
detachment  to  the  front;  a^  fresh  current  of  air  invades  the  room. 
DoinrxBwiTZ*8  knife  is  now  hrandishinr  peas ;  his  offended  napkin 
chokes  him ;  with  the  yell  and  spring  ol  a  oorpnlent  hyena,  he  rises 

andi^mshes  to  the  windows. 


:e.h. 


COMMERCIAL   INSTINCT. 

Original  Genius  {soliloquising),  *'  LoB,  IT  'id  BIK  ▲  obool  SsAMl  TO  miss  AS 
OppoBTUKmr  UKB  THIS  'bbx.  Thb  Qov'iroB  oxTOHTiB  lxmmb  *jLYn  Tiir  Bob  ok 
THAT  Job  I " 


The   ttmid 
aadher 

hood  follow  him,  under  tiie 
m^  fffffW|iwpti<Hi  uiat  he  is 
summonisg  them  to  sd- 
mire  the  sunset ;  the  sun- 
set is  their  evening  ex- 
citement, and  DorasR- 
wiR  osn  be  sentrmentsl 
in  his  calmer  momenta ; 
but  no  **  Wie  wunder^ 
unmdersekSn  f  "  esoapes 
him ;  a  Saxon  word,  tost 
even  they  eanundentand, 
is  on  his  lips;  the  nng 
on  his  forefinger  glesms 
luridly ;  hang,  hang, 
bang;  he  efina  fire; 
down  go  the  windows, 
and  DomrxBWiTK  reaomea 
his  seat  of  war,  hia  nsTJrin 
waving  like  a  atandmrd 
bef  ote  nim.  It  is  now  my 
turn;  I  don*t  like  it; 
but  my  co-eoQspiraton 
expect  me  te  maintain  the 
honour  of  oar  country: 
Adolf  cannot  he  trusted 
further;  I  advance  fur- 
tively; theleyesolBoroiie 
are  upon  me ;  one  by  one 
I  q[wn  them  again  sad 
subside;  a  terrible sUenee 
supervenes.  What  next  f 
—that  is  the  question  I 

But  DoHVKEwm  is  not 
only  a  Moltkx.  he  is  also 
aBi8i£iJUX;  flushed  end 
maist  with  exertion,  he 
has  foreseen  this  move;  it 
is  the  hour  of  that  inevit- 
ehU  ''  Bataraise'*:  the 
fork  bsj  fucceeded  to  the 
knife;  his  mouth  is  at 
Last  free  to  confabulate 
with  his  neighbour — thA 
Ladf  fraoi  Chicago. 

'*  Wal.  I  oallthat aUp- 
up  rade/^  I  hear  her  re- 
mark. '*In  Amnr'ea  we 
should  JQ8t  hev*  him  re- 
moved ;  but  Engliahmen 
arti  built  tliiitway;  thej 
fancy,  I  t'pose,  they  dis- 
oovefi^dCo-LTTMUS ;  "and 
then  DoimBBWiTS  leans 
over  the  table  and,  grasp- 
ing the  united  weapons  ol 
f (ffk,  knife,  and  spoon, 
addiesses  me  with  eiier- 
vesoent  deliberation. 
'*  Pardon,— Mister,  ^hnt 
— dis— leddy,— haf — 

Starrh;  in  a  Shemaa 
sntieman'a  boose— sMMt 
—keep— first — de — leddr 
simmer;  sol"  I  doo^t 
fully  understand,  but  I 
feel  that  my  ohivalqr  is 
impugned,  lly  eonfe* 
Of  course,"  they  whisper,  *'  had  no 
The  bruteal  I  stutter  an  spologr. 


derates,  too.  round  upon  me ;  ' 

idea  the  lady  was  an  invalid." . 

and  **dimb  down ; "  the  windows  are  again  hermetioally  seeled ; 
and,  as  I  slink  away.  I  hear  **  Ftea/"  *' JJoeA/"  and  eHnkiiur 
glasses.  Then  Adolf  hurries  up  surreptitiously,  andwhispera,**  Tell 
vou  vat.  Bare :  to-morrer  von  shoost  dme  on  de  terass ;  &re,  plen^ 
breese,  hein  ?  '*  '*  Plenty  DreeielDVgitipd  you  pay  three  francs  extra, 
and  catch  a  cold* 
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SIGH  NO  MORE.  LOTTIE. 

["The  dinnfecting  proccM 
hai  ruined  all  the  drcMea  of 
MiM  CoLLasJ*  —  J{t%o  York 
T$legrmn,'\ 

8ieH  no  more,  Loms,  sigh 
no  mora. 
Those  gowni  haTeffonefor 
eTer; 
Yoa^Te  oat  aome  oapen  on 
that  shore 
That  70U  expeeted  nerer ; 
Then  sigh  not  so,  but  let 
them  go, 
And  be  yon  blithe  and 
bonnj, 
Gonyerting  all  yoor  soonds 
of  woe 
To    Tarara  -  boom  -  de 
nonny. 

Sing  that  Tile  ditty  yetonoe 
more, 
And  win  almightr  dollars 
From    Yankees  who    haye 
spoilt  yoor  store 
Of  frooks,  frills,  cuffs  and 
oollars| 
The  air  will  ran  in  their 
heads  like  one 
O'clock,  till  it  makes  the 
same  ache. 
"Wbile  on  yon  shines  pros- 
perity's sa]i| 
Yonr  Tarara-Doom-de  hay 
make  I 


At    THS    PATTSmCAKSBS' 

Bahqust.  —  At  the  Conrt 
Dinner  of  the  Pattenmakersr  * 
held  at  the  Metropole,  the 
eulogies  of  the  Worshipful 
MastiBr,  Sir  Augustus  Dbu- 
BiOLAjrus  (now  Master  of 
Horse  at  Drorr  Lane),  were 
identafnl,  and  ne  had  a  oon- 
siderable  amoont  of  paiUn 
on  the  back  from  all  his 
guests.  The  great  dish  of 
tbe  erening  was  Partridae 
au  Patten^sn  English  suD- 
stitute  far  Perdrix  au  ehou. 


FANCY   PORTRAIT. 


OUR  GRAND  YOUNG  GARDNER  (HERBERT  U.), 

Ik  his  New  Chabaotbb  of  Thb  Mikistbb  of  Aorioultubb. 

( fFUh  Sangy^ '  *  Eere  *stoih$  EeaUh  of  (he  Barley  Mow  t " 


SONNET  ON  CHILLON. 
( JVharetheeUdrie  light  is  now 

indalled  in  th$  dungeon  <^ 

BonivanL) 

Elxctsic  lighting,  dear  to 
modem  mind. 
Bright  in  this  dungeon! 

Switzerland,  thou  art 
Too  mad  for  things  quite 

Jln^de^sieeU  smart ! 
▼  the  trains,  that  rum- 
ble just  behind. 
And  Yeyer  tramoars,  in  my 
thoughts  consigned 
To  eyen  hotter  place,  had 

been  enough 
To    scare    Sutd.   Hugo, 
Shkllst,  in  a  huff ; 
Make  Btsoit  cast  his  poem 

to  the  wind ! 
Chillon,  thy  prison  may  be- 
come a  plsce 
With  litt^marble  tables 
in  a  row, 
Where  tourists,  dressed  with 
artless  English  grace. 
May  drink  their  bock  or 
cafi  down  below. 
And      foreign      penkniyes 
rapidly  efface 
The  boasted   names  this 
light  is  meant  to  show. 


Musical  Note.— The  most 
tranquillising,  or  eyen  som- 
niferous melodies  eyer  .com- 
posed, must  haye  been  those 
written  by  the  celebrated 
LuLLi.  The  first  thing  by 
LuLUwasa**Xtf//i5y.'^ 

New  Woeds  to  ak  Old 

TUKE    (kUTD  k  StLLABLS   TO 

spabe).  —  Song  for  the 
SncBSiAET  for  Ibelavs:— 
''*Ti$aU  far  good  luck,  mioih 
bould  Rory  &Mor^leyJ' 

All  the  Diffeeencb— 
between  ''Sir  G.  0.  M." 
and  *•  Th$  G.  0.  M. ' 


SZAMnrATIOM  PAPEB  FOB  A  PBESS  CAHDIDATE. 

(WiOi  a  View  to  Carryinuf  out  the  Suggestion  qfthe  JnttituU  of 
Joumaiuttt) 

1.  What  are  the  prind^  duties  of  an  Editor  ?  State  what  you 
would  do  if  you  were  yisited  by  bores  of  the  following  kinds :— U)i 
a  friend ;  (2),  an  enemy ;  (3),  a  proprietor. 

2.  Show  how  a  political  article  may  be  written,  saying  as  little  as 
possible  in  the  greatest  amount  of  ipaoeP  Giye  specimens  of 
'*  writing  round  a  subject"  without  offending  susceptibilities. 

3.  What  are  the  duties  of  a  Dramatic  Critie  ?  Shim,  by  a  speeimen 
artiols,  how  a  critique  of  a  bad  play,  indifferently  performed,  can  yet 
be  made  to  giye  satisfaotioii  to  the  Author,  the  Manager,  the 
Company,  and  the  Public  f 

4.  What  are  the  duties  of  a  Special  CorrespondsBt  at  a  Seat  of 
War  ?  Giye  a  short  desoriptiye  artiele  of  a  battle  written  in  sneh  a 
manner  that  the  readers  of  your  paper  may  leam  eyerything  without 
your  getting  shot  as  a  spy,  or  drummed  out  d  camp  as  an  iiSormer. 

5.  What  are  the  duties  of  a  Reyiewer  F  Desonbe  the  process  of 
log-rolling,  and  gire  speeimen  of  notices  of  books :— (1),  when  the 


hate  the  writer,  but  must  not  offend  the  gentleman  whose  name 
appears  as  the  distributor,  and  (3),  wiien  you  know  nothing  of  the 
Tolume  and  its  producer,  but  suspect  that  the  Author  reyiews  for 
another  periodical,  tad  that  you  may  possibly  get  an  order  from  his 
literary  introducer. 

6.  What  are  the  duties  of  a  Musical  Critic?  I^ow  how  it  is 
feasible  to  write  a  most  scientific  notice  without  being  able  to  distin- 
gmshthe  National  Anthem,  MASOAen's  **  Intomwuo,^'  or  *'The 
Wedding  Mwreh,"  from  '*  The  Btm  Belli  of  SeotlandJ' 

7.  Distinguish  the  differsnoe  between  *'  Our  Own  Commissioner'' 
snd''Our  Own  CoRespoiid«nt»"  tad** Our  Special  Reporter"  tad 


"An  Occasional  Contributor."    Giye  the  rates  of  rumuneration  (if 
any)  attaching  to  each  office. 

8.  What  is  *'  City  Intelligence  P  "  Is  it  affected  by  the  rise  and 
fall  of  the  adyertisement  columns?  State  the  difference  between 
'*NewB  Specially  Communicated  "  and  a  puff  paragraph. 

9.  Giye  the  statistics  (if  you  are  able)  of  the  number  of  aspirants 
to  Journalism  who  haye  risen  and  fallen.  Show  that  a  small  certainty 
in  the  City  is  better  than  an  occasional  ten-pound  note  earned  in 
Fleet  Street 

10.  Write  an  essay  upon  the  subject  that  Journalism  is  better  as  a 
stick  than  a  crutch,  and  show  that  it  is  useless  to  take  up  your  pen 


if  you  haye  not  already  prorided  (from  other  souroes)  for  1 
ment  of  your  butcher's  book* 


pay- 


TO 

Faeewell  to  theci  Cricket, 

Thy  last  match  u  o'er; 
Thy  bat,  ball,  and  wicket, 

Are  needed  no  more. 
To  thy  sister  we  turn. 

For  her  ooning  we  pray : 
Her  worshippen  bum 

For  the  heat  of  the  fray. 

Hsil  I  Goddess  of  battle, 
Tet  hated  of  Ma(r)s, 

How  ceaseless  their  tattle 
Of  tumbles  and  soars ! 


FOOTBALL. 

Such  warnings  are  yain, 
For  thy  rites  we  prepare, 

Toutii  is  yearning  again 
In  thy  perils  to  share. 

Broken  limbe  and  black  eyes. 

May,  perchance,  be  our  lot ; 
But  grant  gosls  and  ties 

And  we  eare  not  a  jot 
Too  sacred  to  name 

With  thy  posts,  ball,  and  field, 
There  is  no  winter  game 

To  which  thou  canst  yield. 


New  Teakslatidv*'*  Yeet  choice  Itauak."— **A>ttoi?oe«;" 
ke.,  in  a  drunken  tone  of  yotoe. 
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AN    EN-NOBBLING   SPECTACLE! 

Being  aoms  aecourU  of  the  Prodigal  Daughter  o/Drury  Lane. 

Chaptbr  L—The  Tea-urn  of  the  Hunger, 

Sni  JoHir  Heitrt  Nstillb  Woodmebx  was  the  most  eonside- 
rate  of  men,  and  he  had  a  yery  oonsiderate  family^,  and  a  large 
oirole  of  ooniiderate  aoquaintanoea.    He  was  obliging  to  the  last 


_  ..^.  -. 

Yolaptuaiy,  carry  insr  weifcht.  winning  the  Groat  Metropohtan  Dnuy 
Lane  Stakea.    Everybody  up. 

degree.  Among  those  he  knew,  and  to  whom  he  owed  a  deep  debt 
of  gratitude  (for  they  had  furnished  him  with  an  old  family  mansion, 
a  stud  of  racers,  and  passes  for  himself  and  circle  to  Paris)  were 
Augusts  ls  Grand,  and  Hesili  ls  Pjsititt. 

**M7  good  friend,"  said  Hsnbi,  **your  daughter  is  charming. 
She  has  been  well  brought  up,  and  has  the  finest  sentiments :  but 
it  is  neoessary  that  she  should  run  away  to  Paris,  and  dodge 
the  parson.  Otherwise,  how  could  she  be  called  The  Prodigal 
Daughter?'' 
'    Sir  Jomr  saw  the  force  of  this  reasoning,  and  consented. 

*'  And  stay,"  said  Auoustb.  **  we  must  really  hare  a  good  set,  and 
you  must  go  a  fox-hunting.  You  must  have  armour,  and  a  breakfast, 
and  all  of  you  must  wear  hunting-coats.  And  look  here,  we  can't 
do  without  flowers,  and  ooats-of-arms,  and  open  windows." 

**  But,"  ol^'ected  Sir  Johk,  **  if  I  am  going  a  fox-hunting,  surely 
it  should  be  in  the  winter  or  spring.    And  how  about  the  flowers^  " 

*'  You  have  got  them  from  Nice,"  replied  Augusts. 

So  it  was  thus  arranged.  Sir  John's  daughter,  who  was  called 
Ross  MiLLWARD  WooDXEBS,  clopcd  and  broke  her  father's  heart. 

**  But,"  exclaimed  her  bereaved  parent,  preparing  to  mount  a  horse 
that  was  waiting  for  him  on  the  lawn  amongst  the  flower-beds, 
**  although  my  heart  is  breaking.  I  will  show  the  world  I  am  a  true 
English  gentleman  by  starting  off  to  head  the  chace ! " 

And  he  said  this  out  of  consideration  for  Augusts  and  Hsnbi, 
because  he  knew  they  wanted  what  is  technically  known  as  a  Curtain. 
And  by  this  means  he  gave  them  one.    And  a  good  one  too. 

Chaptsr  U,—A  Utile  Trip  to  Parie. 
AiTD  then  Sir  John  and  all  his  considerate  family  and  acquain- 
tances went  to  Paris  to  stay  at  the  Grand  Hotel,  which  seemed  to 
have  been  surrendered  to  them  (at  convenient  times)  for  their  special 
use.  Sir  John  was  accompanied  by  a  most  useful  villain^  who  showed 
the  depth  of  his  depravity  bv  wearing  a  moustache  of  the  deepest 
dye.    So  that  this  depth  might  be  better  known,  he  colled  himself 

DSSPWATSR. 

''  Sir  John,"  said  this  villain,  **  your  daughter  has  come  to  Paris 


the  Hon.  Julian  Enight  Belford.  and  liOrd  Harrt  Nicholls 
Banberrt  (a  comic  Peer),  and  his  wire  (a  converted  Quakeress),  and 
Dudley  J.  L.  Shins  Roper,  a  wicked  but  amusing  Hebrew,  hanging 
about.  Cannot  we  meet  for  two  minutes,  and  set  everytyng  to- 
righteP" 

^*  My  dear  Sir  John."  returned  Maurice  Fernandez  Debpwatsr, 
"  pray  Consider  yourself  mififtaken.  As  you  say,  if  we  ill  met  together 
for  two  miniltes  in  a  room,  the  whole  thing  woold  be  settled.    But 


then  I  am  distinctly  under  the  impression  that  Aueusrs  lb  Grand 
and  Henri  lb  Pettitt  would  be  confoundedly  annoyed." 

*'  Oh,"  exclaimed  Sir  John,  **  if  you  think  they  would  be  annoyed, 
do  not  say  anoUier  word  about  it  I ' ' 

So  the  various  characters  gave  one  another  a  dear  berth,  and 
missed  each  other  at  the  nick  ot  time. 

But  after  awhile  Boss  was  left  alone  with  the  Hon.  Juixur 
Bblpobd. 

**  It  is  not  very  dear  to  me  why  we  haven't  married,"  said  he. 

'*  Kor  to  me  either  t  "  she  replied.  '*  We  dawdled  a  bit,  and  I  dare- 
say put  it  off  because  what  one  knows  can  be  done  at  any  moment 
is  often  not  done  at  all." 

**  Wdl,  hadn't  we  better  zo  to  the  British  Embassy  ?  " 

"Why,  yes,"  she  replied,  with  some  hesitation ;  "but  I  really 
think  you  nad  better  say  you  will  marry  my  oousin.  I  faney  it 
would  please  Augxtste  ana  Henri." 

**  Anything  to  oblige  them,"  returned  the  Hon.  Julian. 

"  That  being  settled,  ]^ease  leave  me,  as  I  have  to  fall  in  a  dead 
faint—must  get  an  effective  Curtain,  you  know ! " 

The  Hon.  Julian  Enight  Belford  nodded  his  head,  and  then 
Ross  Millward  Woodmers  fainted— with  the  desired  result. 

Chapter  111.— Cackle  v.  '0$se$.    The  Favourite  wine, 
kKD  now  Sir  John  and  his  considerate  oirde  had  oome  to  England, 
and  were  dose  to  Liver|>ool. 

**  My  dear  people,"  said  Henri,  **  never  mind  vour  love-makinir, 
never  mind  your  plot,  leave  it  to  Augusts,  ana  he  will  pull  yon 
through." 

And  Henri  was  quite  right.  Augusts  went  to  work  with  a  wilL 
and  did  pull  them  through.  He  took  them  to  the  Grand  National 
Steeple  Chace,  and  showed  them  and  all  the  world  a  sight  the  like 
of  which  they  had  never  seen  before.  There  were  real  horses,  real 
touts,  and  a  real  winner.  Oh,  how  it  went !  It  was  magnificent ! 
And,  before  this  great  race,  Augusts  (heli>ed  by  Hbnri  this  time) 
showed  a  training-stable,  and  how  a  favourite  can  be  nobbled.  It 
didn't  in  the  least  matter  why  it  was  done,  or  where  it  was  done. 
It  was  a  lovely  sight  to  see  somebody  or  other  giving  the  wrong  hone 
beans.  And  the  norse  liked  them,  and  eat  tliem  with  a  zest,  and 
fdt  none  the  worse  for  them.  On  the  contrary,  the  beans  seemed 
to  give  the  creature  sufficient  vigour  to  carry  on  the  running  until 


Ou-tcntatioo  ;  or,  "  Giring  him  Boani." 

Christmas  at  Drury  Lane,  with  a  trot  to  Covent  Garden  to  follow, 
and  then  back  again,  perhaps  to  the  dd  quarters,  up  to  Easter. 

**  Ah,  that  will  make  all  thinn  right  I "  cried  Auouhtt. 
*'  Voluptuary^  will  carry  the  whole  of  us— Authors,  Manafers,  and 
Actors— to  victory!"  And  he  was  right— Foibififtiary  £d  carry 
them  to  suooese— a  gigantic  one. 

Chapter  lY.—The  MeanajueUfy  the  End. 

And  Sir  John  and  his  considerate  cirole  acted  up  to  their  prindplea 
to  the  very  end. 

*'Br08B,  come  to  my  arms!  "  said  he,  to  his  child;  **you  have  been 
pro(Ufral  enough,  it  is  now  time  for  your  reformation  and  conciliation.^ 

**  Then  may  we  marry  P  "  asked  the  Hon.  Julian. 

**  Certainly !"  was  the  reply. 

And  the  other  couples  were  also  satisfactorily  aooounted  for. 

**  Are  you  contented  ?  '*  asked  Sir  John,  of  Auqustb  and  Hbnbt. 

**  How  does  it  end  P "  was  the  answer,  taking  the  shape  of  a 
question. 

**  Happily  for  all.  Not  only  for  us,  but  for  yon  and  the  PaUio 
generally."  *  ^^  ^^  ^^1  ^ 

And  Augusts,  Henri,  Box  and  Cor,  and  in  fact  everybody  who 
was  anybody,  were  satisfied.    As  indCM.  thi^  ihofOld  be. 


0^  VOnOB.— -Sheeted  Communications  or  Contributions,  whether  US.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Fioturss  of  any  descripU^ii,  wOi 
ii  no  ease  be  letnmed,  not  tfVen  wh^  %^C9inp4]4e4  by  #  8^^lped  and  Addreued  Envelope,  Coter,  or  Wrapper;    to  this  nit 
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AT  A   HYPNOTIC   SEANCE. 

ScszTB— ^  Publie  ffaU  m  a  provincial  town.  The  Hj/pnotitt^a 
tall,  grace  ful^  and  handsome  young  tnan,  in  weU-ftUing  evening 
clothes— hoe  already  succeeded  in  putting  most  of  his  subjects  to 
sleep,  and  is  going  round  and  inspecting  them  criticalfy^  as  they 
droop  limjfly  on  a  semicircle  of  chairs,  in  a  variety  ofunpidu- 
resque  attitudes.  The  only  Lady  on  the  platform  is  evidently  as 
yet  in  full  possession  of  her  senses* 
First  Female  Spectator  (to  Second).  Masll  Mavgles  do  take  a 
time  sendiDg  off,  aon*t  she  P 

Second  F.  S.  {also  a  friend  of  MIbs  Majtolxs).  Yes,  that  she  do- 
it ^yes  her  suoh  a  Buly  look,  sittiiig  there,  the  on'j  one  with  her 
■ensei  aboat  her ! 

First  F.  S.  It*8  all  affeotation— she  oould  shut  her  eyes  fast 
enough  if  she  liked/ 

Second  F.  S.  The  'Ipnotiser's  oominft  roond  to  her  now— she  'U 
have  to  go  off  now.  ( W'ith  a  not  unpleasurable  anticipation.)  I 
expect  he  'U  make  her  do  all  manner  o*  ridic*lous  things ! 

First  F.  S.  Well,  it  will  be  a  lesson  to 
her  against  making  herself  so  oonspicuoas 
anotlMr  time.    I  shan't  pity  her. 

I'he  Hyp.  (after  a  brief  eoUoauy  with 
Miss  Mavglis).  I  see  1  am  not  likely  to 
Buooeed  with  this  Lady;  so,  with  many 
thanks  to  her  on  behalf  of  myself  and  the 
audience  for  coming  forward,  I  will  detain 
her  no  longer. 

[^Applause,  amidst  which  Miss  M.  descends 

to  her  seat  in  the  body  of  the  hall,  with 

a  smUe  of  conscious  tnumph, 

Fint  F.  S.  idisapooinUd).   I  don't  see 

what  she 's  done  to  dap  their  hands  about, 

myself ! 

Second  F.  S.  Nor  1  neither— taking  up 
his  time  all  for  nothing— depend  upon  it 
she  wouldn't  have  gone  up  if  1^  hadn't  been 
80  nice-looking  I 

First  F  S,  1  wouldn't  like  to  think  that 
of  her  myself ;  but,  anrhow,  she  didn't  get 
much  by  it,  did  sher  He  soon  sent  her 
packing! 

Male  Spectator  (to  a  Woman  in  front  of 
him).  ETcning,  Mrs.  Midosllt  —  I  see 
they  'ye  got  your  good  man  up  on  the  plat- 
form. 

Mrs.  M.  Ke  will  go,  Mr.  BuDKnr !   He 's 
gone  up  every  night  the  'Ipnotiser's  been     / 
here,  and  says  he  feels  it 's  ^oing  to  do    ^ 
him  good.    »>  this  eyening  I  said  Vd  come 
in  too,  and  judge  for  myself.    What  good 
he  expects  to  get,  laying  there  like  a  damp 
dishdout,  J  don't  know  r 
[^Meanwhile  the  Hypnotist  has  borrowed  a 
silver 'handled  umbrella  from  the  audi' 
ence,  and  thrust  it  before  the  faces  of  one 
or  two  loutish-looking  youths,  who  imme- 
diately begin  to  squint  horribly  and  follow 
the  suver-top  with  their  noses,  till  they 
knock  their  heads  together, 
Mr.  Budkin  (to  Mrs.  Midgxllt).  He's 
going  to  give  your  husband  a  turn  of  it  now. 
{The  umbrella' handle  is  applied  to  Mr.  M., 
a  feehU'looking  tittle  man  with  a  sandy 
top-knot :  he  grovels  after  the  silver-top  when  %t  is  depressed,  and 
makes  futile  attempts  to  clamber  up  the  umbrella  after  it  when  it 
is  held  aloft. 
Mrs.  M.  (severely).    I  haven't  patience  to  look  at  him.    A  Kitten 
'nd  have  had  more  sense  I 

The  Hyp.  (calling  up  one  of  the  heavy  youths).  Can  you  whistle, 
Sir?  Tes?  Then  whistle  something.  (TheYoa^whutles  a  popu- 
lar air  in  a  lugubrious  tone,)  Now  you  ean*t  whistle— Irv.  (7^ 
Touth  tries— and  produces  nothing  but  a  close  imitation  of  an  air- 
cushion  that  is  being  unscrewed.)  Now.  if  I  were  not  to  wake  him 
up,  this  young  gentleman's  friends  would  never  enjoy  the  benefit  of 
his  whistle  again  t 

Voice  from  a  Back  Bow,  DonH  wake  him,  Ghiv'nor,  we  can  bear  it ! 
Hyp.  (after  restoring  the  lost  talent,  and  calling  uv  another  Touth, 
somewhat  smartly  attired).  Now,  Sir,  what  do  you  drink  ? 

The  Youth  [wttha  slt'epy  candour).  Beer  when  I  can  ^t  'old  of  it. 
A  Friend  of  his  in  Audxenre.  Jim's  'aving  a  lark  with  him— he 
said  as  'ow  he  meant  to  kid  him  like— A«  ain't  'ipnotised,  bless  yer  I 
Hyp.  But  you  like  water,  too,  don't  you?    (Jnc  admits  this— in 
moaerationA    Try  this.    (He  gives  him  a  tumbler  of  water.)    Is  that 
good  water? 
Jim  (smacking  hw  Upe).  That's  good  water  enough^  Sir. 


"  I  do.    Lovely  creature ! 


Hyp.  It's  bad  water— taste  it  again. 
[Jim  tastfs,  ami  ejects  it  with  every  symptom  of  extreme  disapproval. 
Jim^s  Friend.  Try  him  with  a  drop  o'  Scotch  in  it— 'e '//  get  it 
down! 

Hyp.  (to  Jim).  There  is  no  water  in  that  g[las»— it's  full  of 
sovereigns,  don  t  you  see  P  (Jim  agrees  that  this  is  so^  and  testifies 
to  his  conviction  by  nromptly  emptying  the  contents  of  the  glass  into 
his  trousers*  vocket]  What  have  you  got  in  your  pocket  ? 
Jim  (chuckling  with  satisfaction),  Quids— golden  sovereigns ! 
Hyff.  Wake  up!  Now  what  do  you  find  in  your  pocket— any 
sovereigns  ? 

Jtm  (surprised).  Sovereigns? 
in  his  pocket,  bringing  it  out  dri\ 
stream  of  water  issuing  from  hisi  ^  . 

\He  makes  dismal  efforts  to  dry  himself,  amidst  roars  of  laughter. 
His  Friend.  Old  Jdc  didn't  oome  best  out  o'  that ! 
Hyp.  (to  Jim).  Tou  don't  feel  comfortable?    (Emphatic  assent 
IK.)    Yes,  you  do,  you  feel  no  discomfort  whatever. 

[Jim  resumes  his  setU  with  a  satisfied  expression. 
An   Open- minded  Sped.    Mind  yer,  if 
this  yere  'Ipnotism  can  prevent  water  from 
beinpr  wet,  there  must  be  somethina  in  it  I 

J9yp.  I  will  now  give  you  an  illustration 
of  the  manner  in  which,  oy  hypnotic  influ- 
ence, a  subject  can  be  affected  with  an 
entirelv  imaginary  pain.  Take  this  gentle- 
man. (Indicating  the  unfortunate  Mr.  MiD- 
GELLT,  who  is  slumbcring  peacefully.)  Now, 
what  pain  shall  we  give  him  ? 

A  Voice.  Stomach-ache! 
[This  sugaestion,  however,  is  so  coyly  ad- 
vanced that  it  fortunately  escapes  notice. 
Hyp.  Tooth-ache  ?    Yery  good— we  will 
give  him  tooth-ache. 

[The  Audience  receive  this  with  enthusiasm, 

which   increases    to   rapturous   delight 

when  Mr.  Midoellt's  cheek  begins  to 

twitch  violently,  and  he  nurses  his  jaw 

in  acute  agony ;  the  tooth-ache  is  then 

transftrred  to  another  victim^  who  writhes 

in  an  even  more  entertaintng  manner, 

until  the   unhappy   couple   are  finally 

relieved  from  torment. 

A  Spect.  Well,  it's  better  nor  any  play, 

this  is  —  but  he  ought  to  ha' passed  the 

toothache  roimd  the  lot  of  'em,  just  for  the 

fun  o*  the  thing  I 

Mrs.  Midgeily.    I    should  ha'  thought 

there  was  toothache  enough  without  coming 

here  to  get  more  of  it,  but  so  lon^  as  Mo- 

GRLLT  's  enjoyin'  himself,  /shan't  mterf ere! 

[The  Hypnot.  has  impressed  his  subjects  with 

the  idea  that  there  is  an  Angel  at  the  other 

end  of  the  hall^  and  they  are  variousty 

affected  by  the  celestial  apparition,  some 

gating  wtth  a  rapt  artn.whUe  others 

invoke  her  stiffly,  or  had  ner  like  a  cab. 

Mr.  Midgxllt  alime  exhibits  no  interest. 

Mr.  Budkin  (to  Mrs.  M.).  Your  'usband 

don't  seem  to  be  putting  himself  out.  Angel 

or  no  Anffel. 

Mrs.  M.  (complacenth/).  He  knows  too 
well  what 's  due  to  me,  Mr.  Bitbkik.    I'm 
Angel  enough  for  him ! 
Hyp.  1  shall  now  persuade  this  Ghentleman  that  there  is  a  beauti- 
ful young  lady  in  green  at  the  door  of  this  hall.    (To  Mr.  M.)    Do 
you  see  her.  Sir  ? 

Mr.  M.  (rising  with  alacrity).  I  do.    Lovely  creature ! 
[He  suddenly  snatches  up  a  decanter  of  water,  and  invites  histnvtsible 
charmer,  in  passionate  pantomime,  to  come  up  and  share  it  with 
him — to  the  infinite  delight  of  the  Audience,  and  disgust  of  his  Wife. 

Afteb  the  Perfosmancb. 

Mr.  MidgeHy  (as  he  rejoins  his  Wife).  I  felt  the  influence  more 
strongly  to-night  than  what  I  have  yet ;  and  the  Professor  says,  if  I 
only  Keep  on  comine  up  every  night  while  he 's  here,  I  shall  soon  be 
complete  I V  susceptible  to Whj,  whatever 's  the  matter,  my  dear  P 

Mrs,  M,  Matter !  You  're  quite  susceptible  enough  as  it  is ;  and, 
now  I  know  how  you  can  go  on,  you  don't  catch  me  letting  you  get 
'ipnotised  again.    You  and  your  voung  lady  in  green  indeed! 

Mr.  M.  (utterly  mystified).  He  and  mv— ^1  don't  know  what 
you  're  alluding  to.    It 's  the  first  /'re  heard  of  it  I 

Mrs,  M,  {grimly).  WeU,  it  won't  be  the  last  by  a  long  way.    Ob, 
the  insight  1  've  had  into  your  character  this  evening,  Midoellt  ! 
[Mr.  M.  is  taken  home,  to  realise  that  Hyptwtism  u  not  altogether 
without  its  dangers. 


vot.  cni. 
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THUNDERS   FROM   SNOWOON. 

"  Nothing  could  hare  served  my  pxirpoBe  better,  than  to  have  drawn  this  illuminating  flash  out  of  the  thunders/*  &c.|  &c.—  Vid^  Duke  rfAryyirt 
Letter  to  The  I%mei,  ana  hie  Letter'  te  Somebody  who  had  drawn  hie  Orace*e  attention  to  Mr,  Oladetone'e  Snowdon  Speech, 


Msic.  FBOX  Whitbrxadfo&dshiee.— Sir 
Bluitdkll  Maplb  is  reported  to  have  said* 
"  I  '11  giye  you  a  good  tip.  Back  Duke^ani 
my  horBea  for  the  Cambridgeshire."  New 
Carpet  Knight  not  saooessfol  as  a  sporting 
tipster,  seeing  that  Colonel  Dttkb,  though  he 
fooght  well,  was  beaten.  Perhaps  Sir  Bluit- 
BELL  meant  ths  Duks^  who  raoes  every  night 
at  Drory  Lane.  That's  a  yery  good  tip,  as 
safe  as  nooses— Drory  Lane  booses,  of  coorse. 


A  CITY  PARADOX. 

Our  City  Aldermanio  lights 

Who  talk  (and  live)  a  trifle  high, 
In  stem  defence  of  ciyic  rights 

Profess  themselyes  prepared  to  die 
And  yet  the  Aldermanio  crowd— 

It's  amply  troe,  sa^  what  you  will- 
With  open  eyes  haye  just  aUbwed 

The  Jiayoralty  to  come  to  Khill  ! 


**  Habitual  Druvkaeds  CoioansB.** — 
An  awful-looking  heading  to  a  paragraph  t 
What  a  picture  we  imagination  may  oco^iirB 
up  of  a  Committee  of  ELabitoal  Dronkarda ! 
There  would  be  the  Honble.  Tox  Top£l^ 
Lord  SoTT,  Sax  Sokke,  Marquis  of  ICopps 
and  Brooms,  Captain  Fudblb,  Dick  Swixslkk, 
R.N.,  Frakk  Fabooitb  (of  the  Dail^  BoozmY 
with  Tits  Asa  Druxx  in  the  Chair,  or  if 
not,  under  the  table  with  the  otfaers. 
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COHVSSSATIOirAL  HIHTS  70S  TOTJVO  SHOOTERS. 

{By  Mr,  Punch's  ovm  Cfrotm  in  th€  OnU'room,) 

Makt  maniuli  haTe  been  pabUahedfor  the  edification  of  beginnen 
in  the  axt  of  shooting.  If  that  art  can  indeed  be  aoqoired  by  read- 
ing, there  is  no  reason  whv  any  youth,  whoee  edaoation  has  been 
ivo^ly  attended  to,  shoola  not  be  perfectly  proficient  in  it  without 
naTing  fired  a  single  shot  But,  Mr,  Punch  lias  noticed  in  all  these 
Tdames  a  mve  (fof  eot  In  none  of  them  is  an^  instmction  giTen 
which  shall  enable  a  man  to  obtain  a  oonyersational  as  well  as  a 
merely  shooting  sacoess.  ETcry  imrsait  has  its  proper  oonyersational 
complement.  Hie  Farmer  mnst  Imow  how  to  speak  of  crops  and  the 
weather  in  picturesque  and  inflam- 
matonr  language;  the  Barrister  must 
note,  lor  use  at  the  dinner-table,  the 
subtle  jests  of  his  colleagues,  the 
peiplexity  of  stumbling  witnesses, 
and  the  soul-stirring  jokes  of  Judges : 
the  derryman  must  babble  of 
Sunday-schools  and  Choir-practices. 
Similarly,  a  Shooter  must  be  able 
to  speak  of  his  sport  and  its  Taried 
inddents.  To  be  merely  a  good  shot 
is  nothing.  Many  dull  men  can  be 
that  The  great  thing,  surelv,  is  to 
be  both  a  good  shot  and  a  cheerful 
light-hearted  companion,  with  a  fund 
of  anecdotes  and  a  rich  store  of  allu- 
sions appropriate  to  eyery  phase  of 
shooting.  Jar.  Punch  Tentures  to 
hope  that  the  hints  he  has  here  put 
together,  may  be  of  Tslue  to  all  who 
propose  to  go  out  and  **kill  some- 
thing" with  a  gun. 

The  Guh. 

No  subject  offers  a  greater  yariety 
of  oonyersation  than  this.  But,  of 
course,  the  occasion  counts  for  a  good 
deaL  It  would  be  foolish  to  dis- 
charge it  (metaphorically  speaking) 
at  the  head  of  the  first  comer.  You 
must  watch  for  your  opportunity. 
For  instance,  guns  ought  not  to  oe 
talked  about  directly  after  break- 
fast, before  a  shot  has  been  fired. 
Better  wait  till  after  the  shooting- 
lunch,  when  a  fresh  start  is  being 
made,  say  for  the  High  Coyert  halt 
a  mile  away.  You  can  then  begin 
after  this  lashion  to  your  host: — 
**  That 's  a  nice  gun  of  yours,  Chal- 
MXBS.  I  saw  you  doing  rare  work 
with  it  at  the  comer  of  the  new  plan 
tation  this  morning."  Chalmibs  is 
sure  to  be  pleased.  You  not  only  call 
attention  to  his  skill,  but  you  praise 
his  gun,  and  a  man*s  gun  is,  as  a 
rule,  as  sacred  to  him  as  his  ^pe,  his 
political  prcnudices,  his  taste  in  wine, 
or  his  wife's  jewels.  Therefore,  Chal- 
lOEBS  is  pleased.  He  smiles  in  a 
deprecating  way,  and  says,  **Yes, 
it  Ml  not  a  bad  gun,  one  of  a  pair  I 
bought  last  year." 

'*  Would  you  mind  letting  me  feel 
it?" 

'*  Certainly  not,  my  dear  fellow— 
here  you  are." 

You  then  interchange  guns,  hay- 

ing,  of  course,  assured  one  another  " 

that  they  are  not  loaded.  Haying  receiyed  Ceaimxbb's  gun,  you 
first  appear  to  wei^h  it  critically.  Then,  with  an  air  of  great 
resoluuon,  you  bnng  it  to  your  shoulder  two  or  three  times 
in  rapid  succession,  and  fire  imaginary  shots  at  a  cloud,  or  a  tuft 
of  grass.  You  now  hand  it  back  to  Chalmers,  obserying,  '*  By 
J  ore,  old  chap,  it's  beautifully  balanced  I  It  comes  up  splendidly. 
Smts  me  better  than  my  own.^'  Chaucbss,  who  will  haye  been 
going  through  a  similar  pantomime  with  your  gun,  will  make  some 
decently  complimentary  remark  about  it,  and  each  of  you  will 
think  the  other  a  deyihsh  knowing  and  agreeable  fellow. 

From  this  point  you  can  diyerge  into  a  discussion  of  the  latest 
improyements,  as,  0.^.,  *'  Are  Rectors  really  yaluable  f  "  This  is  sure 
lo  oring  out  the  man  who  has  tried  ejectors,  and  has  giyen  them 
up,  bemse  last  year,  at  one  of  the  hottest  comers  he  oyer  knew, 
Wflvsn  the  sky  was  simjdy  black  with  pheasants,  the  ejectors  of  both 


'dLoke"isn^a^iy 
you  haye  asked  your  neighl 


his  guns  flfot  stuck.  He  will  talk  of  this  incident  as  another  man 
might  tslk  of  the  loss  of  a  friend  or  a  fortune.  Here  you  may""  > 
say.~*'By  gad,  what  frightful  luck  I  What  did  you  d»P"  Ito  ^ 
wul  then  narrate  his  comminatory  interyiew  with  ms  ^[tin-maker ; 
others  will  burst  in,  and  defend  ejectors,  or  praise  their  own^gun- 
makers,  and  the  ball,  once  set  rolling,  will  not  be  stopped  untU 
you  take  your  places  for  the  first  beat  of  the  afternoon,  just  as 
Mabkham  is  teUing  you  that  his  old  Ooyemor  neyer  shoots  with 
anything  but  an  old  muzzle-loader  by  Mahtok,  and  makes  deuced 
goodjnractice  with  it  too. 

topic ;' it  doesn't  last  long.    After 
if  nis  gun  is  choked,  and  told  Mm 
that  your  left  barrel  has  a  modified 
choke,  the  subject  is  pretty  well  ex- 
hausted. 

"Cast-off."  Not  to  be  recom- 
mended. There  is  yery  little  to  be 
made  of  it 

Something  nuiybe  done  with  the 
price  of  guns.  There 's  sure  to  be 
someone  who  has  done  all  his  best  and 
straiffhtest  shooting  with  a  gun  that 
cost  him  only  £15.  Eyerybody^  else 
will  say.  *' It 's  perfect  rot  giying 
such  high  prices  for  guns.   You  only 

Siy  for  the  name.    Mere  robbery." 
ut  there  isn't  one  of  them  who 
would  consent  not  to  be  robbed. 

It  sometimes  creates  a  pretty  effect 
to  call  your  gun  *'My  da  fire-iron," 
or  **  my  bundook,"  or  *'  this  old  gas- 
pipe  of  mine." 

^*Bore."  Neyer  pun  on  this  word. 
It  is  neyer  done  in  really  good  sport- 
ing society.  But  you  can  make  a  few 
remarks,  here  and  there,  about  the 
comparatiye  merits  of  twcdye-bore 
and  sixteen-bore.  Choose  a  good 
opening  for  telling  your  story  of  the 
man  who  shot  with  a  fourteen-bore 
gun,  ran  short  of  cartridges  on  a  big 
day,  and  was,  of  course,  unable  to 
borrow  from  anyone  else.  Hence 
you  can  deduce  the  superiority  of 
twelye-bores,  as  being  the  more 
common  size. 

All  these  sulgects.  like  all  others 
connected  with  shooting,  can  be  re- 
sumed and  continued  after  dinner, 
and  in  the  smoking-room.  Talk  ox 
the  staleness  of  Bm<3ce  I  It's  nothing 
to  the  stalenessof  the  stories  to  which 
four  self-respecting  smoking-room 
walls  haye  to  listen  in  the  course 
of  an  eyening. 

(lb  hi  eoniinu^) 

BY-AND-BY  LAWS   FOR  TRA- 
FALGAR SQUARE. 
( When  MHtmgM  arehMin''  Times  qf 
Political  or  Social  Crises.") 

1.  Cabs,  omnibuses,  carriages,  and 
pedestrians  will  be  expected  to  keep 
dear  of  the  space  occupied  by  the 
Demonstrators. 

2.  To  preyent  destruction  of  glass 
and  remoyal  of  proper^  from  shop 
windows,  tradesmen  will  be  expected 
to  put  up  their  shutters  seyeral  hours 
b^ore  the  holding  of  the  meeting. 

3.  No  particular  notice  will  be  paid  to  the  transference  of  property 
from  one  leader  of  labour  to  another.  If  done  by  stealth,  it  will  be 
accepted  as  a  proof  of  secret  Socialism. 

4.  No  objection  will  be  raised  to  combats  amongst  the  Demon- 
strators, with  the  restriction  that  no  Goyemment  property  is  injured. 

5.  As  the  maintaining  of  the  road  is  a  matter  of  contract.  Demon- 
strators wishing  to  emphasise  their  opinions,  must  bring  tiieir  own 
stones. 

6.  As  a  good  deal  of  property  is  expected  to  change  hands  during 
theyarious  proceedings,  an  application  with  a  description  of  lost 

,  and  pfaotofiTaph  of  supposed  thief,  can  be  addressed  to  tiie 
eotor  of  Police,  Scotland  Yard. 


Chief  Inspector  

7.  These  regulations  hrhich  are  tentatiye)  will  be  in  force  until 
after  the  next  General  Election,  when  a  fresh  series  will  be  pub- 
lished, to  be  followed  by  others  as  occasion  may  require. 


A   PIS-ALLER. 

"  ArB  THBBX  ant  NiOOXBS  OV  TBI  BXAOH  THIS  MOENIKO, 
IfAMMIX  ?"  "  No,  DXAB  ;  IT  's  SUNOAT  MOBNIHG." 

"Oh,  THSN  I  MAT  AS  WILL  00  TO  ChTTBOH  WITH  YQU  1 " 
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A  POOR  ROAD  TO 
LEARNING. 

SCEFB — Interior  of  a 
Sclux^  Board  Ojliee. 
Official  discovered 
hard  at  work,  doing 
eingle-  handed  in  Lon- 
don  what  is  done  hy 
nearly  a  thousand 
facials  combined  in 
'^Bonnie  Scotland.*' 
Enter  Female  Appli- 
oant,  with  infant. 

Applicant,  Please, 
Sir,  here's  my  boy.  Can 
yoa  take  him  P 

Official.  Certainly. 
Has  he  had  any  educa- 
tion f 

App.  Well,  as  he's 
rising  fi^e,  not  much. 

Off.  But  does  he 
know  anvthinf^P  For 
instance,  has  he  learned 
any  Englifih  history  P 

App.  Not  that  I  know 
of. 

Off.  Has  he  dipped 
into  geography  P 

-4pp.  Well,  I  don't 
think  he  has. 

Off.  Can  he  cipher  at 
allP 

App.  Not  very  well. 

Off.  Does  he  know 
what  two  and  two 
miikeP 

App,  Well,  he  has 
neyer  said  he  does. 

Off.  Can  he  write  P 

Aw.  WeU,  no,  he 
doesn  t  write. 

Off.  But  I  suppose  he 
can  read  P  Come,  he  at 
least  can  read  ? 

App.  Well,  no.  Sir, 
I  am  afraid  he  's  not 
much  of  a  scholar.  I 
don*t  think  he  can 
read. 

Off.  Then  he  is  abso- 


KNILL   NISI    BONUM. 

The  good  common  sense  of  the  Common  Counoilmen  and  liyerymen  of  the  CitTj — 
liverymen  not  to  be  led  astray  bv  any  false  lights,— conpied  with  their  truly  English 
love  of  fairplay,  prevailed,  and  the  City  Fathers  on  Ooose  Day  were  prevented  from 

following  in  the  goose-steps  of  that  Un- 
common Conn cilm fin  who,  bearingr  the 
hono^iTOd  names   of   BeauFot   (a  Hue 
old    Norman-Baron    title!)     and    of 
MnoBB    (flhade    of    Sir   ThtomasII), 
made  so  extraordiiiaT]^  a  displaj^  of 
bigotry  and  i^- 
noraacje  as,  it  is 
to  bo  hoped «  is 
and    he- 
oommg     rarer 
every      dayt 
among       our 
worthy     J  o  n  if 
GrLPriTS  of  cre- 
dit and  renown 
East     of     the 
GrilEu. 


Lord  Mayor  Elect  Enill  and  the  Livery  Goose. 

Bat  in  spite  of  this  nonsensical  hot-gfospelling  rant,  Alderman  and  Sheriff  Stuibt 
Ehill  was  elected  Lord  Mayor,  while  Bea.X7F0T  Moobs  was,  so  to  speak,  no  Moobb,  and, 
in  fact,  very  mnch  against  his  will  and  wish,  was  reduced  to  Nn..  Whlt-Eitillt  he 
had  to  cave  in.  Mr,  Punch  congratulates  the  Lord  Mavor  Elect,  but  still  more  does 
he  congratulate  the  City  Fathers  on  rising  above  paltrsr  sectarianism,  so  utterly 
unworthy  of  time,  place,  and  persons,  and  for  standing  up,  in  tirue^English  fashion,  for 
freedom  of  worship  coupled  with  absolute  Liberty  of  Conseienoe. 


lutel^jT  ignorant— miier- 
ably  Ignorant. 

App.  Very  likely.  Sir. 
—you  know  best. 

Off.  Well,  now,  mv 
good  woman,  I  will  tail 
vou  what  we  will  do  with 
him.  We  will  teaoh 
him  to  read,  write,  and 
dpher,  and  give  him  an 
excellent  eduoation. 

App.  And  you  will 
take  care  of  him.  Sir  P 

Off.  Of  course  we 
will  take  oare  of  him ; 
and  as  for  his  eduoatum, 
we  will 

App.  Oh,  Sir,  so  long 
as  you  looks  after  him. 
never  you  mind  about 
his  education  I 

lExit  mfantls89. 


TO  MAUD. 
A  Penitent  RomndeL 
ICJLLLEDyouMAUDB.  I 

only  meant  to  teaaa. 
But  somehow*  ere  I 
ended,  came  to  laud 
Your  charms  in  my 
poor  verses.  So  in 
these 

I    called    yoa 
MAmx. 

**Mv  name  is  Mavd. 
And    I    am   over- 
awed, 
Forgive  the  indiscre- 
tion if  you  please. 
The  spirit  Truth,  thej 

tell  me,  is  abroad. 
And    since    she    so- 
journs still  aeroM  the 
seas, 
I  swear  I  knew  the  final 

e  a  fraud— 
So  that  you  suffered 
from  no  lack  of  ^'a 
1    called    yoa 
Mauds! 


THE    PRIDE    OF   THE    EMPIRE. 

At  this  moment  there  is  really  a  very  excellent  extertainment 
at  the  Empire  Theatre  of  Yaneties,  something,  or  rather  manv 

things  of  which 
the  Management 
may,  and  should 
be  proud.  A  capi- 
tal troupe  of  Bi- 
cyclists, a  Spanish 
Dancer  and  singer 
— whose  gestures 
to  the  multitude 
are  more  intelli- 
gible than  her 
language  —  a 
graceful,  serpen- 
tine dancer,  and 
**a  very  peculiar 
American  Come- 
dian "-all  these 
are  a  part  of  the 
programme.  But 
the  best  item  in 
this  liberal  bill  of 
fare  is  Bound  the 
Town,  a  charae- 
teristic  Ballet,  in 
B^Ye  tableaux.  The 
composers  of  this 
pleasing  piece  are 
Madame  Katti  LAinnss,  and  Mr.  GsoBas  Edwabdxs.   Aa  the  lady 


«« A  Wtrde  with  you." 


is  well  known  for  her  admirable  danoes,  it  may  be  safelv  pre- 
sumed that  the  gentleman  is  solely  responsible  for  the  plot,  or 
rather  **  the  argument."  It  runs  as  follows  i—'^Dr.  Burch^  newly 
arrived  in  London  with  his  pupils, 
wishes  to  show  them  the  signts. 
What  better  to  begin  with  than 
Covent  Garden  Market  in  the  early 
morning  P"  Quite  so,  the  more  es- 
pecially as  the  lads  must  be  very 
backward  boys.  There  are  six  <» 
them,  and  the  youngest  seems  about 
thirty,  and  the  oldest  about  double 
that  age.  The  Doctor  must  have 
rescued  them  from  Epsom  Race 
Course,  and  apparentlv  is  attempting 
to  give  them  an  education  nttinj; 
them  to  f  oUow  what  seems  to  be  his 
own  calling— the  profession  of  an 
undertaker.  These  elderly  pupils 
follow  their  kind  preceptor  (for,  al- 
though he  is  called  Burch,  there  is 
not  the  slightest  suggestion  of  the 
rod  about  nim.  and,  moreover,  his 
ohaiges  are  really  too  elderly  to  re- 
ceive chastisement)  to  the  Royal 
Exchange,  the  Thames  Embankment, 
and,  lastly,  to  the  Empire.  During 
their  travels,  they  meet  Mr.  Bapless, 
known  as  **the  Oofless  Swell,"  (a 
ptft  amusingly  played  by  Mr.  W. 
Wasdb),  ana.  JoMt  Brought  a  carpenter  with  a  taste  for  ballet 
costumes  and  drink,  the   oupent^s  wife,  and  the  Carpentaria 


Stoek  Exchange  Swell  (Empire 
Period). 
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WRITTEN  A  HUNDRED 
YtARS  HENCE. 

( JWm  a  Collection  of  Cbm- 
Tnunications  jtiipptied  Ay 
9ur  I^ophdic  Compikr, ) 

DlEJtR  Mr,  PtrwCH,  — 
Forgive  me  for  addi^Miup: 
you,  but  the  urgenoy  of 
the  o€CiLsioii  warranta  the 
intrusion.  A  hundred  yeara 
eiiieef  the  old  Fighting 
J^oudroyani  was  sold  hy 
the  Admiralty  to  he  hroken 
up»  Th©  moment  the 
!Pul>H<!of  the  Period  learned 
the  cruel  fact  through  tlie 
oufitomary  souxcfifl  of  infor- 
matii>ni  ih^y  tie  w  to  the 
rescue,  Hoaded  hy  the  then 
1>0BD  Mi^TOR^  they  raited  a 
fund  to  lirinir  baci  the  dis- 
carded TP.^fielj  and  yet  in 
thoae  distant  daya  there 
•were  they  who  denied  that 
the  Fotiiiroyiint  had  ever 
done  anything  in  partieu* 
lar.  And  now  we  propoae 
doing'  the  h&me  ihing^.  On 
the  Thome  a  there  ia  an 
iLtioieiit  at^amboftt  called 
Ciihen  Z,  that  once  be- 
longed to  the  Company  that 
ataxted  penny  river  lifti. 
It  ia  certainly  rather  out  of 
dat«^  but  ia  full  of  hiato- 
TJoal  memories.  It  ia  aaid 
that  the  Cabinet  travelled 
to  Greenwich  on  ita  vener* 
able  boarda,  where  they 
feasted  on  the  half- for- 
gotten Whitebait,  and  the 
entirely,  auperaeded  Cham- 
pagne. It  hoB  oirried,  at 
one  time  or  another,  aU 
the  nobility  to  Rosherrille, 
there  to  apend  (as  the  old 
Bajmg    went)    **  a   happy 


OVERHEARD    IN   THE   HIGHLANDS. 

Fint  Chimin,  "  I  sat,  Old  Chap,  what  a  Dooss  of  a  Borv  thiss  Oahxs 
ABS  ! "     Second  Chieftain,  *'  Ah,  but,  mt  dxar  Bot,  it  is  this  Sort  of  Thimo 

THAT  has  MADR  US  SOOTOHMRN  WHAT  WM  ARE  ft" 


day,"  and  yet  it  is  pro- 
posed to  break  it  up!  Out 
npon  the  thought  I  Haye 
we  no  Teneration  for  onr 
relies  of  the  past?  Cannot 
we  appreciate  a  boat  that 
should  haye  had  an 
honoured  place  in  the 
Museum  at  Woolwich?  Do 
not  let  this  act  of  Yan- 
dalism  be  done.  Saye  the 
steamer  for  the  sake  of  its 
past         Yours  truly, 

A  Bbab-Adxibal. 
H.M.8.  Electrie-' 
Balloon^  8kye, 

DxAB  Mb.  Pukch,— I 
appeal  to  you,  and  I  know  I 
shall  not  appeal  in  yain. 
The  picturesque  Cabman's 
Shelter  in  the  middle  of 
PiccadiUy  is  threatened!  I 
hope  you  will  exert  your 
innuenoe  to  preserve  it.  It 
absolutely  teems  with  his- 
torical associations.  Lord 
Baitbolph  Chubchill  is 
Bupiwsed  tohaye  used  it  for 
writing  his  famous  letteron 
the  Foor-Laws,  and  to  this 
day  is  shown  the  initials  of 
Chablbs  Stuabt  Pabvbix 
which  were  carved  by  that 
celebrated  statesman  on  one 
of  its  benches  about  the 
middle  of  the  last  century 
—probably  in  1854.  And 
why  is  it  to  be  removed? 
Simply  because  it  is  said  to 
impede  the  traffic  I  Could 
anything  be  more  absurd  ? 


han< 


a 


the  ruthless  **  im- 


prover."     Yours  truly, 

OkB  WHO  RjcaFBCis 
thbPast. 
Tunibledowne^  Weet  Ken- 
sington {laU  Reading). 


'^t 


diild.  Dr,  Burch^  who  is  evidently  easy-going,  but  good-hearted, 
after  flirting  with  a  lady  who  has  her  boots  cleaned  before  the  Royal 
Exchange,  saddenly  developes  into  a  philanthropist,  not  to  sa^  a 
divine.  On  the  carpenter's  wife  and  child 
appearing  en  the  Thames  Embankment  in 
the  characters  of  would-be  suicides,  the 
worthy  pedagogue  convinces  them  (to  quote 
the  programme)  **  That  they  have  no  right 
to  take  awa3r  the  lives  which  the  Almighty 
^  ^\i  ^'^  placed  in  their  hands."    Mother  and 

^.y  child  are  quickly  convinced,  and  the  neat 

^  but  drunken  father  (Signorina  Malviva 

Cavalazzi)  aroearing  on  the  scene,  the  eood 
^K      man  informs  mm  that  his  wife  and  child  are 
\  deadj  **  driven  to  an  untimely  grave  by  his 
y  (the  intemperate  but  natty  artisan's)  deser 
tion  and  cruelty."     The  effect  of  this  in- 
accurate  statement  is  startling.    To  quote 
once  more  from  the  argument,  *' inconti- 
nently the  now  penitent  ruffian  falls  faint- 
ing to  the  ground."     But  he  is  brought 
back  to  himself,  his  better  self,  by  his  child 
whispering  ** Father!"    The  situation  is 
full  of  pathos,  even  when  vntnijssed  from 
the  Stalls.  Eeoovering  his  senses,  the  oon- 
yerted  carpenter  promptly  borrows  money 
from  the  good  ola  Doctor,  and  when  that 
estimable  gentleman  is  about,  to  enter  the 
Empire  Theatre  of  Yarieties  (accompanied 
bj  his  school),  a  little  later  he  has  the  ** sa- 
tisfaction of  seeing  his  proUgi  Mortimer 
•  .,   «,     .«     »«.    «.     (the  ex-rufBan).  returning  contentedly  from 
Jolly  Tar  A.B.    "  Hip,  Hip,  Jji,  ^^rk."    This  is  theiSnple  hut  pathetic 
Hoony  t  itory  that  Mr.  Gbo.  Edwabdbs  touchingly 

tdls  with  the  assistance  <xf  a  full  corps  de  baUet,  five  tableaux,  and 
last,  but  certainly  not  least,  the  hints  of  Madama  Katxi  LiinrxB. 


There  are  many  remarkable  persons  in  Bound  the  Town,  Notably 
an  effeminate  but  substantial  stock-broker^  who  looks  like  a  stock- 
jobber's maiden-aunt  in  disguise.  Another  important  personage  is  a 
representative  of  the  Navv,  whose  figure  suggests  as  an  appropriate 
greeting,  **  Hip,  hip,  hip,  nooray  I "  Both  these  characters  are  well- 
played,  and  although  subordinate  parts,  make  their  mark,  or  rather, 


€^ 


^  Dramatio  Situation  on  the  Embankment,  as  Men  fh»m  Empire  StaUa. 
we  should  say,  score  heavily.  Altogether,  the  ballet  is  excellent  both 
in  dances  and  plot  The  first  is  a  testimony  of  the  good  head  of 
Madame  Earn  LAmm,  and  the  last  of  the  equally  good  heart  of 
Mr.  Qbobob  EnwABDBS.  There  is  no  doubt  that  Bound  the  Town 
will  draw  all  London  to  see  (in  its  realistic  scenes)  all  London  drawn  I 


dfelte 
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A  NUISANCE. 
Miss  PriseUla,  "  Yis ;  rr  's  ▲  beautiful  Vnw.     Bur  Toubuts  axe  nr  the  habit  of  Bathing  on  the  opposite  Shobx,  and 

THAT  '8  BATHER  A  DRAWBACK."  Fair  FisiiOT.    **  DeAR  ME  !      BOT  AT  8U0H  A  DISTANCE  AS  THAT^SURELY " 

Miss Priseilla.  "Ah,  but  with  a  Telescopm,  you  know  ! " _^ 


ATLiST! 

(Jeremiad  hy  a  Middle-aged  Martgr  to  the  greai  Seaside  Superstition.) 
["  To  middle-aged  people,  at  all  erento.  nothing  can  be  more  trying  and 
deleterious  than  holidays." — Daily  Newi,] 

Oh.  thanks  to  thee,  thanks  to  thee,  sag^  unoonyentional  I 

Heayen  be  blest,  the  trath  's  oat,  then,  at  last  I 
Holiday  woes— *twonld  take  yolomes  to  mention  all  I — 

Now,  in  the  lump,  meet  a  shrewd  counterblast 
Truina  f    Of  oourse  they  are  I    Mast  deleterious  f 

Scribe,  let  me  clasp  thee,  in  thought,  to  this  breast ' 
Holiday-hunting  is  Man 's  most  mysterious, 

Maddening  quest  I 
Quixote,  I  swear,  was  a  model  of  sanity, 

When  with  the  Holiday-seeker  compared. 
Fidffety  folly,  and  fussy  inanitj. 

These  be  the  figments  by  which  Ire  are  snared. 
Soon  as  you  're  wiwn  from  your  own  cosy  drawing-room, 

Far  oyer  flood,  field,  or  foam— for  your  sins— 
Then,  when  your  breast  makes  for  yultnrine  gnawing  room. 

Bother  begins  I 
Bother,  that  bugbear  of  bufferish  Middle- Age  I 


Swift  **  scurry-funging  "  may  do  for  the  young, 
"     5.diddle,  the  Cat-and-the-fiddle  '^ 


age. 


The*»hey.diddle-did 

**  Oyer  the  moon  "  1  myself  onoe  had  sprung, 
Thirty  years  syne,  in  sheer  feryour  athleticttl— 

Now,  like  the  dog.  I  would  laugh,  and  look  on. 
Onoe,  with  sheer  **  driye,"  I  'd  a  sense  sympathetioal— 
Now  I  haye  none  I 


Holiday  ?    Term.  Sir,  is  simply  a  i 
For— waste  of  tissue  I    What  do< 


k  syiiuuym 
« doctor  will  dare 
Tell  his  poor  patients  so?    J'U  put  my  tin  on  him  I 
Kestf    Recreation P    Pick-up?    Chuigeofair? 
All  qnestion-begginff  f udge-phnses  of  sopnistry  I 
Let  dty-toilers  who  're  fa^ed  or  '*  run  down," 
Autumnal  quiet  (in  heme  or  in  office),  try ; 

JVb<"outoftown." 


Out  of  town  ?    Where  is  the  term  that 's  olaptrappier  ? 

Means  out  of  temper,  or  out  of  your  mind. 
Boot-black  or  old  crossing- sweeper 's  far  happier, 

Tied  to  his  task  in  the  town— as  you  'U  find. 
Picking  up  coppers  far  better  than  picking  up 

Shdls  by  the  sea.  or  sham  friends  on  the  shore. 
Bah  I    What  haye  ouffers  to  do  with  such  kicking-up 
Heels?    It'sabore! 

Who  'U  start  a  League  to  be  called  Anti-Holiday  ? 

Bet  half  the  middle-aged  men-folk  will  join  I 
Then  we  might  get  an  occasional  jolly  day, 

Free  from  the  pests  who  perplex  and  purbim. 
•'  Health-Besort^'  quackery,  portmanteau-packer/, 

Cheat-brigade  charges  and  chills  I  might  miss. 
Dear-bought  jimcrackery,  female  knicknaokery  I — 
Oh  I  'twere  pure  buss  I 


BRAVO, 
[ '  The  Brighton  Police  hare  receired 

Bless  you,  Brighton  Bobby,  hless 
you, 
Boldly  bringing  balmy  bliss  I 
Barrel  -  organ  barred  —  I  guess 
you 
Banish  blatant  bands  with  this. 

Brasen  blasts,  by  boobies  blow- 
Bad  as  barrel 's  buzz  can  be. 

Bid  them  budge!    I'd  yote  for 
throwing 
Beggars  like  these  in  the  sea. 


BOBBY! 
orders  to  moye  on  all  organ-grindan.**] 

!  Battered    bands  from    Bremen, 
Berlin; 
Bearded  bsndits,  bom  between 
Bari  and  Bergamo,  hurl  in ! 
Bathed— that's  what  they 'ye 
neyerbeeni 

Britons  all,  oh.  be  not  laggards. 
But,  like  Brighton,  more  them 
on! 
Bad,     bacteria-bearing     black- 
guards, 
Beastly,  blatant  brutes,  begone ! 


Another  about  thb  New  Lord  Mayor  EuBC!r:^'^t^o"Jri«2/ 
wind  that  blows  nobody  any  good."      Signed,        Boen  Moore. 
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THE  OLD  SPIRIT. 

[*'  OentletMn  of  the  U/e  Chtardt,^Fmoard^March  !  "—Sir  Walter  Scott.     "  Old  Mortality."] 
L'EfiPRiT  DB  Corps  (log.).   "  SHAME  I   SHAME  I-I8  IT  THUS  YOU  USE  .YOUR  SWORDS  f     WHATEVER  MAY 

HAVE  HAPPENED,  ARE  WE  NOT  STILL  *  GENTLEMEN  OF  THE,  LIFE  GUARDS'?'' 
'*  It  U  tUted  that  Lord  Mbtitcbii,  after  oenfmiiif  the  conduct  of  the  regimeiit,  requested  the  men  who  had  cut  Uie  nddle-paneU  to  stif^fefwlurd  and 
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AN  ABSENT  AUDIENCE. 


SoeitUist.  "An  I— it's  all  tbkt  ttbll  tkb  all  Lookiro  at  Mm,  with  txb  Sulxb 

AND  TSB  JURS  .   .   .   ." 


DE  CX)EONA. 

["The  thape  of  the  hat  is  another  token  in 
which  iodiTidoalitj  aaserta  itaelf,  and  the  angle  at 
which  it  is  worn.  There  are  men  who  rarj  this 
ancle  with  their  different  moodB.**—Arti€U  on 
**M0m*s  i>r«M/'  Dail^  Newi,  Sept,  10.] 

You  aak  why  I  eaze  with  devotion 
At  Alokknon^s  features,  mj  love  f 


^<L7i  you  are  astray  in  yonr  notion, 

Mv  glance  is  direoted  above ; 
His  hair  may  be  yellow  or  ruddy, 


No  long^er  I  'm  anxious  for  that, 
But  now  I  inoessantly  study 
The  tut  of  his  hat. 

At  times  it  will  carelessly  dangle 
With  an  air  of  SBsthetic  repose, 

At  others  will  point  to  an  angle 
Inolined  to  the  tip  of  his  nose : 

When  it  rests  on  the  side  of  his  head,  he 
Will  smile  at  whatever  befalls, 

When  pushed  o*er  his  brow,  we  make  ready 
For  numerous  squalls  I 

When  he  starts  for  his  train  to  the  City 

It  is  nut  on  exactly  upright^ 
And  who  would  not  view  it  with  pity 

Return,  mud-besjMittered.  at  mi^ht  F 
When  early,  so  polished  and  glowing. 

Jammed  on  at  haphazard  when  late ; 
It  forms  a  barometer,  showing 
His  mood  up  to  date. 

And  you,  who  are  young  and  unmarried, 
Give  heed  to  my  counsel,  I  pray ; 

Do  not,  I  entreat  Vouj  be  earned 
By  wealth  or  affection  away ; 

The  heroine,  novelists  mention, 
**  Eyes  fondly  his  features."    Instead, 

Observe,  for  your  part,  with  attention 
The  hat  on  his  head  I 


A  Xkw  noi:.t.«3Tiov  (afJETnta.  k-mmwwr  awa 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTIONS. 
Mount  Street,  Oroevenor  Square, 

DxAS  Mr.  Punch, 

Wi  were  not  overcrowded  last  week 
at  Newmarket,  and  really  the  more  one  takes 
racing  from  a  business  point  of  view,  the 
more  attractive  it  becomes  I~at  least,  I  have 
found  it  so  myself  ever  since  it  has  been  my 
duty  to  acquire  information  for  the  benefit 
of  my  readers. 

There  was  only  one  thing  that  annoyed  me 
during  the  week,  and  that  was  the  incon- 
siderate behaviour  of  WindgfM  in  winning 
the  October  Handicap,  although  it  was  a 
most  extraordinary  confirmation  of  my  re- 
marks anent  his  performance  in  the  Leicester 
Handicap,  in  my  last  letter ;  but  it  U  annoy- 
ing that,  when  you  select  a  horse  to  win  a 
race,  he  runs  second,  and  directly  after  wins 
a  race  for  which  he  is  no^  selected,  beating 
the  horse  chosen  hj  a  length !— it  puzzles 
me  completely,  as  it  is  impossible  in  tms  case 
to  put  it  down  to  want  of  good  breeding  I 
We  were  sorry  not  to  have  the  Buccaneer- 
Orvieto  match  decided,  as  it  would  have  been 
the  event  of  the  meeting ;  but,  as  the  old 
proverb  runs,  "  a  wise  owner  is  merciful  to 
his  beast,"  so  Orvieto  had  an  afternoon's  rest 
at  the  price  of  £100 1~rather  more  than  some 
people  miffht  be  inclined  to  pay  for  a  game 
of  forfeits  I 

The  time  is  not  yet  ripe— (has  anyone  ever 
seen  time  get  ripe,  I  wonder  r)-;f or  disoloeing 
what  I  know  about  the  Cesarewitch — (I  never 
know  whether  I '  ve  spelt  that  correctly  or  not  I 
— and  the  more  yon  look  at  it  the  *'  wronger" 
it  seems  I)— but  I  may  mention  that  I've 
heard  great  accounts  A  Kmgkneel,  idio  was 
bought  the  other  day  for  Sir  OnnarASH 
BuBirunr  (the  latest  favourite  of  fortune,  and 
beloved  ox  the  ring) — and  had  he  not  earned 

a.    mnaltv— (tkia    mxrmtuuatm    imaht    tn    Ka 


is  an  excellent  average  sample;  a  misde- 
meanor) —  by  winning  a  paltry  thousand 
pounds  race  somewhere ;  I  really  believe  the 
Gesare—no  I — ^not  again ! — ^was  at  his  mercy — 
but  now,  as  the  turf- writer  pats  it—**  I  shall 
look  elsewhere ! " — as  if  that  would  make  any 
difference!— but  of  this  raoe,  more  anon,  and 
meantime,  those  who  are  fond  of  the  **  good 
things  "  of  this  life  must  not  miss  my  selec- 
tion for  the  bi^  raoe  of  next  week  at  Eempton 
— on  the  Jubilee  Course,  which  said  course, 
I  am  told,  is  by  no  means  a  Jubilee  for  the 
jockeys,  owing  to  the  danger  in  **  radng  for 
the  bend." 

There  are  several  horses  entered  who  seem 
to  have  great  chances,  making  the  race  as 
difficult  as  a  problem  in  Euclid— hut  my 
selection  will  most  certainly  be  **  there,  or 
thereabouts,"  which  is  a  comforting,  if  some- 
what vague  reflection. 

Youn  truly,       Laut  Git. 

DuKB  OF  YoBK  Stakes  Sxlsgtiok. 
Thb  muse  is  dull  I— the  day  is  dead ! 
And  vain  is  all  endeavour 

To  light  afresh  the  poet's  spark 

I  canH  find  a  rhyme  for  the  winner, 
Iddeeleigh, 
P.S.— ReaUy   it's   most    thoughtless    of 
ownen  to  harass  one  with  such  names  I 


'*nr  THIS  STYLE,  TWO-AHD-SEC'* 

(Ik  thb  Poukd). 

Sir,— I  have  been  much  struck  with  the 
sugffestion  to  do  without  hats,  and  have  made 
trial  of  the  system.  It  has  also  made  trial 
of  fiM,  in  the  way  of  odds  in  the  head,  bron- 
chial catarrh,  &c.,  but  I  still  persevere.  It 's 
so  much  cheaper  !  I  have  sold  my  stock  of 
old  hats  for  half-a-orown,  and  calculate  that 
I  shall  save  quite  three  BhiUinas  per  annum 
by  not  bu vin^  new  ones.  Surely  anybody  can 
see  that  tiiis  is  well  worth  doing  I  I  am  now 
seriously  contemplating  the  possibility  of 
doing  without  boots  !         Youn  truly, 

Save  the  Saxpekces. 

Sib,— Talk  about  hair  mwing  if  you  leave 
off  hats  I  My  hair  was  falling  off  in  nandf uls 
a  little  time  ago.    Did  I  abjure  hats  alto- 

S»ther  f  Not  being  a  bom  idiot,  I  did  not. 
ut  I  saw  that  what  was  needed  was  proper 
ventilation  aloft.  So  I  had  a  specially-con- 
structed top-hat  made,  with  holes  idl  round  it 
In  fact  there  were  more  holes  than  hat,  and 
the  hatter  scornfully  referred  to  it  as  a 
**  sieve."  The  invention  answered  splen- 
didly. There  was  a  thorough  draught  con- 
stantlv  rushing  across  the  top  of  my  head, 
with  the  speed  and  violence  of  a  first-class 
tornado.  My  locks,  before  so  scanty,  at  once 
began  to  grow  in  such  profusion  that  it  now 
seems  impossible  to  stop  them,  except  by 
liberal  applications  of  *  Crinificatrix,"  the 
Patent  Hair  Bestorer.  That  checks  the 
growth  effectually.  My  general  name  among 
chance  acquaintances  is  **01d  Doormat." 
You  can  judge  how  thick  my  hair  must  bo 
and  I  ascribe  it  entirely  to  the  beneficent 
action  of  the  draught,  as  before, 

Yours,    Well-Covered. 

Dear  Snu— Why  would  it  be  a  mistake  to 
say  that  a  Negro  was  '* as  black  as  my  hatf  " 
Because  I  never  wear  one.  The  only  incon- 
venience resulting  is  in  wet  weather— but, 
even  then,  I  am  prepared  for  all  emergencies. 
I  keep  in  my  pocket  a  little  square  A  black 
waterproof,  to  cover  my  head  when  it  rains. 
In  an  Assize  town,  the  other  day,  I  was  fol- 
lowed by  an  angrv  crowd,  who  imagined  that 
I  wasjone  of  the  Judges,  and  that  1  had  gone 
mad,  and  was  walking  about  the  streets  with 
the  black  cap  onl   But  all  true  reformen  are 
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THE   JERRY-BUILDING   JABBERWOCK. 


**  Bewabv  the  Jabberwock,  my  son ! 

The  jaws  that  bite,  the  claws  that  oatohl  "— 
Ah,  Cabboll  I  it  is  not  in  fan 

Your  Bong*8  light  lih  we  snatch. 

Our  Jabberwock 's  a  real  bmte. 

With  mighty  maw,  and  ruthless  hand, 
Who  raya^  makes  beyond  compute 
In  CiTic  Blunderland. 

Look  at  the  ogre's  hideous  mouth  I 
His  tiger-teeth^his  dragon-tail ! 
O'er  Town,  East,  West,  and  North  and  South, 
He  leaves  his  slimy  traiL 


And  where  he  comes  all  Beauty  dies. 

And  where  he  halts  all  Greenery  fades. 
Pleasantness  flies  where'er  he  plies 
His  gruesomest  of  trades. 

He  blights  the  field,  he  blasts  the  wood, 
With  breath  as  fierce  as  nrairie  fiame ; 
And  where  sweet  works  of  xfature  stood, 
He  leayes  us— slums  of  shame. 

The  locust  and  the  canker-worm 
Are  not  more  ruinous  than  he. 
"  I  'U  take  this  Eden— for  a  term  I ' ' 
He  eries,  and  howls  with  glee. 


** Beauty?  Mere  bosh!    Charm?  Utter  rtit! 

What  boots  your  '  Earthly  Paradise,' 
Until  'tis  made  *  A  Building  Plot '  ? 
Then  it  indeed  looks  nice  I 

"0  Jerry  Street!    0  Jerry  ParkI 

0  Jerry  Gardens,  Jerry  Square ! — 
You  won^t  disooyer— what  alark  !— 
One  *  touch  of  Nature '  there  I 

«« *  This  handsome  Yilla  Bendence '    [walks : 
Means  mud-built  walls  and  day-dog^ed 
And  drains  offensiye  to  the  sense. 
And  swamps  whence  f  eyer  italka. 
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METAMORPHOSIS. 

("  We  know  whU  voe  are,  hU  roe  know  not  vfhat  roe  may  he,**) 

Conductor.  "Tk'Kit  m  to  thx  Circus,  akd  tbbrs  tou  'll  ohakgs  into  ▲  Hxlxpbavt." 

MaoUr  JCennetK,  **0h,  Mothvb,  what  ▲  jollt  CibcubI    Mat  wx  oo  akd  «em  tbs  Old  Okhtlxmak  ohahob  into  av  ElsphahtT* 


'*  Beauty's  best  friends  I  drive  sway, 

Artists  who  sketch,  ramblers  who  rore, 
Loyers  who  spoon,  children  who  play, — 
All,  all  who  Nature  loye. 

"  Nor  do  I  give  them  wholesome  homas 

For  Terdant  meads— no,  there 's  the  fun ! 
Stuooodom.  frail  and  sickly,  oomes 
After  ^  Lot  Twenty-One  I ' 

'*  I  make  a  clearinfr,  dig  a  trench, 
Run  up  a  shell  of  rotten  bricks. 
And  thus  the  rule  of  sham  and  stench 
Upon  the*  site 'I  fix. 

"  The  uj^ly  and  unhealthy  still 

Associate  with  the  name  of  Jerry ; 
And  thus  I  work  my  wicked  wOi, 
And  flourish,  and  make  merry ! " 

'Twas  so  the  Jerry- Jabberwock 

Sang  in  a  suburb,  Toid  of  shame, 
Blunderland*s  ciric  will  to  mock, 
And  put  its  sense  to  shame. 

This  ogre  of  our  towns  to  slay. 

Where  is  the  urban  '*  Beamish  Boy  "  ? 
Carroll,  when  comes  that  *'htibjous  day," 
We*)l"  chortle  in  our  joy." 

Toung  County  Council,  are  jfou  one  ? 

'Tis  said  you  're  but  a  Bumble-batch ! 
Beware  the  Jobiob  Bird,  and  shun 
The  Bigot-Bandersnatoh  I 


We  '11  pardon  much  that  seems  absurd. 
Excuse  some  blunders  that  bewilder. 
If  you  'U  but  *'  draw  your  yorpal  swera ' 
And  slay—the  Jerry-Builder  I 


THE  MODERN  MEBCUBY. 


Behold  that  urchin,  ooonp  _ 
In  countinff  with  an  honest  pride 
The  marblea  he  has  won! 


0  tardy  messenger  of  fate. 
Without  distinction,  small  and  great, 
Their  telegrams,  perforce,  await 

Until  your  game  is  done. 

Perthanoe  a  philosophic  strain  ^ 
Makes  you  regard  as  whoUy  Tain 

Our  human  bliss  and  woes ; 
What  matters,  whether  State  sffairs. 
Or  news  of  good,  or  weighty  cares. 
Or  tidings  relatiye  to  shares 

Within  your  bag  repose  P 

Well,  not  by  me  will  you  be  blamed  ; 

1  like  to  see  you  not  ashamed 
To  dawdle  for  awhile : 

You  furnish,  by  example  sage, 
A  moral  for  our  busy  a^e ; 
And  BO,  though  others  fume  and  rage, 
I  watch  you  with  a  smile. 

He  moyea  at  length,  and  now  we'll  see 
Which  way  • . .  This  telegram  for  me  P 

Oh,  worst  of  human  crimes 
Is  such  delay  I— it 's  monstrous  quite ! 
I  'II  forward  a  complaint  to-night  I 
Here,  pen  and  paper^let  me  write 

A  letter  to  the  Time$! 


Mrs.  Rax  was  heard  to  remark  that  she 
**didn't  know  a  finer  body  of  men  than  the 
Yokel  Loamanry."  Probah^  the  old  lady 
meant  the  Local  Yeomanry. 
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LETTERS   TO   ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  XVI.— TO    YOUTHFULNESS. 

You  are  muoh  misundentood.  For  it  is  supposed  that  those  who 
in  this  world  bear  vour  stamp  upon  them  are  to  be  reoo^sed 
without  trouble  by  the  mere  calouiation  of  their 
years  of  life.  No  notion  can  be  further  from 
the  truth.  Mere  absence  of  wrinkles,  the  pre- 
sence or  colour  of  the  hair  on  the  head,  the 
elasticity  of  limbs,  these  do  not  of  themselves* 
I  protest,  testify  to  youthfulness.  I  knew  a  lad 
of^  twenty,  who,  in  the  judgment  of  Uie  world, 
was  young.  In  mine  he  was  one  of  the  hoariest 
as  he  was  one  of  the  least  scrupulous  of  men. 
No  veteran  that  I  ever  met  could  have  put  him 
up  to  any  trick,  or  added  any  experience  to  his 
store.  He  seemed  to  have  a  marvellous  and 
intuitive  experience  of  the  ways  of  life,  and  of 
the  tricks  of  men.  No  shady^  society  came 
amiss  to  him.  He  gambled,  in  his  wav,  as 
coolly,  and  with  as  careful  a  precision,  as  Barry 
Lf/tuion :  he  met  the  keen  irequentors  of  the 
betting-ring  on  equal  terms,  and  contrived, 
amid  that  vortox  to  keep  his  head  above  water. 
He  had  a  faultless  taste  in  wine— he  knew  a 
ffood  cigar  by  an  instinct.  It  is  hardly  necessary 
to  add  that,  with  all  these  acoompliuimente,  he 
held  and  expressed  the  meanest  opinion  of  human 
nature  in  general.  Not  even  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
POLB  could  have  more  cvnically  estimated  the 
price  at  which  men  might  be  bought.  As  for 
women,  this  precocious  paragon  desj^ised  them, 
and  women,  as  is  their  wont,  repaid  him  by 
admiration,  and,  here  and  there,  by  genuine 
affection.  I  shudder  to  think  how  he  might 
have  developed  in  the  course  of  years.  It  hap- 
pened, however,  that  a  shipwreck— a  form  of 
disaster  against  which  cjmicism  and  precocity 
afford  no  protection  —  removed  him  rrom  the 
world  before  he  had  come  of  aee.  Now,  to  call 
this  infant  young,  would  have  oeen  a  mockery. 
To  all  outward  appearance,  indeed,  he  was  a 
boy,  but  his  mind  was  that  of  a  selfish  and  used- 
up  roti^  of  sixty,  without  illusions,  and  without 
hope. 

Let  me  pass  to  a  more  pleasant  subject,  and 
one  with  which  you,  my  dear  boy,  are  more 
closely  connected.  I  refer  to  my  old  friend. 
General  Yanoa^rd,  the  kindest  and  best-naturea  man  that  ever  drew 
half-pay.  Seventy  :^ears  have  passed  over  his  head,  and  turned  his 
hair  to  silver,  but  his  heart  remains  pure  gold  without  alloy.  In 
vain  do  his  whiskers  and  moustache  attempt  to  give  a  touch  of  fierce- 
ness to  his  face.  The  kindly  eyes  smile  it  away  in  a  moment.  He 
stands  six  feet  and  an  inch,  his  back  his  broad,  his  step  springy;  he 
carries  his  head  erect  on  his  massive  shoulders  with  a  leonine  air  of 
good-humoured  defiance.  To  hear  him  greet  you,  to  feel  his  hand- 
shake, is  to  get  a  lesson  in  geniality.  I  never  knew  a  man  who  had 
so  whole-heuted  a  contempt  for  insincerity  and  affectation.  It  was 
only  the  other  day  that  I  saw  little  Tom  Tutkrton,  of  the  Diplo- 
matic Service,  introduced  to  him.  Tom  is  a  devil  of  a  fellow  in 
Bocieiy.  He  warbles  little  songs  of  his  own  composition  at  afternoon 
teas,  he  insinuates  himself  into  the  elderly  affections  of  stony-hearted 
dowagers,  he  can  lead  a  coHUon  to  perfection,  and  is  universally 
acknowledged  as  an  authority  on  gloves  and  handkerchiefs.  It  was 
at  a  shooting-party  that  he  and  the  General  met.  The  little  fellow 
advanced  simpering,  and  raised  a  limp  and  dangling  hand  to  about 
the  height  of  his  eyes.  The  General  had  extenaed  nis  in  his  usual 
bluff  and  unceremonious  manner.  Naturally  enough  the  hands 
failed  to  meet.  A  puzzled  look  came  over  the  GeneraPs  face.  In  a 
moment,  however,  ne  had  grasped  the  situation,  and  Tutsbton's 
hand,  and  shaken  the  latter  with  a  ferocious  heartiness.  **  Ow.I " 
screamed  Tom.  It  was  a  short  exclamation,  but  a  world  of  agony 
was  concentrated  into  it.  **  The  old  bear  has  spoilt  my  shooting  for 
the  day,"  said  Titterton  to  me  afterwards,  as  he  missed  his  tenth 
partridge.  That  very  evening,  I  remember,  there  was  a  great  dis- 
cussion in  the  smoking-room  on  the  subject  of  wrestling.  One  of 
the  partv,  a  burly  youth  of  twenty-six,  boasted  somewhat  loudly  of 
the  tricks  that  a  Comishman  had  lately  taught  him.  For  a  long 
time  the  General  sat  silently  piaffing  his  cigar,  but  at  length  the 
would-be  wrestler  said  something  that  roused  nim.  **  Would  you 
mind  showing  me  how  that's  donef  he  said;  "I  seem  to  re- 
member something  about  it,  but  it  was  done  differently  in  my 
time.  No  doubt  your  notion's  an  improvement."  Nothing  loth 
the  burly  one  stood  up.  I  don*t  quite  know  what  happened.  The 
General  seemed  to  stoop  with  outstrotohed  hands  and  then  raise  him- 


self with  a  spring  as  he  met  his  opponent.  A  large  body  hurtled 
through  the  air,  and  in  a  moment  the  younger  man  was  Ijring  flat 
on  the  carpet  amidst  the  shouts  of  the  company.  **It's  the  old 
*  flying  mare'  my  boyt"  B&id  the  General  to  me,  **a  very  useful 
dodge.  I  learnt  it  fifty  years  ago." 
In  the  company  of  young  men  the  General  is  at  his  verr  best. 
He  Imows  all  their  little  weaknesses,  ana  chaib 
them  with  delightful  point  and  humour,  though 
he  would  not,  for  all  the  world,  give  them  pain. 
It  is  a  pleasant  sight  to  see  the  old  fellow  with 
a  party  of  his  young  friends,  poking  sly  fun  at 
them,  laughing  with  them,  taking  all  their  jeato 
in  good  part,  and  thoroughly  eiijoying  himself. 
He  can  walk  most  of  them  off  their  legs  still, 
can  row  with  them  on  the  broad  reaches  of  the 
Thames,  and  keep  his  form  with  the  best  of 
them ;  he  can  hold  his  gun  straight  at  driven 
birds,  and  revel  like  a  boy  in  a  rattling  run  to 
hounds  across  country.  All  the  youngsters 
respect  him  by  instinct,  and  love  the  cheery  old 
fellow,  whose  heart  is  as  soft  as  his  musdes  are 
hard.  They  talk  to  him  as  to  an  elder  brother, 
come  to  him  for  his  advice,  and,  which  is  yer- 
,  haps  even  more  strange,  like,  it,  and  follow  it. 
'  ,  Withal,  the  General  is  the  most  modest  of  men. 
^  In  his  Vouth  he  was  a  mighty  man  of  war.  It 
/  was  only  the  other  day  that  1  heard  (not  {rom 
/  ^  his  own  lips,  you  may  be  sure)  the  thrilling 
V  '.:■  stories  of  nis  nand-to-hand  conflict  with  two 
/  /  gigantic  Russians  in  the  fog  of  Inkeniiaim«  and 
'  /  of  his  rescue  of  a  wounded  Sergeant  at  the 

/  /  '"'       '    attack  in  the  Redan.     With  women,   old  or 
\  /   young,  the  G^eral  uses  an  old-fashioned  and 
chivalrous  courtesy,  as  far  removed  from  latter- 
;  ,    day  smartness  as  was  Batard  from  Bottlahoxb. 
■'-  ,     The  younger  ones  adore  him.    They  all  seem  to 
■^'-  ■  be  his  nieces,  for  they  all  call  him  Uncle  Johf. 

■  A  year  or  two  ago  the  General  fell  ill,  and  the 

doctors  shook  their  heads.  It  was  touching  to 
see  the  concern  of  all  his  young  friends.  Chariib 
Chirper,  a  gay  little  butterfly  of  a  fellow,  who 
never  seemed  to  treat  life  as  anything  but  a 
huge  joke,  became  gloomy  with  anxiety.  Twioe 
everv  day  he  called  to  make  inquiries,  and,  «s 
the  Dulletins  got  worse,  Charlie  became  visibly 
thinner.  I  saw  him  at  the  Club  one  evening, 
sitting  moodily  in  a  comer.  ''What's  up, 
Charliv  P  "  I  said  to  him.  "  Tou  look  as  if 
you  'd  been  refused  by  an  heiress."  *'  The  Old 
General's  worse  to-day,"  said  Charlie,  simply.  ''They're  very 
anxious  about  him.  Ko,  dash  it  alll "  he  went  on,  "  it 's  too  bad. 
I  can't  bear  to  think  of  it.  Buch  an  old  ripper  as  the  (General  I 
Why  must  they  take  him  f  Why  can't  they  take  a  useless  ohao 
like  me,  who  never  did  anyone  any  good  P  "  And  the  unaccustomea 
tears  came  into  the  lad's  eyes  as  he  turned  his  head  away.  Bat 
the  old  General  battled  through,  and,  thank  Heaven,  I  can  still 
write  of  him  in  the  present  tense. 

Yours  as  always,  my  dear  boy,         Diogenes  Robhtson. 

"ANECDOTAGE." 
(Campanum  Volume  to  other  Works  of  the  same  kiruL) 
A  Traveller  in  Italy  during  the  middle  ages  knew  a  Chemist  very 
well  indeed.  One  day  a  rather  stylish  Lady,  with  a  shifty  look  about 
the  eyes,  entered  the  shop  and  asked  for  some  poison.  "I  cannot 
furnish  you.  Madam,  with  what  you  require.  I  have  quarrelled 
with  the  underteker."  The  Traveller  subMquently  ascertained  thmt 
the  name  of  the  lady  was  Lucrkzia  Borgia. 

Just  before  the  Battle  of  Waterloo,  Fovcnk  met  Boitapartx, 
who  was  then  in  command  of  the  French  Army.  He  said,  *'  Ycm 
will  find  that,  before  this  campaign  is  over,  I  shall  have  on  one  foot 
a  Bluoher,  and  on  the  other  a  Wellinotok.  It  is  fortunate  for 
me  I  cannot  find  pairs  of  both ! "  This  is  a  proof  (if  one  is  needed) 
of  the  Emperor's  fear  of  fate. 

Christopher  Colttmbus  was  (as  a  lad)  very  fond  of  exploration. 
One  day  he  went  over  to  America,  and,  arriving  at  his  destination, 
christened  it  Columbia.  The  land  of  the  Yankees,  even  now,  ia 
occasionally  known  by  this  appellation. 

Mr,  Punch  one  day  was  invited  to  listen  to  Someone's  Recollec- 
tions or  Reminiscences.  All  went  well  for  five  minutes,  when  the 
Antobiographist,  looking  up  from  his  Autobiography,  found  that 
Mr.  Punch  was  fast  asleep.  The  6age  slumbeKd  as  toe  Bepreaen* 
tative  of  the  Public. 
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Bit  sick  of  *•  Ta-ra-ra  "and  "  Knocked^emr' 

**  Cariiiimar  "  ffiyes  me  the  *ump, 
For  I  'ear  it  some  six  times  per  morning ;  and 

then  there 's  a  footy  old  pamp 
Blows  staffgery  toons  on  a  i>ost-  om  for  full 

arf  a-hoor  each  day, 
To  master  the  mngs  for  a  coach-driye.    My 

heye  and  a  hendhox,  it 's  gay  I 
At  the  •*  Crown"  we  git  up  little  bamiea,  to 

eke  oat  the  'Arrygate  lot, 
For  even  the  Spa's  a  bit  samesome  for  six 

times  a  week  when  it 's  'ot ; 
Thoa^h  they  do  go  it  pooty  permiskos  with 

pickter-shows.  conoerts,  and  such ; 
Tas,  I  mast  say  they  ladles  it  out  fair  and 

free,  for  a  sixpenny  touch. 
But  even  yer  Fancy  Dress  Balls,  and  yer 

leoturf  s  by  Anhie  Bbsakt, 
All  about  Hastral  Bodies  and  Hether,  seems 

not  always  quite  wot  yer  want 


'ARRY   AT   'ARRYGATE. 

(Seemd  LetUr.) 

DsAK  Chablis,— The  post-mark,  no  doubt, 

will   surprise  you.     I'm   still   at   the 

•'  Crown?' 
Though  I  said  in  my  last— wot  wos  true— 

I  was  jest  on  the  mizzle  for  town. 
'Ad   a  letter  from   nunky,  old  man,  with 

another  small  cheque.    Good  old  nunk  I 
So  I  'm  in  for  a  fortnit'  more  sulphur  and 

aloah,  afore  doing  a  bunk. 

Ah  1  I  've  worked  it,  my  pippin,  I  'ye  worked 

it ;  gone  in  for  hexcnrsions  all  round. 
To  Knaresborouffh,  Bolton,  and  Fountains. 

You  know,  aear  old  pal.  I  '11  be  bound, 
As  hantiquities  isn't  my  'obby,  and  ruins 

don't  fetch  me,  not  much  I 
I  ean*t  see  their  **  beauty,"  no  more  than  the 

charms  of  some  dowdy  old  Dutch. 

A  Castle,  all  chunnicks  of  stone,  or  a 

Habbey,  much  out  of  repair, 
A  akelinton  Banauetting  'All,  and  a  bit 

of  a  broken-down  stair, 
liay  appear  most  perticular  **  precious  " 

to  them  as  the  picteresk  oops ; 
But  give  me   the  sububs  and  stucco,     ^^ 

smart  fillas,  and   spick-and-span   ; 

shops.  '^ 

"  Up  to  date  "is  our  Btney  quay  non  in 

these  days.     Fang  der  nckU^  yer 
^  know. 
Wioh  is  1}  rench  for  the  same,  I  persoom, 

and  them  phrases  is  now  all  the 

Find 'em  spvinkled  all  over  the  papers ; 
in  politics,  fashion,  or  art. 

If  you  camt  turn  'em  slick  round  yer 
tongue,  you  ain't  modem,  or  know- 
ing, or  smart. 

Still  a  houting  to  Bolton  ain't  bad  when 

bang 's  well  loaded  up 
With  swell  seren-and-sixpence-a-headeri. 

a  tairrier-pup 
On  the  scoop  arter  six  weeks  of  kennel  and  dreniih  m 

the  'anas  of  a  vet ; 
I  'd  got  free  of  the  brimstoney  flaviour  aad  went  it 

aooordin',  you  bet ! 

'Ad  a  day  at  a  Tillage  called  Birstwith.    Tho  moat  too- 

ralooralest  scene, 
'OUer   down  among  'ills,  dontcher  know,  andeni  trees 

and  a  jolly  big  green. 
Reglar  old  Kip-yan-Winkleish  spot,  sech  as  Caldxcott 

ought  to  ha'  sketched. 
Though  1  ain't  nowars  nuts  on  the  pasteral,  eren  Youi-s 

l^y  wos  fetched. 
Pootysightandm)  error,  old  pall    'Twos  a^o^away  tinw  ^  So  thanks 

L^Sa  «•  A«»ii«««if«Ui  «i,V« »»  ' to  that  gent—six-foot-fourl- 


the  r^arr//- 

;  fat  like 


grand  **  Aughticultural  Show,'' 
So  the  **  Prc«rum  of  Sports  "  told  the  public,  i 

Fruit,  flowers,   and  Hve   poultry,   yer' 

know. 
Big  markee  and  a  range  of  old  'en- coops, 

sports,  niggers,  a  smart  local  band. 
Cottage  gardemn',  cheese,  roosters,  and  races ! 

Hum  mix,  but  1  gave  it  a  'and. 

I  do  like  to  henconrage  the  joskins.  One  thing 

though,  wos  fiddle-de-dee. 
They  'ad,  a  **  Befreshment  Tent,"  Chablie. 

Oh  my  I    Oinger-ale  and  weak  tea ! 
5othink  stronger,  old  pal,  s'elp  me  bob !  Fancy 

me  flopping  down  on  a  form 


Who  fair  cuts  the  reoord  as  DroriDg-Room 
,         M.C. — of  course  hammyioor. 

I  Then  we  've  conjurors,  worblers,  phreno- 
logists I  One  'ad  a  go  at  my 
chump. 

'£  touzled  my  'air  up  tremeojus,  and  said  I  'd 
no  hend  of  a  bump 

Of  somethink  he  called  **  Happrybatiyeness." 
Feller  meant  well,  I  suppose. 

But  1  didn't  quite  rtlish  hu  smile,  nor  his 
rummy  remarks  on  my  nose. 

When  a  tall  ffurl  as  pooty  as  paint,  and 
with    cheeks    like    a    blush  -  rose  in 


A -munching  plum- putty,  and  lapping  Bohea  j        bloom, 

as  wos  not  even  warm  I  'As  'er  lamps  all  a-larf  on  yer  faoa,  and  a 

This  'ere  'Arrygate's  short  of  amusements. '  ,t-  ^i??l«  Jf^es  round  the  whole  room, 

T..^>n§rgers    and    bands    on  t^e  ^^^^.^^^l^^^^^^^ 

On  your  nob,  and  a  rumpling  your  'air  tDl 


There's 
.  "* Stray" 
[Kig  lumpy  old  field  in  a  'ole,  wich  if  properly 


managed  might  pay.) 
Mjbtcrious   Minstrels    with    masks   on,    a 

ttleating  contralto  in  black, 
Wiih  a  oiTul   tremoler.   my  pippin!— yus, 

these  are  the  pick  ol  the  pack. 


it*s  like  a  birch-brocm  in  a  fit  I 

One  caper  we  'ad,  on  the  lawn,  wos  a  spree, 

and  no  error,  old  man. 
They  call  it  a  **  Soap-Bubble  Toumyment." 

6oa(sudd,  a  pipe,  and  u  fun. 


Four  six-foot  posts  stuck  in  the  giound 
with  a  tape  run  around  —  them 's  the 
'*  props," 

And  lawn-tennis  ain*t  in  it  for  larks.  Oh, 
the  ladies  did  larf ,  though  tip-tops  I 

Bit  sniffy  fust  off.     "Oh  I  "  seE  they,  "  wot 

a  most  Mnielleelual  game !  " 
But  1  noticed  that  them  as  sneered  most  wos 

most  anxious  to  win,  all  the  same. 
The  gent  he  stands  slap  in  the  middle,  and 

tries  to  blow  bubbles  like  fun, 
Wich  his  pardner  fans  oyer  the  tape ;  don^t 

it  jest  keep  the  girls  on  the  run  I 

Every  bubble  as  <»rosses  the  tape  afore  bust- 
ing counts  one  to  that  pair. 

And  the  pair  as  counts  most  wins  the  prize. 
They  are  timed  by  a  hegg  -  boiler. 
There  I 

It  ti^os  all  a  pantermime,  Chaslie,  to  see  'ow 
them  gurls  scooted  round. 

Jest  like  Japanese  jugglers,  a-f aiming  the 
bubbles,  as  would  'ugthe  ground. 

Some  gents  wos  fair  frosts  at  the  bizness; 
one  good-'earted  trim  little  toff 

Would  blow  with  the  bowl  wrong  end 
uppards.  His  pardner  went  pink  and 
flounced  off. 

He  ffurgled  away  like  a  babe  with  a  pap- 
Dottle,  guggle— gug—gug  I 

And  1  'eard  ^er  a-giying  'im  beans  as  'e 
mizzled,  much  down  in  the  mug. 

'Owsomeyer,    it   ain  t   for   amusements   as 

'Arrygate  lays  itself  bout ; 
No,  dear  boy,  it 's  for  doses  and  douches ; 

and  there  it  scores  freely,  no  doubt. 
Wy,  there 's  thirty-two  Springs  in  the  Bog 

Field— a  place  like    a  graveyard  gone 

wrong- 
Besides  Starbeck,  the  Tewit,  and  others,  all 

narsty,  and  most  on  'em  strong. 

Since  Sir  Slikgsbt  discovered  the  flrst  one, 

now  close  on  three  cent'ries  ago. 
Wot  a  lush  of  mixed  mineral  muck  these 

'ere  Arrygate  Sprin^rs  'ave  let  flow  I 
Well,  ere 's  -buUy  for  Brimstone,  my  bloater, 

and  'ooray  for  '  Airygate  air  I 
Wich  'as  done  me  most  good  I  don't  know, 

and  1  'm  scorched  if  Ivery  much  care ! 

I  know  'Arrygate  girls  cop  the  biscuit  for 

beauty.    They  've  cheeks  like  the  rose. 
Their  skin  is  jest  strorberries  and  cream; 

it's  the  sulphur,  dear  boy,  I  suppose. 
As  for  me,  I  look  yaller  as  taller  abngside 

'em  Chablr,  wus  luck  I 
I  'eard  one  call  me  saffron-faced  sparrer, 

and  jest  as  1  thought  'er  fair  struck. 

I'd  nail  'em,  in  time,  I've  no  doubt,  when  I 

once  got  the  'ang  of  their  style. 
There's  a  gal  at  the   Montoellier   Baths. 

Scissoree !  'ow  I  've  tried  for  a  smile, 
When  she  tips  me  my  tannerswortk !  Shucks! 

she 's  as  orty  snd  stiff  as  yer  please. 
Primrose  Dames  isn't  in  it  for  snubs  with 

tiiese  arrygant  'Arrygatese  I 

But  I  reckon  my  '* Douche"  is  now  due. 

Doctor    Black  's    that    pertikler,    old 

man. 
These   'Arrygate   doctors  'ave  progrums- 

you  've  got  to  pan  out  to  their  plan. 
Up  early,  two  swigs  afore  breakfnst,  and 

tubs  when  they  tell  yer 's  the  rule. 
Well,  the  feller  as  flies  to  a  Sawbones,  and 

don*t  toe  the  line  is  a  fooL 

Reglar  Doctor-Shop,  'Arrygate  is;  see  their 

photos  all  over  the  town. 
Mine  is  doing  me  dollups  of  good ;  I  'm  quite 

peckish,  and  jest  a  bit  brown. 
I'm   making    the  most  of   my   time,  and 

a-laying  in  aU  I  can  carry. 
So  'ere  ends  this  budget  of  brimstone  and 

baths  from  your  suJphur-'ioak'ed 

'Abrt. 
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A   FROG   HE   WOULD  A-ROWING   GO! 

A  Sad  8oxo  of  thb  iNTimNATioxAL  Boat  Rack. 
[fFiikMr.  Punches  eordiai  Ci^inplimtiUt  U)  the  vidariotu  I)r€n€h  £^^       Aivl—"  A  Frog  he  wmM  a- Wooing  go.** 


■^V^<y 


A  Fsooeix  would  a-rowin^  m, 

Heifflio  for  Bowing'J 
To  tee  if  Biff  Bttlux  ooold  liok  tdm  or  no ; 
With  hiB  boatinff  form  that 's  all  mmmon  and  spinach. 
Heigho  for  British Itowing  * 

So  off  he  set  with  his  boating-cap, 

^Hefgno  for  Bowing  I 
And  swore  at  Big  Bull  he  would  just  have  a  slap  I 
Which  Bull  declared  was  all  (fammon  and  spinach  I 
Heigho  for  British  Bowing  I 
*'  Prsy,  Mr.  Bull,  will  you  race  with  me  ? " 

Heigho  for  Rowing  1 
Says  Bull,  **  H  you  like,  but  'tis  fiddle-de-dee  I 
For  Fbo6  against  Bull  is  all  gammon  and  spinach." 
Heigho  for  British  Bowing ! 


When  they  came  to  Andresy  upon  the  Seine, 

neigho  for  Bowing  I 
Big  Bull  polled  his  hardest,  but  pulled  in  Tain, 
For  he  found  his  boasts  were  all  gammon  and  spinach. 
Heigho  for  British  Bowing  I 

For  in  spite  of  the  brag,  and  the  bounce,  and  the  chaff, 

Heigho  for  Bowinff  I 
The  Fboo  beat  the  Bull  by  a  lenrth  and  a  half. 
With  your  Mossop  and  Jambs,  licked  by  Bounnr  and  Cuznr, 
Heigho,  says  £.  C.  Lbhhabn  I 

**  Pray,  Mr.  Bull,  do  you^relish  the  spin  f  " 

Heigho  for  Bowing  I  t 

(Said  FnoeaiB.)    *'  And  were  you  cocksure  you  wSbld'wifi; 
With  your  forty-one  strokes  all  sheer  f^ammon  and  spinach  h*' 
Heigho  for  British  Bowing  I 
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A"-'   V 


LOOKINQ  AHEAD. 


Miss  Odigktiy  (the  Friend  of  the  Family,  and  to  tohom  Sir  Feroy  {flu  elder)  ha»  fwpoeedX,  "  Ov  00UB8S  I  'm  awyullt  obuoxd,  Sib  Pkbct- 

,BUT,   SAT  HOW,   DON'T  TOU  THIKK  TBXBX  WOULD  BS  SOMX  DAXGBB  OF  MT  FALLIKO  IK  LOVB  WITH  TOVB  ElDXBT  SoN?** 


*'  Humph  1    Regular  take-down ! "  said  Bif^  Mr.  Bull— 

Heigho  for  Rowing ! 
'*  But,  Froggis  or  not,  by;  the  lord  yon  can  pm. 
With  your  muoh-deoried  *haag,' — ^twaa  all  gammon  and 
spinach  1     Heigho  for  British  Rowing  I " 

*'  Ha !    Ha ! "  cried  the  Feoo, /*  the  old  fable,  thooght  tnie  "— 

Heifho  for  Rowing  I 
*'  Is  out  of  date  now.    I  'm  as  big.  Bull,  as  yoii, 
As  an  oarsman,  which  is  fio<  all  nmmon  and  spinach  I " 
Heigho  for  British  Rowing. 

So  that  in  the  end 


(for  the  precent),  toq  see, 

Heigho  for  Rowing 


Of  the  race  between  Big  Bull  and  Little  Feooois. 
Bull's  fame,  in  a  boat,  seems  all  gammon  and  spinach. 
Heigho  for  British  Rowing  I 


Mb.  Csauvckt  Depkw,  the  well-known  American  lawyer,  won- 
ders why  on  earth  the  British  Ooyernment  has  not  long  ago  giTen 
Home  Role  to  Ireland.  He  encourages  Mr.  G.'s  Ministry  to  ao  their 
best  in  this  direction,  and  chaunce-y  it.  We  're  always  delighted  to 
welcome  Mr.  Chauvcbt  Depxw  in  Ensrland,  so  let  him  come  oyer 
with  a  Depewtation  to  Mr.  0.  on  the  subject 

EQUBffTBiAV  Fruit.— At  the  Horticultural  Show  the  Baroness 
Burdrt-Coutts  exhibited  a  *'  Cob  of  Adam's  Etrly  Maiie."  No 
particulars  are  giyen.  Was  it  14*1  and  a  weight-<MLrrier  ?  Being 
Adam's,  it  must  be  about  the  oldest  in  the  world.    *'Maixe"  may 


be  a  misprint  for  *'  Mews." 
pear. 


Next  time  the  Baroness  must  send  a 


Peobablr  Dbductiok.— a  pertinacious  Salyation  Armv  Captain 
was  worrying  a  Scotch  farmer,  whom  he  had  met  in  the  train, 
with  perpetual  inquiries  as  to  whether  **he  had  been  bom  again  or 
Water  and  the  J^n^tP"  At  last,  McSakdt  replied,  **Aweel,  I 
dinna  reetly  ken  how  that  may  be,  but  mj  good  old  feyther  and 
mither  took  their  toddy  releegioualy  eyery  mcht,  the  noo.'*^ 


THE  AUSTRO-GERMAN  OFFICER'S  VADE-MECUM. 

Q.  You  haye  heard  of  the  Ride  from  Berlin  to  Yienna,  and  vice  vend  t 

A,  Yes ;  and  of  the  mishaus  that  befell  many  of  the  competitors. 

Q.  You  mean  their  horses  r 

A,  What  applies  to  the  one  applies  to  the  other. 

Q.  Some  of  the  poor  steeds  died  on  the  journey  ? 

A,  I  daresay— of  course,  it  was  hard  work. 

Q.  And  TOU  haye  read  that,  eyen  when  the  poor  horses  were 
fainting  and  refusing  food,  the  riders  still  went  on  P 

A,  (H  course.    The  riders  had  ma^ftcent  pluck  and  nerye. 

Q.  What,  to  obeerye  the  anguish  oftheir  charters  without  emotion  P 

A»  Kol    The  ideal    I  mean  they  had  jduok  and  nerye  in  spite 
of  all  discouragement  to  push  on  to  the  winning-post. 

Q.  And  what  do  you  think  this  breaking  down  ra  the  horses  proyed  P 

A.  That,  after  all,  the  creatures  were  orutes— only  brutes ! 

Q.  Does  not  the  suffering  of  these  brutes  suggest-- — 

A.  That  the  riders  were  orutes  too  P^ Ah  I 
[No  further  queetion  putj  the  Answerer  having  mastered  the  subject. 


Ik  ExcELn8.'No  better  example  of  the  methods  employed  br 
Yiyisectionists  oould  be  giyen  than  was  presented  at  the  Church 
Congress  last  week,  where  in  debate  on  this  subject  they  were  all 
engajged  in  cutting  up  one  another.  The  Bishop  of  Edikbuboh. 
denouncing  the  morality  of  the  Bishop  of  Makchbstbb  and  of 
Bishop  Babbt,  was  a  rare  sight.  His  Lordship  said  that  the  mora- 
lity of  these  two  Bishops  was  **  upin  a  balloon.^'  Well,  surely  this 
is  moralibr  of  the  most  eleyated  descriptioiu  These  Bishops  are  not 
*'  m  jMr^iMM,"  but  m  nuhibus. 

Ik  Wateb  Coloubs.— The  East  London  Waterworks  Company 
had  a  rery  successful  meeting  the  other  day.  Inter  aUa  the  Chair- 
man said,  that  **the  Waltham  Well  is  a  complete  success."  Ergo  let 
Well  alone.  That  from  this  source  they  stifl  supplied  **  36  gallons 
per  head."  The  heads  must  be  uncommonly  hm  to  stand  all  this 
water  on  the  brain.    A  diyidend  of  mght  per  oent.  is,  after  all,  a 


yery  pleasant  draught 


igiti 
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''GREEN   THE    GUIDE." 

(A  Sketch  an  a  ''Boyal  Bl%u  *'  Car  (U  Jeney.) 

On  the  Car  tif ,  among  otherSf  an  Elderly  GenUeman,  m  a  tall  hat^ 
with  a  quantity  of  wraps ;  a  Stoat  Shopkeeper,  with  a  stouter 
Wife :  a  Serious  Commeroial  Traveller,  and  a  couple  of  young 
'*  Shop-ladies";  a  Morose  Toong  Man,  who  has  **got  out  of  bed 
the  wrong  side  "  that  morning^  and  another,  who  Ms  begun  his 
potations  rather  early,  and  ts  in  the  muzzily  talkative  mood. 
The  Cur  is  one  of  a  long  string  of  similar  vehicles,  and  is 
proceeding  at  a  rapid  rate  along  one  of  the  winding  roads. 

The  Muzzy  Man.  Frivolous,  am  I  ?  Well,  wo  came  'ere  to  be 
frivolous— to  a  oertain  extent.  Am  I  out  of  the  way  in  anything 
I  've  said  ?  Because  1  woke  this  morninff  with  a  dry  mouth,  and  I 
don*t  mind  saying  I  've  had  a  little  drop  o  brandy  sinoe. 

His  Neighbour,  Tou  might  let  people  find  out  that  for  them- 
selves, I  should  think  I 

The  Muzzy  M,  No— I  like  to  be  honest  and  straightforward,  I  do. 
I  don't  want  to  be  out  of  the  way,  you 
understand. 

The  Shopkeeper's  Wife  {to  her  Neigh- 
bour), This  is  a  pretty  part  of  the  road 
we're  on  now— but,  lorf  there's  nothing 
'ere  to  oome  up  to  the  Isle  of  Man.  Doug- 
las, now— that  ts  a  nice  plaoe,  with  all 
them  Musio  Halls  I  And  the  soenery— why, 
I  'm  sure  I  felt  sometimes  as  if  1  mtut  stop, 
just  to  look  at  it  I 

The  Muzzy  Man,  I  consider  scenery 
we're  oomingto  most  beautiful  I've  seen 
foT^f  or  miles  around.        [He  goes  to  sleep. 

The  Shopkeeper  {to  the  Elderly  G.,  who 
is  shiftina  and  turning  about  uneasily). 
Lost  anything,  Sir  ? 

The  E.  O,  No-thank  you,  no.  I  was 
looking  to  see  whether  Grbkit  the  Guide 
was  on  the  car.  {Shouts  of  laughter  are 
heard  from  the  car  behind.)  Ah,  thaVs 
Grebu  the  Guide  I  I  wish  he  'd  oome  on 
our  oar— very  amusing  fellow,  Sir— capital 
company! 

The  Morose  M,  {to  the  Young  Lady  on 
his  lefl\.    Who 's  GRKEir  the  Guide  ? 

The  T.  X.  Oh,  don't  you  know?  He 
comes  with  the  cars  and  makes  jokes  and 
all  that.    I  hope  he  '11  come  to  us. 

The  Mor,  M,  I  don't.  I  can  do  that 
sort  of  thing  for  myself,  if  I  want  to,  I 
hope.  [With  a  seowL 

The  Y,  L,  Well,  there's. no  harm  in 
hoping  ! 

'The  Serious  Comm,  T,  {to  his  neighbour 
—one  of  the  Shop-ladies),  So  you  oome 
from  Birmingham  f  Dear  me,  now.  I  used 
to  be  there  very  often  on  business  at  one 
time.  Do  you  know  the  Rev.  Mr.  Podoeb 
there?  A  good  old  gentleman,  he  is.  I 
used  to  attend  his  Chapel  regiUar — most 
improving  discourses  he  used  to  give  us.  I 
am  fond  of  a  ^ood  Sermon,  ar€n*t  you  ?  &o, 
[He  imagines— not  altogether  correctly — 
that  he  is  producing  an  agreeable 
impression 


*'  An  elderly  Gentl  •min,  in  a  tall  hat,  with  a  quantity 
of  wrapa.  * 


begins  to  feel 

Well«  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  1  '11  sing  you  a  good  old-fashioned 
hunting-song,  and  I  '11  ask  you  to  join  me  in  the  Chorus. 

[He  sings  **  We'll  all  go  out  hunting  to-day  ! " 
The  Mor,  M.  {after  the  First  Verse),  The  beggar  don't  sing  ao 
badly.  I  will  say  that  for  him  I  {After  the  Third)  Capital  vcioe 
he  has  \  Rattling  good  Chorus,  too  I  **  Join  the  glad  throng  that 
goes  laughing  along,  and  we  '11  all  go  a-hunting  to-day  I "  {At  tho 
end,)    Bravo  I  encore!  encore! 

[His  good-humour  is  suddenly  and  miraculously  restored. 
Green  the  G,  (in  a  tone  of  instruction),  Tou  will  notice  that  the 
thistle  is  very  abundant  just  here.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.^  The 
reason  of  that,  is  that  some  years  ago  a  vessel  was  wrecked  on  this  part 
of  the  coast  which  was  sailing  from  Scotland  with  a  cargo  of  thistle- 
down. {Outcry  of  incredulity,)  If  you  don't  believe  me,  ask  the 
Coachman. 
The  Coachman  {stolidly).  It 's  a  fact.  Gentlemen,  I  assure  yon. 

G,  the  G,  The  soil  of  Jersey  is  remark- 
ably productive;  if  you  pliant  a  sixpence, 
it  will  oome  up  a  shilling  in  no  time.  The 
cabbages  on  this  island  grow  to  an  extra- 
ordinary height,  frequently  attaining  twraitj 
feet— (outeiy)— yes,  if  you  measure  up  one 
side,  and  down  the  other.  {They  pass  a 
couple  of  sheep  on  a  slave,)  The  finest  flock 
of  sheep  in  the  idand.  The  dark  one  ia 
not  black,  only  a  little  snnbumt.  The 
house  you  see  on  that  lull  over  there  was 
formerly  slept  in  by  Charlbs  the  Sbcoki). 
He  left  a  pair  of  slippers  behind  him — 
which  have  since  grown  into  top>-boota. 
There  you  see  the  only  windmill  in  this 
part  of  the  island— there  used  to  be  three, 
out  it  was  found  there  was  not  enough 
wind  for  them  all.  From  here  you  have  a 
clear  view  of  the  coast  of  France ;  and, 
when  the  wind  is  blowing  in  this  dir«otioii, 
you  have  sn  excellent  opportunity  of  ao- 

?uiring  the  French  accent  m  all  its  purity. 
This  string  of  somewhat  hoary  chestnuts 
meets  with  a  success  beyond  their  intrmsie 
merits,  the  Morose  Man  being  as  much  enter- 
tained as  anybody,^     On  your  right  is  an 

inland  lake  of  fresh  water 

The  Muzzy  Man  {waking  up  with  sudden 
interest).  Can  you  drink  it  with  perfect 
impunity  ? 

G,  the  G,  Depends*  how  far  you  are 
accustomed  to  it  as  a  beverage,  Sir.  [Ths 
car  stops  at  an  hotel,)  We  stop  here  two 
hours,  Ladies  and  (Gentlemen,  to  enable  yea 
to  lunch,  and  examine  the  caves  afterwards. 
Tou  can  leave  anything  you  like  on  the 
cars  except  five-pound  notes— and  they 
might  get  blown  away ! 

On  the  Wat  Homb. 

The  Shopkeeper's  Wife  [to  her  Husband). 
Ah,  Tom,  it 's  just  as  well  you  stayed  bcK 
hind — ^you  'd  never  have  got  through  those 
oaves !  You  wouldn't  believe  I  could  hm' 
done  it  unless  you  'd  seen  me-^-damberinr 


A  YoungMan  in  a  Frock-coat,  Canvas-shoes,  and  Cloth-cap,  Soar-  I  down  iron  ladders,  and  jumping  on  to  rocks,  and  squeeaing  throu(tQ 
borous^h  ?  Yes,  1  'ye  6tf^there— but  I  don't  care  about  it  much.  You  |  tunnels,^  and  then  up  a  cliff  like  the  side  of  a  house.    I  do  wish 


have  to  dress  sueh  a  lot  there,  y'  knoir,  and  I  like  to  oome  out  just 
as  I  am! 

[The  conversation,  notwithttandmg  its  brilliancy,  is  beginning  to  flag 
— when  the  car  is  boarded  by  a  stalwart  good-looking  man, 
carrying  a  bat\jo,  and  wearing  a  leather  shoulder-belt  with 
**GKEBir  the  Guide"  in  brass  letters  upon  it;  the  Elderly 
Gentleman,  and  mast  oj  the  Ladies  welcome  him  with  effusion, 
while  the  Younger  Men  appear  to  resent  his  appearance. 
The  Mor,  M,  {sotto  voce).  If  he's  going  to  play  that  old. instru- 
ment of  torture,  I  shall  howl,  that 's  all  I 

Green  the  Cfuide  (in  a  deep  bi»ritone  voice),  WeU,  Ladies  and 
(Gentlemen,  I  congratulate  you  upon  having  a  fine  diay  for  our  ex- 
cursion. My  glass  went  up  three  feet  this  morning. 
The  Morose  Man  {aggressively).  Was  there  whiskey  inside  it  ? 
Green  the  Guide,  No,  Sir,  it  would  have  gone  down  suddenly  if 
there  had  been.  {.The  Elderly  G.  asks  for  a  song,)  I  shall  be  de- 
lighted to  entertain  you  to  the  best  of  my  ability.  What  would  you 
like  to  have  ? 

The  Mor,  M,  None  of  your  songs— give  us  an  imitation— of  a  deaf 
and  dumb  man. 


'  you  could  ha'  seen  me,  Tom  ! 

Tom  {philosophically).  Ah,  well,  I  was  very  comfortable  where  I 
was,  settin'  in  the  hotel  room  there,  smoking  my  pipe.  G&bbjt  the 
Guide  save  us,/*  Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Ditep,*^  in  first-rate 
style— ne  is  a  singer,  and  no  mistake ! 

His  Wife,  Lor.  I  wish  I  'd  known  he  was  going  to  sing— I  'd  ha* 
staved  too!  But  here  he  is,  waiting  by  the  x^ad  for  ns— I  do  hope 
he 's  going  to  sing  again  I 

Green  the  G.  {mounting  the  car),  1  fear  I  am  an  unwelcome 
visitor. 

The  Eld,  G,  {graciously).  It  would  be  the  first  time  in  your  life 
then,  Gebbh  I 

G,  the  G,  Well,  the  fact  is,  I  come  to  levy  a  little  contribution  on 
behalf  of  myself  and  the  Coachman.  Times  are  hard.  Gentlemen, 
and  belli  of  ns  have  large  families  to  support.  If  you  don*t  believe 
me,  ask  the  Coachman.  ( The  Elderly  G.  explains  that  his  wrappings 
prevent  him  from  getting  at  his  purse  just  then,  while  the  othert 
contribute  with  more  or  less  readiness  and  liberality.)  Many  thanks. 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  on  behalf  of  myself  and  the  Coachman,  and 
to  express  my  sense  of  your  generosity,  I  will  sing  you  the  great 
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Jersey  National  Song,  oomjpoeed  hj  smelf,  before  leaTing.  {H$ 
singa  a  ditty  with  the  following  apmted  Chorus) : — 

Then  the  itreeU  are  pared  with  granite.    So  neat  and  clean 
And  lote  of  pretty,  wittj  cirU,  are  alwayi  to  be  leen! 
"With  the  braTe  old  Mi-Utu,  Our  foei  to  defy ! 
And  there  they  grow  the  Cabba-gee— Ten  feet  high ! 
{AH  together,  Oentlemm,  please  !)  Tee,  there  they  grow  the  Oabbera,  there 
Uiey  grow  the  Cabbages,  there  they  grow  the  Cabbagee — ^Ten  feet  high ! 

Thank  yon.  Gentlemen,  1  'ye  rang  that  song  a  number  of  timea,  and 
I  neTer  remember  hearing  the  ohonu  better  tung.  If  you  don't 
belieye  me,  aik  the  Coaehman. 

Coachman,  Pve  neyer  'eard  it  better  rang,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 
I  assure  you. 

[GRmor  the  Guide  descends  m  a  hlaze  of  popularity,  and  the 
**  Royal  Blue  "  rolls  on  in  excellent  spirits. 


POLITICAL  TRAINING. 


Monday.^llssA  Mr.  CiiAiiBEBLAnr's  remarks  on  abstinenoe  from 
bodily  ezeroise.  Sold  my  bicyde,  and  gave  away  all  my  rackets, 
bats,  &e.  Besolyed  to  follow  tiie  latest  system.  Shall  douDtless,  by 
these  means,  reach  Mr.  C.'s  high  position  as  a  statesman  and  orator. 
Went  out  in  a  Bath-chair.  Five  minutes  after  starting,  man  said 
he  was  not  aooustomed  to  drag  so  heavy  an  invalid,  and  must  rest  a 
little.  Tried  a  speech— my  maiden  one — on  the  Disadvantagea  of 
Bodily  Exercise.  He  listened  respectfully,  and,  when  at  last  1  had 
finiehed,  said  he  quite  agreed  with  me,  and  that  the  fare  was  seven 
shillingB. 

Tuesday.^'HBYe  decided  that  exercise  in  a  Bath-chair  is  ^uite 
raperfluous.  Resolved  to  take  exercise,  for  the  future,  m  a 
hammock,  just  outside  the  rarden-door.  Must  practise  speech - 
making  to  the  gardener.  Good  idea— Orchids.  Asked  him  what  he 
thought  about  the  new  Orchid.  Miserable  fool  answered.  **  Awkud, 
sur  ?  Dunno  waht  thaht  be."  I  said  that  was  *'  awkud,''  and  had  to 
lauj^  at  the  highly  original  side-splitter  myself,  as  he  never  saw  it. 

iFednesilay.'-Mxuit  really  give  up  this  long  walk  to  the  garden- 
door.  Shall  never  become  a  great  statesman  unless  I  do.  Kesolved 
to  take  exercise  in  arm-chair  in  library.  The  children's  governess 
came  in  to  fetch  a  book.  Addressed  her  at  some  length  on  Free  Edu- 
cation. Afterwards,  thought  this  subject  was  somewhat  ill-ehosen, 
as  her  salary  is  so  small. 

Thursday, — ReaUy  cannot  stand  this  walking  up  and  down  staira. 
Shall  remain  for  the  future  in  my  bed-romn  and  take  exercise  on 
sofa  bv  fireside,  as  1  feel  chilly.  Page  came  in  with  coals.  Be- 
mindea  me  of  Pdioy  of  Scuttle.  Spoke  of  this  at  some  length,  and 
woke  him  up  with  difficulty  when  I  had  finished.  Felt  rather 
unwell. 

Friday, — Dressing  and  undressing  is  certainly  needless  fatigue, 
and  evidently  causes  this  headache  and  general  seediness.  Shall 
take  exercise  in  bed.  Felt  worse.  Female  relatives  anxious,  and 
insist  on  medical  attendance.  Assured  them  1  was  following  the 
best  system,  and  answered  their  persistent  demands  by  a  short  address 
on  Home  Rule. 

Sataurday, — Felt  so  bad  at  five  this  morning,  that  Doctor  was 
fetched.  Tried  feebly  to  address  him  on  the  Eight  Hours*  Question, 
when  he  said  he  never  had  anv  time  to  think  how  long  he  worked. 
Explained  my  new  system  to  him.  He  said  1  should  mvself  want  a 
new  nrstem  to  stand  raoh  a  course  of  treatment.  Then  ne  puUed  me 
out  of  bed,  and  insisted  on  my  walking  ten  miles  as  soon  as  I  was 
dressed.  Felt  much  better.  Shall  abandon  politics  and  become  a 
farmer,  having  just  heard  of  an  infallible  system  for  growing  wheat 
profiUbly.  

The  "Restoration  "  Pehiod.— Will  the  Chairmen  of  the  L.C.  &  D. 
and  the  S.£.  Lines  unite  their  forces  F  After  the  meeting  on  this 
subject  last  week.  Sir  Edwabd  will  have  lots  of  reason  to  listen  to. 
But  apart  from  every  consideration  of  mat  de  mer,  and  **  From  Calais 
to  Dover.'*  as  the  poet  sings  **  'lis  soonest  over,"  there  is  not  anv- 
where  a  better,  and  we,  who  have  suffered  as  greatly  as  the  muon- 
enduring  Ulysses,  venture  to  assert  not  anywhere  as  good  a  luncheon 
as  at  the  *'BesUuration"  (well it  deserves  the  title!)  of  the  Calaii 
Station.  Every  patriotic  travelling  Englishman  must  be  delighted 
to  tiiink  that  some  few  centuries  ago  we  ^ave  up  Calais.  Had  it  been 
nowadavs  in  English  hands,  why  it  might  even  now  be  possessed 
of  a  **  Refreshment  Room  "  no  better  tlum— any  on  our  side  of  the 
Channel,  for  there  is  no  necessity  to  {Murticulanse.  From  Dover  to 
Calais  is  the  shortest  and  best  restorative 'd  route  for  the  traveller, 
whethar  ill  or  well,  at  sea. 

Morroxs  for  the  new  Lord  Matob.  **  xa  obsUt,''  *'  Ha  fortius'' 
and,  from  Hobacb,  '*  yH  ampUus  oro.''  This,  in  answer  to  toousands 
of  correspondents,  is  our  last  word  on  the  subject;  so  after  this 
(except  on  the  9th  of  November),  we  say— ni/ 


"  Pity  a  Poo'  Bar-itone !  *• 


SUCH   A   "LIGHT  OPERA!" 

Had  Sir  Abthub  written  the  music  for  The  Mountebanks^  and 
ERr  BfiiAir  db  Bois  Gilbbbt  the  book  of  Haddon  Hall,  both  might 

have  been  big  successes. 
So,  however,  it  was  not  to 
be,  and  Sir  Abthub  chose 
this  book  by  Mr.  Gbuitot, 
which  labours  under  the 
disadvantages  of  being 
orifrinal,  Jtnd  of  not  owing 
fllmoat  everything  ta  a 
FrtvQch  8ouro€.  It  if^a't 
every  day  of  the  week  that 
Mr*  Gfit7Ni»T  tutublej  upon 
A  Pair  of  Spfcta^Ut  in  a 
volume  olf  French  plays. 
The  periodto  which  the  very 
slight  and  uninti  re^.ting 
story  of  Jladiloii  JIaU  he- 
lonj^s  ifl  juett  beforo  the 
Kestoration,  hut  the  dla- 
loi^e  of  **the  book"  is 
^iced  with  modem  dang, 
both  *'ui;to  date'' (the date 
being  this  (^rewnt  year  of 
QrjLce,  not  aixteen  hundred 
and  vxty)  a&d  out  of  date. 
The  *\out-nf*date"  slang, 
^vh]chi^/' Z*ve  got*  cm  on" 
— uiluding  to  the  Sootflh- 
man's  trousers— has  by  far 
the  hest  of  it.  m  it  comes 
at  the  end  of  the  ptec^^  ^nd 
enjova  the  honour  of  hav- 
ingf  been  set  to  musio  by 
the  variously-g-ifted  Com- 
poser :  so  that  **/'re  got  'em  on,"  with  its  enthusiastically  treble- 
enoored  whiskey  fling,  capitally  danced  by  Miss  Ntta  Colic  as  Nanee. 
with  Mr.  Denny  as  The  McCrankie,  may  be  con^.idcrt  d  cs  the  rual 
hit  of  the  evening,  having 
in  itself  about  as  much  to 
do  wiUi  whatever  there  is 
of  the  plot  as  would  have 
the  entrance  of  Mr.  Jobt 
GBncALni,  in  full  Clown*s 
costume,  with  **Here  we 
are  sgain  I  "  Of  the  music, 
as  there  was  very  little  to 
catch  and  take  away,  one 
had  to  leave  it.  Of  course 
this  seriously  comic  or 
comically  senous  Opera  is 
drawing'—  [**  ITmiw?,  ob- 
serves Mr.  Wago,  paren- 
thetieallv,  **  cannot  be 
ifr fltrfiri^'*]— and  will  con- 
tinue to  do  so  for  some  little 
time,  long  enough  at  all 
events  to  reimburse  Mr. 
D'Otlt  Cabtb  for  his  more 
than  usually  lavish  outlay 
on  the  mise^en'Scene, 

In  the  Second  Act,  the 
mechanical  change  from  the 
exterior  of  Haddon  Hall  to 
the  interior,  must  be 
reckoned  as  among  the  most 
effective  transformations 
ever  seen  on  any  stage.    It 

would  be  still  more  so  if  « ^  .  ^      . —    .  . . 

the  time  occupied  in  making  •«  Chnitmas  u  oomin' I 

it  were  reduced  one-half ,         ^® JfJ*^**^^' ^!R?^  dancing, 
and  the  storm  in  the  or-  Tha  R«»l  Hit  of  the  Opera, 

chestra.  and  the  lightziing  seen  threuffh  black  gauze  on  stage  were 
omitted.  The  lightning  frightens  nobody,  only  amuses  a  few,  and 
in  itself  is  no  very  great  attraction.  Even  if  these  flashes  were  a 
very  striking  performanoe|  no  danger  to  the  audience  need  be 
apprehended  from  it,  seeing  that  Mr.  Cbllibb  is  in  front  as 
'^Conductor."  Perhaps  Mr.  D'Otlt  Cabtb,  noticing  that 
Mr.  Gbundt  calls  his  piece  *'a  ligrht  Opera,"  thought  that,  as  it 
L*t  quite  up  to  this  description,  it  would  be  as  well  if  the 
required^'  light*ninr  "  were  brought  in  somewhere,  and  so  he  intro- 
duced it  here.  If  this  be  so,  it  is  about  the  only  flash  of  genius  in 
the  performance. 
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POST-PRANDIAL    PESSIMISTS. 

SoKin— The  Snuking-romn  at  the  Decadents. 

Fira  DeuidetU  (M.A.  Qbm).  "ArncB  all,  Smtthb,  wbat  would  Lir  bk  without  CoFFm!" 

Seeani  Decadent  {B.A.  Oamh.).  "Trus,  JaomntB,  tbux  I    Airs  tbt,  aftkr  all,  what  is  Lira  wna  CoFraB  t" 


"CEOSSING  THE  BAB." 

IN  MEUORIAH. 

JIM  Sorb  CtnnjsoR. 

Born,  August  5, 1809.    Dzsd,  Octobbr  6, 1892. 

"  Talixssbn  is  our  Mlest  throat  of  sonff." 
The  Holff  OraiL 

Ottb  fullest  thioat  of  song  is  silent,  hushed 
In  Autumn,  when  the  songless  woods  are 
still. 
And  with  October^s  boding  hectic  flushed 
Slowly  the  year  disrobes.     A  i>assionate 
thriQ 
Of  strange  proud  sorrow  pulses  through  the 
land, 
His  land,  his  England,  which  he  loyed  so 
well: 
And  brows  bend  low,  as  slow  from  strand  to 
strand 
The  Poet's  passing  bell 
Sends  forth  its  solemn  note,  and  every  heart 
Chills,  and  sad  tears  to  many  an  eyelid  start. 

Sad  tears  in  sooth  I    And  yet  not  wholly  so. 

Exquisite  echces  of  his  own  swan-song 
Forbid  mere  murmuring  moumfulness ;  the 
glow 
Of  its  great  hope  illumes  us.    Sleep,  thou 
strong 
Full  tide,  as  over  the  unmeaning  bar 

Fares  this  unfaltering  darer  of  the  deep, 
Beaconed  by  a  Great  Light,  the  pilot-star 

Of  Taliant  souls,  who  keep 
Through  the  long  strife  of  thought-life  free 

from  scathe 
The  luminous  guidance  of  the  larger  faith. 


No   sadness   of  farewell?     Great    Singer, 
crowned 
With  lustrous  laurel,  facing  that  far  light. 
In  whose  white  radiance  dark  seems  whelmed 
and  drowned. 
And  death  a  passing  shade,  of  meaning 
slight; 
Sunset,  and  eyening  star,  and  that  clear  call, 
Thetwiliffht  shadow,  and  the  eyening  bell. 
Bring  naugnt  of  gloom  for  thee.    Whate'er 
Iwfall" 
Thou  must  indeed  fare  welL 
But  we— we  have  but  memories  now,  and  lore 
The  plaint  of  fond  regret  will  scarce  reprove. 

Great  singer,  he,  and  great  amon?  the  great. 

Or  greatness  hath  no  sure  abiding  test. 
The  poet's  splendid  pomp,  the  shining  state 
Of  royal  singing   robes,  were  his,  con- 
fest. 
By  slowly  growing  certitude  of  fame, 
fi^ce  first,  a  youth,  he  found  fresh-opaning 
portals 
To  Beauty  s  Pleasure-House.    Hanked  with 
acclaim 
Amidst  the  true  Immortals, 
The  amaranth  fields  with  native  ease  he  trod. 
Authentic  son  of  the  lyre-bearing  god. 

Fresh  portals,  untrod  pleasaunces,  new  ways 
In  Art*s  great  Palace,  shrined  in  Nature's 
heart. 
Sought  the  young   singer,  and  his  limpid 
lays. 
O'er  sweet,  perchance,  yet  made  the  quick 
blood  start 
To  many  a  cheek  mere  glittering  rhymes  left 
cdd. 
But  through  the  gates  of  Ivory  or  of  Horn 


His  vivid  vision  flocked,  and  who  so  bold 

As  to  repulse  witn  scorn 
The  shining  troop  because  of  shadowy  birth. 
Of  bodiless  passion,  or  light  tinkliog  mirth  r 

But  the  true  god-gift  grows.    Sweet,  sweet, 
still  sweet 
As  great  Apollo's  lyre,  or  Pan*s  plain  reed, 
His  music  flowed,  but  slowly  he  out-beat 
His  song  to  finer  issues.    Fingers  fleet, 
That  trifl^  with  the  pipe-stops,  shook  grand 
sound 
From  the   great  organ's  golden  months 
anon. 
A  mellow-measured  might,  a  beauty  bound 

(As  Venus  with  her  sone) 
By  that  which  shaped  from  chaos  Earth,  Air, 

Sky, 
The  unhampenng  restraint  of  Harmony. 

Hysteric  ecstasy,  now  fierce,  now  faint. 
But  ever  fever-sick,  shook  not  his  lyre 

With  epileptic  fervours.    Sensual  taint 
Of  satyr  neat,  or  bacchanal  desire, 

Polluted  not  the  passion  of  his  song ; 
No  corybantic  clangor  clamoured  through 

Its  manly  harmonies,  as  sane  as  strong ; 
So  that  the  captious  few 

Found  sickliness  in  pure  Elvsian  balm. 

And  coldness  in  such  high  Olympian  calm.    ' 

Impassioned  purity,  high  minister 
Of  spirit's  joys,   was  his,  reserved,   re- 
strained. 
His  song  was  like  the  sword  Excalibnr 
Of  his  symbolic  knight;  trenchant,  nn- 
stained. 
It  shook  the  world  of  wordly  baseness,  imote 
The  Christless  heathendom  of  huokstcting 
days. 
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"CROSSING  THE  BAR." 


TWILIGHT  AND  EVENING  BELL, 
AND  AFTER  THAT  THE  DARK  I 


r^ \. 

"  AND  MAY  THERE  BE  NO  SADNESS  OF  FAREWELL, 
WHEN  I  EMBARK."— TnrHYBON. 
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There  is  no  harshness  in  that  mellow  note, 

No  blot  upon  those  bays: 
For  loyal  loye  and  knightly  Taloor  rang 
Through    rich    immortal    musio  when   he 
sang. 

Abthub,  his  friend,  the  Modem  Gentleman, 

Abthuh,  the  hero,  his  ideal  Knight, 
Inspired  his  strains.    From  fount  to  flood 
they  ran 
A  flawless  ooarse  of  melody  and  light. 
A  Christian  chiyalry  shone  in  his  song 

From  Locksley  Hall  to  shadowy  Lyonnesse, 
'Whence  there    stand    forth  two    figures, 
stately,  strong. 
Symbols  of  spirit's  stress ; 
Hie  blameless  King,  saintahip  with  scarce 

ablot, 
And  song's  most  noble  sinner,  Lahcblot. 

Lover  of  England,  lord  of  English  hearts. 

Master  of  finfflish  speeoh,  painter  supreme 
Of  English  landscape  I   Patriot  passion  starts 
A-flime,  pricked  by  the  woctis  that  glow 
and  gleam 
In  those  imperial  p»ans,  which  might  arm 
Pale  cowards  for  the  fray.     Touched  by 
his  hand 
The  timnle  sweetness,  and  the  homely  charm 

Of  our  green  garden-land 
Take  on  a  witchery  as  of  Arden's  glade. 
Or  yerdant  Yallombrosa's  leafy  shade. 

The  fragrant  fruitfulness  of  wood  and  wold, 

Of  flowery  upland,  and  of  orchard-lawn. 
Lit  by  the  lingering  eyeniiig*s  softened  gold, 
Or  flashed  with  rose-hued  radiance  of  the 
dawn; 
Bird-music  beautiful ;  the  robin's  trill. 
Or  the  rook's  drofrsy  clangour ;  flats  that 
run 
From  sky  to  sky,  dusk  woods  that  drape  the 
hill. 
Still  lakes  that  draw  the  sun ; 
All,  all  are  mirror'd  in.his  yerse,  and  there 
Familiar  beauties  shine'most  strangely  fair. 

Poet,  the  pas9-key^  magical  was  thine, 
To  Beauty*s  Fairy  World,  in  classic  calm 

Or  rich  romantic  colour.    Bagdat's  shrine 
By  sheeny  Tigris,  Syrian  pool  and  palm, 

Ayilion's  bowery  hollows,  Ida's  peak, 
The  lUy-laden  Lotos  land,  the  fields 

Of  amaranth  I    What  may  yagrant  Fancy 
seek 
More  than  thy  rich  song  yiel  's. 

Of  Orient  odour,  FaCry  wizardry. 

Or  soft  Arcadian  simplicity  ? 

From  all,  far  Fa^ry  Land,  Romancers  realm, 
Oreen  English  homestead,  doud-crown'd 
Attic  hill. 
The  Poet  passes— whither  P    Not  the  helm 
Of  wounded  Abthua,  lit  by  light  that 
fllls 
Ayilion's  fair  horizons,  gleamed  more  bright 
Than  does  that  leomne  laurelled  yisage 
now, 
Fronting  with  steadfast  look  that  mystic 
Light. 
Oraye  eye,  and  gracious  brow 
Turn  from  the  eyening  bell,    the  earthly 

shore. 
To  face  the  Light  that  floods  him  eyermore. 

Farewell  I    How  fitlier  should  a  poet  pass 
Than  thou  from  that  dim  chamber  and  the 
gleam 
Of  poor  earth's  purest  radiance  P  Loye,  alas  I 
Of  that  strange  scene  must  long  in  sorrow 
dream. 
But  we~we  hear  th^  manful  music  still  I 

A  royal  requiem  for  a  kingly  soul  I 
No  sadness  of  farewell  I    Away  regret. 

When  greatness  nears  its  goal  I 
We  follow  thee,  in  thought,  through  light, 

afar 
Diyinely  piloted  beyond  the  bar  I 


TO  MY  SWEETHEAET. 

["  Those  roses  you  bought  and  gsTe  to  me  are  marFeli.    T|iey  are  still  aliTC."— JETdr  ZetUr,} 

A  Hothouse  where  some  roses  blew. 
And,  whilst  the  outer  world  was  white. 

The  gentle  roses  softly  srew 
To  fragrant  yisions  of  delight. 

Some  wretched  florist  owned  them  all. 
And  plucked  them  from  their  natiye 
bowers, 
Then  gaily  showed  them  on  his  stall 
To   swell   the    ranks   of    '*  Fresh- Cut 
Flowers." 

Some  went  beside  a  bed  of  |>ain 
Where  influenza  claimed  its  due  ; 

They  drooped  and  never  smiled  again. 
The  epidemic  had  them  too. 

A  gay  f'oun^  gallant  bought  some  buds. 
And  jauntily  went  out  to  dine 

With  other  reckless  sporting  bloods. 
Who  talked  of  women,  drank  of  wine  ; 

But  whilst  they  talked,  and  smoked,  and 
drank. 

And  told  tales  not  too  sanctified , 
Abashed  the  timid  blossoms  shrank, 

Changed  colour,  faded,  and  then  died. 

Tet  roses,  too.  I  gaye  to  you, 
I  saw  you  place  them  near  your  heart, 

Tou  wore  them  all  the  eyening  through, 
You  wore  them  when  we  came  to  part. 

But  now  you  write  to  me,  my  dear. 
And  manrel  that  they  are  not  dead, 

Their  beauty  does  not  oisappear, 
Their  fragrant  perfume  naa  not  fied. 

The  reason 's  plain.    Somehow  ariffht 
The  flowers  know  if  we  i^ore  them. 

The  roses  live  for  sheer  delight 
At  knowing.  Sweetheart,  that  you  wore 
them. 


THOUGHTS-NOT  WORTH  A  PENNY. 

{Fragment  from  the  BurUaque-Bomanee  of  **  No 
CtTiU;  or,  The  New  CrUieism.** 

Thb  Critic  of  the  new  cult  yisited  a  tailor's 
establishment,  and  was  delighted  with  all  he 
saw.  There  were  coats,  and  yests,  and  other 
garments. 

**  I  make  some  flfty  per  cent,  proflt,"  said 
the  proprietor  of  the  establishment,  stroking 
his  moustache  with  a  hand  adorned  with 
many  a  diamond  ring.  "  Of  course  it  causes 
some  labour,  thought,  and  time— but  I  get 
my  money  for  my  trouble." 

"  And  why  not  P  "  replied  the  Critic.  '*  Are 
you  not  worth  it  P  Do  you  not  deyote  your 
energy  to  it  P    Must  you  not  liye  P  " 

And,  haying  said  this,  the  Reyiewer  yisited 
another  place  of  business.  This  time  he  had 
entered  the  office  of  a  Stockbroker. 

**  Of  course  it  is  rather  anxious  work  some- 
times." said  the  altematiye  representatiye  of 
a  bull  and  a  bear.  **  But  it  pays  in  the  long 
run.  I  manage  to  keep  up  a  house  in  South 
Kensington,  and  a  carriage  and  pair,  out  of 
my  takings." 

^*  Again,  why  not  P  "  responded  the  Critic. 
"  You  haye  a  wife  and  famil]^.  Must 
you  not  liye  P "  Then  the  Critic  yisited 
Cheesemongers,  and  Bankers,  Solicitors,  and 
Upholsterers.  At  last,  he  reached  the  modest 
abode  of  an  Author. 

**AhI"  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  oontempt; 
'*  you  write  books  and  plays  I    Why  P 

**.Why,  to  sell  them/'  answered  the  Poet, 
in  a  faltering  yoice. 

*'  Sell  them  I  "  echoed  the  Critic,  in  tones 
of  thunder.    *  *  What  do  you  mean  by  that  P  " 

••  Why,  one  must  liye  f " 

"Nonsense I     The  uniyerse   can  get  on 


yery  well  without  anjone.  You  might  be 
dispensed  with  ;  and,  if  it  comes  to  that,  so 
miffht  I.    Yes,  I  am  not  wanted." 

*  Quite  true!"  murmured  the  Author; 
''indeed,  you  are  not  I " 

*'  And,  after  all,  what  ti  your  work  P  Mere 
brain  action !  Anyone  who  could  wield  a  pen 
could  do  it  for  you  I  And  you  expect  to  be 
paid,  as  if  you  were  a  tradetman—a  Tailor  or 
an  Upholsterer  I" 

*'  But  am  I  not  a  man  and  a  brother  P  Do 
I  not  get  hungry,  like  anyone  else  P  Hkye  I 
not  a  wife  and  family  P  " 

**That  is  entirely  beside  the  question," 
persisted  the  Critic.  "All  you  haye  to 
consider  are  the  claims  of  Art.  Now,  Art  is 
not  to  be  seryed  by  paid  yotaries." 

"  Then  I  suppose  I  am  unworthy,"  replied 
the  Author,  moumfuUy  shaki^  nis  head. 
Well,  let  us  exchan^  places.  You  shall  be 
the  Author,  and  I  will  be  the  Critic." 

"  Very  sorry^  my  dear  friend,  but  that  is 
an  unjust  diyision.  By  that  means  you  would 
reoeiye  all  the  money .^' 

"And  why  not  P  If  I  am  to  write,  why  am 
InottobepaidP" 

"  Because  it  is  beneath  the  dignity  qf  an 
Author  to  write  with  a  yiew  to  obtaining 
cash." 

"Indeed!  Well,  I  am  tirad  of  work. 
You  haye  nothing  to  do  but  criticise.  Let 
us  swap  positions." 

"Are  you  madP"  shouted  the  Critic 
Why,  I  am  fond  of  my  work.  You  don't 
imagine  I  am  ^ing  to  giye  up  my  salary  to 
your  Why,  it  would  demoralise  yon.  I 
know  the  drawback  of  the  system.''  And 
the  Author  applied  himself  to  the  study  of 
the  New  Criticism,  and  it  seemed  as  great  a 
mystery  to  him  as  eyer. 
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LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

DiAX  Mb.  Pukos,  Mmmt  Stfd^  Qrowmwr  Square. 

NoTHore  Imt  a  keen  eenee  of  duty,  ooapled  with  the 


■ion  of  th0  imartest  thing  in  waterproof  OTerooats  oyer  seen,  would 
haye  tempted  me  to  go  raoinff  last  week ;  but  the  elaime  of  Hnnt 
Park  were  not  to  be  denied,  and  m j  reward  waa,  iwditing  at 
perhape  the  moet  eaooestfol  meeting  erer  held  ther»— (the  baokert 
*'  went  down"  to  a  man,  and  ao  did  the  ezoeUent  Innoh^eo  what 
more  eoM  von  want  F)— and.  in  addition,  being  told  b j  at  least 
twenty  peome,  the  name  of  the  winner  of  the  Cesarewitoh  I— thej 
all  named  afferent  horses,  so  that  om  is  almost  oertain  to  be  able  to 
say  next  week,  in  that  annoying  tone  of  Toioe  people  adopt  after  a 
soooessfal  propheej-^this  doesnol  apply  to  Jnst  irophets,  who  are 
notoriously  inodest  in  saeoess) — 
**  There!  I  told  yon  it  was  a  cer- 
tainty for  ITAt^/oes'  — ooohin't 
lose  I— q/  eoMTis  yoa  backed  it. 
after  what  I  told  yoal"  — whioh  of 
ooorse  was  the  Tery  reason  why  you 
hadnH  backed  it;  howeyer^as  he 
may  really  be  able  to  tell  you  some- 
thing on  a  futore  occasion,  yon  pat 


on  a  ffhastly  smile,  and  say- 
yea-Hl  had  a  >rifle   on— but 


my 


maneif  was  on  Blaekfoot  before  Ton 
told  me-^bat  it  got  me  oat  I''— 
and  it  does  "get  yoa  oat"  too,  for 
nothing  is  more  annoying  than  to 
be  tola  yon  *'  oaght  to  have  won  a 
good  stake!" 

Howeyer,  with  regard  to  the 
great  race  next  week.  I  am  f ofta- 
nately  able  to  set  aside  aU  **  infor- 
mation reoeiyed,"  beosase  I  haye 
had  a  dream  .'—not  one  of  the  ordi- 
nary lobster-salad  kind  of  raoioff- 
dreams  one  reads  about~(nataraUy 
/  shoold  not    haye   an  inferior 

'd,  hayinff  ordered  in  a  stock  of 
•^« ''  best  selected,*'  one  to  be  taken 
eyery  night  at  bed-time)— in  which 
the  dreamer  only  sees  one  horse- 
bat  a  most  oomplieated  affair,  from 
whioh  it  will  be  an  easy  task  for 
anyone  skilled  in  dream-lore  to 
extract  the  winner  I 

Well— I  had  been  rather  npset 
daring  the  day,sotoqaiet  my  neryes, 
on  reachixig  home^  I  toolL  before 
gdng  to  bed,  jnstahttle  (?o/aen  2)rop 
of  Brandy  as  an  Ine%iranee  against 
restlessness — went  to  sleep,  and 
dreamt  that  my  friends  Lady  VH- 
Ukine  and  Madame  d" Albany^  with 
their  maid  Heien  Ware^  were 
attacked  on  their  way  from  IlUley 
to  Weymouth^  by  some  Dare  Devil 
of  a  CVcosfuin,  whose  horse's  hoofs 
rsDff  in  a  MetalUe  manner  on  the 
road  I  They  were  resoned  in  the 
pass  of  Ben  Awm  by  the  gallant 
Bunmby^  who  after  a  long  Rig- 
mnrole^  sqoared  their  captor,  Boy 

Neil,  with  a  Hanover  Jack^  and' 

acted  as  their  Pilot  to  safe  qaarters  at  VenaiOee  !  Tliere  I— that 
was  my  dream  — and  I  think  it  iwints  most  condasiyely  to  the 
winner:  and,  anyone  nnaUe  to  pick  the  right  one,  need  only 
back  them  oZ/,  and  there  jron  are  I— or  at  least  yoa  may  be. 
If  they  don*t  care  to  do  tus,  they  can  ayail  themselyes  of  mj 
yerse  selection— which  I  did  not  dream— and  which,  therefore,  is 
qmU  as  reHable.  y^^  deyotedly,  Unr  Oat. 

CxsABEWiTcn  SiLscnov. 


Oh,    Weymouth   is   a  pleasant 
place, 
i  n  I  bathing  tents  are  handy ; 

P.S.— This  adyice  is  not  intended  for  oonfirmod  Topers. 


When  ooming  oat,  if  white  yonr 
face. 
Why,  take  a  nip  of  Brandy. 


"  Sub  lb  Tapib."— If  the  new  Carpet  Kniffht,  Sir  Blobsbl 
Maplb— whioh  is  oar  troabadoarish  way  of  spelliBg  it— be  excep- 
tionally saccessfal  on  the  Turf,  isn't  he  jast  tM  man  to  "  make  his 
'pile' and  cut  it"  P 


OUB  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Not  the  least  interesting  fi^nre  in  the  circle  of  The  Raemg  Lffe 
of  Lord  Oeorge  BenHnek^  which  Messrs.  Blackwoob  prodoee  in  s 
handsome  yolnme,  is  that  of  Jomr  Kbbt,  who,  nnder  the  editorship 
of  Mr.  Fbajtk  Lawlbt,  tells  the  story.  Kbbt  was  trainer  to  Lora 
Obobob  daring  the  period  when,  to  quote  the  charaeteristic  DisrMlisa 
phrase,  his  Ixirdship  became ''Lord  Paramount  of  the  Turf."  Itii 
fortj-nmr  years  since  Lord  Obobob  was  found  lyin^  dead  on  his  fsoo 
in  the  water-meadows  near  Welbeok  Abbey.  Tet  Kbht  rememben 
aU  about  him— his  six  feet  of  height,  his  long  black  frodk-coat,  hit 
yelyet  waistcoat,  his  gold  chain,  and  his ' '  oost^r  oream-cdloored  sstii 
soarf  of  mat  leiigth,  knotted  under  his  chin,  with  a  gold  pin  stoek 
init"    These  scaryes  cost  twenty  shillinrsa-piece.  and  it  was  one  of 

Lord  GTbobob's  fanoies  neyer  to 
wear  one  a  second  time.  When  he 
died  whole  drawersful  of  them 
were  found*  and  honest  Johb  Kdt 
nurohased  half-a-doaen  from  hii 
Lordship's  yalet,  who  seems  to  haye 
kept  hiaeye  on  them.  Didheeyer 
wear  them  ou  Sundays  P  MyBt- 
ronite  who  has  been  reading  tht 
book  trows  not.  Jomr  Kbbt  koowi 
his  pUoe  better  than  that,  andwhea 
he  goes  the  way  that  masters  end 
seryants  tread  toeether,  the  sosttm 
will  doubtless  be  found  tooksd 
away  in  hie  chest  of  drawers.  Ky 
Barmite  is  not  able  to  take  Ae  isme 
lofty  yiew  of  the  defonot  noUemia 
who  played  at  politics  and  workid 
at  nang  as  does  his  f aithfol  old 
seryitor.  Lord  Obobob  seemi  to 
haye  been,  as  the  cabman  obserrsd 
of  the  late  Johb  Fobstxb,  '*i 
harbitery  gent,"  kind  to  those  who 
faithfully  serye  him  (as  one  is  kind 
to  a  useful  hound],  but  rekntlesito 
any  who  offended  him  or  crossed 
his  path.  Moreoyer,  whilst,  whii 
biographer  deyoutly  says,  he  puri- 
fied the  turf,  he  was  not,  wkl 
oocasionf  aboye  fighting  blaoklon 
with  their  own  weapons.  The  book 
^yes  dear  glimpses  of  men  end 
times  which,  less  than  half  a  on- 
tury  dead,  will  neyer  liye  agtia. 
It  pleasantly  testifies  that,  thoogh 
no  man  may  be  a  hero  to  his  yalet, 
Lord  OioBOB  BBHTorcc  remsini 
one  in  the  eyes  of  his  trainer. 

The  Baron  not  haying  resd  s 
three-yolume  noyel  for  some  eon- 
feiderable  time,  may  safely  affirsi, 
instead  of  taking  his  oath,  thst 
Mrs.  Oliphabt's  I^e  Cuckoo inthe 
Neet  is  one  of  the  beet  he  hu 
come  aeroes  for  ouite  two  monthi. 
It  opens  welL  and  if  it  drops  a  bit 
about  the  middle,  there  are  all  sorti 
of  surprises  yet  in  store  for  the 
reader,  who,  the  Baron  assures  hnn 
or  her,  will  be  rewarded  for  hit, 
or  her,  perseyerance. 
The  Baron  begu  to  recommend  the  latest  yolume  of  the  Whitefritn 
Library,  called  King  Zuh,  by  W.  H.  Pollock.  Zub  is  a  wise  poodle, 
and  the  waggish  tale  of  the  dog  giyes  the  name  to  the  oolleotion.  The 
Fleetina  &'Aotr  is  quite  on  a  par  with  The  Oreen  Lady  in  a  former  ool- 
leotion by  the  same  author,  and  such  other  stories  as  Sir  Joeelyn*t 
Cap  and  A  Phantom  Fish  will  delight  those  who,  like  the  Bsioo, 
loye  the  mixture  as  before  of  the  weird  and  the  humorous.  In  the 
Phantom  Fieh  there  is  much  local  dialect,  and  The  Baron  coming 
across  the  expression,  "  a  proper  bender,"  is  inclined  to  ask  if  thu 
is  not  Zummerzetsheer  for,  and  only  applicable  to,  a  running  hare? 
The  Baron  remembers  the  expression  well,  though  'tis  years  since 
he  heard  it,  and  owns  to  being  uncertain  as  to  whether  it  ii 
not  Deyonian  or  Cornish,  '.'hat  he  heard  it  applied  to  a  hare 
apparent  he  is  prepared  to  mske  oath  and  say;  but  he  is  not  in 
the  least  prepared  to  assert  that  it  is  not  (renerally  applied  u 
an  expression  of  admiration  for  adroitness  in  ayoimngr  parsoit 
"  Be  that  as  it  ma^,  giye  me  King  Zub  and  the  other  storie^  s 
good  fire,  a  glass  of  spiritual  comfort,  a  cosy  chair,  and  a  sootmsf 
pipe,  and  I  am  prepared  to  spend  a  pleasant  eyening,"  says 

Thb  Babob  ]>b  Book-Wobxi. 


MIND. 

A— TBB  rACT  IS,  I  X>0B*T  CABB  rOB  POFULABITT.      I  OBLT 

WISH  XT  Books  to  bi  adxibid  bt  tbosb  wbosb  Adkiratiob 
IS  BBALLT  wobth  HAyiKo  I  -       She.  "Abd  wbo  abb  thbt?" 
Be:  "Tbosb  who  adkirb  xt  Books  I" 
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COHVEBSATIOHAL  HIirTS  FOB  TOTTirO  SHOOTEBS. 

{By  Mr,  JPunch's  oum  Oraute  in  the  Oun-room.) 

Iir  oar  last  (it  is  Mr.  Punch  who  speaks),  we  indicated  TerrbrieflT 
the  oonyersational  possibilities  of  the  Gun.  It  must  be  obserreo, 
that  Uiis  treatise  makes  no  pretensions  to  be  exhaustiye.  Something 
most,  after  all,  be  left  to  the  ingenuity  of  the  jonn^  shooter  who 
desires  to  talk  of  sport  All  that  these  nints  profess,  is  to  put  him 
in  the  way  of  shining,  if  there  is  a  certain  amount  of  natural  bright- 
ness to  begin  upon.    The  next  snbject  will  be— 

Cabtridoes. 

To  a  real  talker,  this  snbject  offers  an  infinite  yariety  of  opportu- 
nities,   first,  you  can  begin  to  fight  the  battle  of  the  powders,  as 
thus: — 
'*  What  powder  are  you  shooting  with  this  year,  CirALifKRS  ?  " 
'•Bdiultze." 

••How  do  you  find  it  kiU?" 
•  •  Deadly  —  absolutely-deadly :    best 
lot  I  *ye  eyer  had." 

You  need  not  say  anything  more 
now.  The  discussion  will  get  along 
beautifully  without  you,  for  you  will 
haye  drawn,  (1),  the  man  who  yery 
much  prefers  E.G.,  which  he  warrants 
to  kill  at  a  distance  no  other  powder 
can  attain  to  :  (2),  the  man  who  uses 
EC.  or  Sohultze  for  his  right  barrel, 
and  always  puts  a  blask-powder  cartridge  into  his  left ;  (3).  the 
detester  of  innoyations.  who  means  to  go  on  using  the  good  old 
black-powder  for  both  barrels  as  long  as  he  liyes ;  and  (4),  the  man 
who  is  trying  an  entirely  new  patent  powder,  infinitely  superior  to 
anything  else  eyer  inyented,  and  is  witling  to  giye  eyery body,  not 
only  the  address  of  Uie  maker,  but  half  a  dozen  cartridges  to  try. 

You  cannot  m^e  much  of  ••  charges  "  of  powder.  Good  shots  are 
dogmatic  on  the  point,  and  ordinary  shots  don't  bother  their  heads 
about  it,  trusting  entirely  to  the  man  who  sells  them  their  cartridges. 
8till  you  miffht  throw  out,  here  and  there,  a  few  words  about 
••  drams  "  and  ••  grains."  Ovljr,  faboye  all  things,  be  careful  not  to 
mention  drams  in  connection  with  anything  but  black  powder,  nor 
grains,  except  with  reference  to  Scnultze  or  E.G.  A  laboriously- 
aoquired  reputation  as  a  scientific  shot  has  been  known  to  be  ruined 
by  a  want  of  deamess  on  this  important  point. 

••8hot."  Gonyersationally  much  more  yaluable  than  powder. 
••  Yeij  few  people  agree,"  says  a  well-known  authority ;  *•  as  to 
what  IS  the  best  size  of  shot  to  use,  and  many  forget  that  the  charge 
which  will  suit  one  gun,  and  one  description  of  game,  will  not  do  as 
well  for  another.  UsusJly,  one  gun  will  shoot  better  one  size  of  shot 
than  will  another,  and  we  may  safely  say.  that  large  bores  shoot 
large  shot  better  tiian  do  smaller  bores."  This  last  sentence  has  the 
b^utifid  ring  of  a  profound  truism.  Lay  it  by  for  use,  and  brinir  it 
out  with  emphasis  m  the  midst  of  such  disagreement  and  f  orgetml- 
ness  as  are  here  alluded  to.  •*  If  a  shooter  is  a  good  shot,"  says  the 
same  classic,  **he  may  use  No.  6  early  in  the  season,  and  only  for 
partridges— afterwards,  nothing  but  No.  5.    To  the  ayerage  shot. 

No.  6  throughout  the  season."  This 
sounds  dreadfully  inyidious.  If  a 
good  shot  cannot  kill  grouse  with 
No.  6,  how  on  earth  is  a  merely  ayerage 
shot  to  do  the  trick  P  But,  in  these 
matters,  the  conyersationalist  finds  his 
opportunity.  Only  they  must  not  be 
pushed  too  far.  There  was  once  a 
party  of  genial,  light-hearted  friends, 
who  went  out  shooting.  Early  in  the 
day,  slight  differences  of  opinion  made 
themselyes  obseryed  with  reference  to 
the  size  of  shot.  Lunch  found  them  still  more  or  less  good-tempered, 
but  each  obstinately  determined  not  to  giye  way  eyen  by  a  fraction 
on  the  point  under  discussion. 

Afterwards  they  began  again.  The  yery  dogs  grew  ashamed  of 
the  noise,  and  went  home.  That  afternoon  there  was  peace  in  the 
world  of  birds — at  least,  on  that  particular  shooting — and  the  next 
morning  saw  the  shooting- parties  of  England  reduced  by  one,  which 
had  separated  in  different  dog-carts,  and  yarious  stages  of  high 
dudgeon,  for  the  railway  station.  So,  please  to  be  very,  very  careful. 
Use  the  methods  of  compromise.  If  yon  find  your  friend  obstinately 
pinned  to  No.  5,  when  you  have  declared  a  preference  for  No.  G,  meet 
him  half-way,  or  even  profess  to  be  converted  by  his  arguments.  Or 
tell  him  the  anecdote  about  the  Irishman,  who  always  shot  snipe 
with  No.  4,  because,  **  being  such  a  litUe  bird,  bedad,  you  want  a 
bigger  shot  to  get  at  the  beggar."  You  can  then  inform  him  how  you 
yourself  once  did  droadfal  exeeation  among  driven  grouse  in  a  gale 
of  wind  with  No.  8  fthot,  which  you  had  broutrht  out  bv  mistake. 
You  may  object  that  you  never,  us  a  matter  of  fact,  did  tlds  execu- 


tion, never  having  even  shot  at  all  with  No.  8.  Tush !  you  are 
puling.  If  you  are  going  to  let  a  conscientious  accuracy  stand  in  voor 
way  like  this,  you  nad  better  become  dumb  when  sportinjg  talk  is 
dying  about  Of  course  you  must  not  exsggerate  too  much.  Only 
bumptious  fools  do  that,  and  they  are  oaOed  liars  for  their  pains. 
But  a  little  exaggeration,  just  a  soup^on  of  romance,  does  no  one 
any  harm,  while  it  relieves  the  prosaic  dulness  of  the  ordinary 
anecdote.    So,  swallow  your  scruples,  and 

Join  the  gay  throng 
That  goes  talking  along, 
For  we  '11  all  go  romancing  to-day. 
{To  be  eontintted,) 


DOE  VERSUS  EOE(DENT). 

[*'  The  basements  of  the  Royal  Courts  of  Justice  have  lately  been  invaded 
by  swarms  of  mice.  They  have  become  very  audacious^  and  hare  penetrated 
into  the  Courts  themselves,  whose  walls  are  lined  with  legal  volumes,  the 
leaves  of  which  provide  them  with  a  rich  feast." — Daily  FaperJ] 


For  students  of  the  law  to  '*  eat 
Their  terms  "is  obviously  right. 
But  to  devour  the  books  them- 
selves  Is  impolite. 

Unfortunately  Mr.  Strbbt, 

Who  plaxmedthe  legal  edif-ice, 
Designed  a  splendid  trap  for  men. 
But  not  for  mice. 

To  view  the  Courts  at  midnight 

now,  [Strand, 

The  Courts   all  in  the   stillj 

With  rodents  squeaking  out  their 

pleas. 

That  ufotdd  be  grand  I 

No  Ushers  'ush  them ;  they  con- 
sume 
The  stiffest  calf  you  ever  saw. 
Developing,  these  curious  beasts, 
A  taste  for  Law. 

They   fill— perhapa—the  box 

wherein,  fsat. 

Twelve  bothered  men  have  often 

And  try,  with  every  proper  form. 

Some  absent  cat. 


A  fore-mouse  probably  they  choose, 

The  culprirs  advocate  deride. 
And  fix  UDon  that  cat  the  guilt 
Of  mouseycide. 

At  the   Befreahment-bars,  per- 
chance, [the  milk. 
They  eat  the  oakes,  and  drink 
And  in  the  Bobing-room  indulge 
In**talungBilk." 

The  Judges*  sacred  Bench  itself 

From  scampering  feet  is  not 

exempt ;  [Court. 

With  calmness  they  commit,  of 

Frightful "  contempt" 

Through  Byle9  on  BiUs  they  eat 
their  way;  [digest: 

Law  '* Digests"  they  at  wfii 
Not  even  Coke  on  Littleton 

Sticka  on  their  chests ! 

Wanted— the  stodgiest  Law-book 
out  I  [these  facts. 

The    Judges   soon   must  note 
And  try  a  oopy  of  the  Ju- 
-dicature  Acta ! 


WHY  THE  FRENCH  WON  THE  BOAT-RACE. 

(Answers  supplied  by  an  Unprgudieed  Briton,) 

Bbcafhic  the  English  Eight  had  had  no  practice  on  the  Seine. 

.     Because  the  Londoners  had  had  a  f  earf  ol 
^  '   '.  passage  crossing  the  Channel. 

Because  the3r  smashed  their  boat,  and  had 
to  have  it  repaired. 

Because  the  English  steering  might  have 
been  better. 

Because  the  weather  was  intolerable,  and 
chiefly  affected  the  Englishmen. 

Because  the  Londoners  had  no  chance  of 
pulling  together. 

Because  the  French  knew  the  course  better 
than  the  English. 

Because  the  race  should  have  been  rowed 
weeks  before. 

Because  the  race  should  not  have  been  rowed  for  months. 
Because  the  British  naturally  liked  to  see  the  foreigners  win. 
And  last  (and  least),  because  the  French  had  by  far  the  better  crew ! 


Ecclesiastical  Ivtsluoskce.— The  style,  title,  office,  and  dignity 
of  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  with  all  appurtenances  thereto  belong- 
ing, with  all  emoluments,  spiritualities  and  temporalities  appertain- 
ing, have  been  conferred  by  letters  patent,  under  supreme  airthority, 
according  to  Act  V.  Henricus  Noster  in  such  cases  made  and  provided, 
on  the  Rev.  Mr.  Vikcknt,  in  consequence  of  the  retirement  of  the 
Right  Rev.  Arthttb  Stielivo  from  the  said  office ;  the  duties  of  which 
he  so  recently  and  so  effectively  performed  between  the  hours  of  ten- 
thirty  and  eleven-fifteen  every  night  for  several  months  at  the 
Theatre  Royal  Lyceum.  We  are  in  a  position  to  add,  that  his  resig- 
nation of  this  high  and  valuable  office,  has  not  taken  plaoe  in 
consequence  of  any  question  as  to  the  validity  or  invalidity  of  orderi 
(**not  admitted  after  730 ").  nor  has  this  step  been  rendered 
imptrative  by  reason  of  any  **irregularity^J|j|J,*prol)ertit8"  or 
'*  uppointments." 


ig^  XOIIC£.«-JiqeGted  Communications  or  Coatributions,  whether 
in  BO  ease  be  returned,  not  even  when  aecompsAied  by  a 


MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawinlgli,  or  Pioiiras  of  affy  dascrlJi't&iB,  tnii 
Stamped  and  Addressed  Snyelope,  Cover,  or  Wrapper.    To  this  rUa 
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IN   MEMORIAM. 

MiIIiam|iarbiiTkIi  ^rabburg. 

Bo&N,  Dbc.  3,  1832.      Dibd,  Oct.  13,  1892. 

Lasob-hb^btxd  man,  most  loyal  friend, 
Art  thou  too  gone— too  early  lost  P 
Oar  oomrade  tme,  onr  tireless  host ! 
Prompt  to  inspire,  console,  defend  I 
Gone!   Hearts  with  gratenil  memories  stored 
Aohe  for  thy  loss  ronnd  the  old  board. 

The  well-loyed  board  h0  loved  so  well, 
His  pride,  his  oare,  his  oeaseless  thought ; 
To  him  with  life-long  memories  franght ; 

For  him  invested  with  the  spell 

O'er  a  glad  present  ^ver  east 

By  solemn  shadows  of  the  past. 

That  past  for  him,  indeed,  was  filled 

With  a  proud  spirit-retmue. 

Greatness  long  since  his  guest  he  knew. 
WhomTHACK£RAT*8  maulv  toues  had  thrilled ; 
Who  heard  keen  Jsrrold^b  sparkling  speech, 
And  marked  the  genial  grace  of  Lxbch. 

What  changes  had  he  known,  who  sat 
With  our  four  chiefs,  of  each  fast  friend ! 
And  must  such  camaraderie  end  ? 

Shall  friendly  counsel,  cordial  chat, 

Come  nevermore  again  to  us 

From  lips  with  kindness  tremulous  P 

Vo  more  shall  those  blue  eves  ray  out 
Swift  sympathy,  or  sudden  mirth  ; 
That  ever  mobile  mouth  give  birth 

To  frolic  whim,  or  friendly  flout  ? 

Our  hearts  will  miss  thee  to  the  end, 

Amphitryon  generous,  faithful  friend  I 

Miss  thee  P  Alas !  the  void  that 's  there 
No  other  form  may  hope  to  fill. 
For  those  who  now  with  sorrow  thrill 

In  paring  on  that  vacant  chair ; 

Whither  it  seems  he  mu$t  return. 

For  whose  warm  hand-clasp  yet  we  yearn. 

Tribute  to  genius  all  may  give. 
Ours  is  the  homage  of  the  heart ; 
For  a  friend  lost  our  tears  will  start, 
Lost  to  our  siffht.  yet  who  shall  live. 
Whilst  one  who  knew  that  bold  frank  face 
At  the  old  board  takes  the  old  place. 

For  those,  his  closer  kin,  whose  home 
Is  darkened  by  the  shadow  grey. 
What  can  respectful  love  but  pray 

That  consolation  thither  come 

In  that  most  sacred  soothiDfl[  guise 

Which  natural  sorrow  sanctifies. 

Bereavement's  anguish  to  assuage 
Is  a  sore  task  that  lies  beyoncl 
The  scope  of  friendship  or  most  fond 
Affection's  power.    Yet  may  this  page. 
True  witness  of  our  love  and  grief, 
To  bowed  hearts  bring  some  scant  relief  I 


THE    LAY   OF  A  SUCCESSFUL   ANGLER. 


Tbr  doint?  artificial  By 
l>e«i^iied  to  cat^h  the 
wily  trout. 
Full  loud  iaudahunt  aU'i, 

1  talk  ZA  well  &s  atijoue 
About  the  different 
kinds  of  tackle, 
I  praiup  the  Gnat,  the 
Olive  Dub, 


••ANECDOTAGE." 


And  I  will  joia.  at  times, 

no  dtiubt.       [pretenee. 

But  yet  mjr  proiset  without 

Is  not  from  great  experience. 


Companion  Faragraph  to  Stories  of  the  tame  kind, 

CuBBAKf  the  celebrated  Irish  Patriot,  was 
a  man  of  intense  wit  and  hnmour.  On  one 
occasion  he  was  discussing  with  Richabd 
B&nrsLKT  Shsbidak  the  possibility  ot  com- 
bining the  interests  of  the  two  countries 
under  one  Crown.  *'  It  is  a  difficult  matter 
to  arrange."  obserred  the  brilliant  author  of 
the  School  for  Scandal f  **  Right  you  are, 
darlint,"  acquiesced  CuRHAir,  with  the  least 
taste.of  a  brogue.  **  But  where  are  ye  to 
And  the  spalpeens  for  it  P  Ye  mar  wake  so 
poor  a  crMture  as  a  sow,  but  it  takes  a  real 
gintleman  to  raise  the  rint ! "  Then,  with  a 
twinkle  in  his  eyes,  *'  But,  for  all  that,  ma 
oruiakeen,  I  'm  not  meself  at  all  at  alll " 


Discuss  the  worth  of  wings  and  hackle ; 
I  'ye  flies  myself  of  each  design, 
No  book  is  better  filled  than  mine. 


But  when  I  reach 

the  riyer*s  side 
Alone,  for  none  of 

these  I  wish, 
No  yiotim  to  a  foolish 

pride. 
My   object   is   to 

capture  fish: 
Let  me  confess,  then, 

sinee    you    ask 

itr- 
A  worm  it  is  which 

fills  my  basket! 


brown,    unloTely,    wriggling 
wi*rm. 
On    whiek    with    scorn    the 
haughty  look. 
It  h  thy  fascinating  squirm 
Whieb  brings  the  fattest  trout 
to  book, 
From  thee  unable  to  refrain. 
Though  Al^  are  oast  for  him  in 
Tain  I 


Deep  eratitude  te  thee  I  feel. 
And  then,  perhaps,  it 's  chiefly 
keen, 
When    rival    anglers   view  my 
creel, 
And  straightway  turn  a  jealous 
gfeen ; 
And,    should     they    ask    me— "What's 

your  fly?" 
•*  A  fancy  pattern,"  I  reply  I 


SWORD  AND  PEN; 
Or,  thb  Rival  CoMUA^DBa8. 

{Extract  from  a  Military  Story  qfthe  luar 
Future.) 

Captaik  Pipxclat  was  perplexed  when 
his  Company  refused  to  obey  bun.  He  was 
considered  a  fairly  good  soldier,  but  not  up 
to  date.  He  might  know  his  drill,  he  might 
have  read  his  Queen^e  Jteffulatione.  hut  he 
had  vague  ideas  of  the  power  of  the  Press. 

'*  You  see.  Sir,"  remonstrated  his  Colour- 
Sergeant;  *'if  the  rear  rank  think  they 
should  stand  fast  whenjou  give  the  com- 
mand *  Open  order ! '  it  is  only  a  matter  of 
opinion.  Tou  may  be  right,  or  you  may  be 
wrong.  Sneaking  for  myself,  I  am  inclined 
to  fancy  that  the  men  are  making  a  mis- 
take;  but  you  can't  always  consider  yourself 
omniscient." 

**  Sergeant,"  returned  the  officer,  harshly  ; 
*'it  is  not  tha  business  of  men  to  argue,  but 
to  obey." 

"Pardon  me  again.  Sir,  but  isn't  that 
sli^htlv  old-fashioned  r  I  know  Uiat  theo- 
retically you  have  reason  on  your  side  ;  but 
then  in  these  days  of  the  latter  end  of  the 
nineteenth  centiury.  we  must  not  be  bound 
too  tightly  to  precedent." 

The  Captain  bit  his  moustache  for  the 
fourth  time,  and  then  again  gave  the  order. 
But  there  was  no  response.  The  Company 
moved  not  a  muscle. 

**  This  is  mutiny !  "  cried  the  officer.  "  I 
will  break  everyone  of  you.  I  will  put  you 
all  in  the  cells ;  and  in  the  orderly  room  to- 
morrow morning,  we  will  soon  see  if  there  is 
such  a  thinpr  as  discipline." 

"Discipline!"     repeated    the    Sergeant 


a  cloaked  figure  approached  the  parade- 
ground.  The  new-comer  strode  about  with 
a  bearing  that  suggested  one  accustomed  to 
receive  ooedienoe. 

What  is  the  matter?"  asked  the  Dis- 
guised (^e. 

*'I  can't  get  my  men  to  obey  me,"  ex- 
plained the  Captain.  "  I  have  been  desiring 
them  to  take  open  order  for  the  last  ten 
minutes,  and  they  remain  as  they  were." 

"What  have  they  to  say  in  their  de- 
fence P  "  was  the  inquiry  of  the  Man  in  the 
Cloak. 

"  He  won't  let  us  write  to  the  newspapers ! " 
was  heard  from  the  ranks. 

"  Is  this  really  so  P  "  asked  the  new-comer, 
in  a  tone  more  of  sorrow  than  of  anger. 

"  Well,  Sir."  returned  the  Captain,  "  as  it 
is  a  rule  of  the  Service  that  no  communi- 
cations shall  be  sent  to  the  Press,  I  thought 
that " 

"You  had  no  right  to  think.  Sir  I"  was 
the  sharp  reply.  "  Are  you  so  iterant  that 
you  do  not  know  that  it  is  a  birth-ri^ht  of 
a  true-bom  Briton  [to  air  his  opinions  in  the 
organs  of  publicity  P  You  will  allow  the  men 
to  go  to  their  quarters  at  once,  that  they 
may  state  their  ^evances  on  paper.  They 
are  at  perfect  hberty  to  write  what  they 
please,  and  they  mav  rest  assured  that  their 
communications  will  escape  the  grave  of  the 
waste-paper  basket." 

Thus  encouraged,  the  Companv  dismissed 
without  further  word  of  command. 

**  And  who  may  you  be  P  "  a»ked  the  Cap- 
tain, with  some  bitterness.  "Are  you  the 
Commander-in-Chief  P  " 

"  I  am  one  infinitely  more  powerful,"  was 
kthe  replj;.    And  then  the  speisker  threw  off 


"  Beg  your  pardon.  Sir,  but  I  don't  think^  ^s  disguise-cloak,  and  appeared  in  morning- 
the  men  unaeratand  what  you  mean.     The  dress.     "  Behold  in  mo  the  Editor  of  an 
word  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  most  recent 
dictionaries." 

And  certainly  things  seemed  to  be  reaching 
a  climax,  for  however  mtlch  the  Commander 
might  shout,  not  one  of  the  rsmk  and  file 
stinred  an  inch.    It  was  at  this  moment  that 


dress.     "Behold  in  mo 
influential  Journal  I  '* 

A  week  later  the  Captain  had  tent  in  his 
papers,  and  every  man  in  the  Company  he 
had  once  commanded  wore  the  stnpe  of  a 
Lance  CorpcnraL  And  thus  was  the  Power  of 
the  Press  once  again  su&ciently  vindicated. 
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THE    BATTLE   OF  THE    BARDS;    OR,   THE    LISTS   FOR  THE    LAURELS. 


^jvj^MVftVtvw 


""^^A 


Pboek. 

Tan'ia-ra'ra'ra'ra  !    The  tniini)et8  blare ! 

The  rival   Bards,    wild-eyed,    with   wind- 
blowQ  hair, 

And  close-hugged  harps,  advanoe  with  fire- 
winged  feet 

For  the  green  Laureate  Laurels  to  compete ; 

The  laurels  yaoant  from  the  brows  of  him 

In  whose  fine  light  dl  lesser  lustres  dim. 

Tourney  of  Troubadours  I    The  laurels  lie 

On   crimson  yelyet  cushion  couched  on 
high, 


Whilst  Punchy  Lord- Warden  of  his  country's 

fame. 
Attends  the  strains  to  hear,  the  yictor-bard 

to  name. 

And  first  adyances,  as  bv  right  supreme. 
With  frosted  locks  adrift,  and  ey«8  a-dream, 
With  quick  short  footfalls,    and    an   arm 

a-swing, 
As  to  some  cosmic  rhythm  heard  to  nnf 
From  Putney  to  Parnassus,  a  brief  bard.' 
(In  stature,  not  in  song!)    Though  passion- 
scarred, 


Porphyrogenitus  at  least  he  looks ; 
Haughty  as  one  who  rivalry  scaroe  brooks ; 
Unreminiscent  now  of  youthful  ra^e. 
Almost  **  respectable,"  and  weU-nigh  saire. 
Dame  Qbundt   owns   her   once   rcdoabtcd 

foe. 
Whose  polished  paganry*s  erotic  flow. 
And  red  anarchic  wrath  Against  priests,  and 

kings. 
The  virtues,  and  most  other  **  proper  **  things. 
Once  drew  her  frown  where  now  her  smile  \ 

bestowed. 
Such  is  the  power  of  timely  palinode  I 
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Soft  twanged  his  lyre  and  load  his  yoioe  out- 
rang, 
As  the  first  Bard  this  mOTing  measore  sang : — 

ON  THE  BAYS. 
{To  the  tun&—mare  or  Uss—o* ''  Jn  the  Bay") 

I. 
Beyond  the  bellowing  onset  of  base  war, 
Their  latest  wearer  wendethl    With  wild 

zest, 
Folfilled  of  windy  resonance,  the  rest 
Of  the  bard-mob  most  hodr  joost  and  iar 
To  win  the  wreath  that  he  beyond  the  bar 
Bare  not  away  athwart  the  bland  sea's  breast 

n. 

And  sooth  the    soft 

sheen  of  that  death- 
less bay 
Gleams     glamorous! 
Amorous  was  I  in  my 

day, 
Clamorous  were 

Oath's  goose-oritios. 

But  my  fire, 
Chastened  from  To- 

phet-fumes,    bums 

purer,  higher ; 
My  thoughts  on  cour- 

tier-wings  might 

make  their  way 
Did  my  brow  bear  the 

laurels    all    these 

desire. 

m. 

For  I,  to  the  proprie- 
ties reoondled. 

Who  hymned  Dolores, 
siuffthe  **  weanling 

At  **home-made 

treacle "     I    made 

mocking  mirth ; 
That  was  before  my 

better  self  had 

birth. 
At  virtue's  lilies  and 

languors    then     I 

smiled. 
But  Hertna's  not  thine 

only  goddess,  0 

Earth! 

IT. 

For    surely  brother. 

and     master,    and 

lord,  and  king, 
Thougn   Tice's  roses 

and   raptures    did 

not  Bprinfr 
In  thy  poetic  garden's 

trim  parterre; 
Though    thou    wert 

fond  of  sunshine  and 

sweet  air. 
More  than  of  kisses, 

that  bum,  and  bite, 

and  sting: 
Some  liTing  leye  our  England  for  thee  bare. 

V. 

Thou,  too,  oouldst  sing  about  her  sweet  salt 
sea. 

And  trumpet  pceans  loud  to  Liberty, 

With  damoar  of  all  applausiTe  throats.    Thy 
feet, 

Kot  wine-  press  red,  yet  left  the  fiowers  more 
sweet. 

From  the  pure  passage  of  the  god  to  be ; 

And  then  oouldst  thunder  praises  of  Eng- 
land's Fleet. 

n. 

I  did  not  think  to  glorify  gods  and  kings, 

Who  scourged  them  ever  with  hate's  san- 
guineous rods; 


But  who  with  hope  and  faith  may  live  at 
oddsP 

And  then  these  jingling  jays  with  plume- 
plucked  wings, 

Compete,  and  laureate  laurels  aro  lovely 
things, 

Though  crowing  lyric  landers  of  kings  and 
gods! 

Beshrew  the  blatant  bleating  of  sheep-voiced 
mimes! 

Trae  thunder  shall  strike  dumb  their  chirp- 
ing chimes. 

If  there  ho  laureate  laurels,  or  bays,  or  palms, 

In  these  red.  Radical,  revelling,  riotous  times, 


Some  bards  pipe  from  Parnassus,  some  from 

Hermon ; 
Room  for  the  singer  of  the  Sunday  Sermon  I 
His  stimulant  tepid  tea,  his  theme  a  text, 
Carmarthen's  cultured  caroller  comes  next ! 

THE  WORTH  OF  TERSE. 
Air—"  The  Birth  t^  VeruT 

Wild  thoughts  which  oocudv  the  brain, 

Vague  prophecies  which  nil  the  ear. 
Dim  perturbation,  precious  pain, 

A  gleam  of  hope,  a  chill  of  fear.— 
Tliese  vex  the  poet's  spirit.    Moral :— 
Have  a  shy  at  the  Laureate  Laurel  I 

Some  say  no  definite 

thought  there  is 
In  m^  full  flatulence 

of  sound. 
Let  National  Obser- 
vers quiz 
(H-WL-T  won't  have 
it.  I '11  be  bound!) 
Envy  t     O  trumpery^ 

O  MORBIS! 

Could  Jxf  7KVAL  jealous 
beof  Hos^CB? 

I  know  the  chambers 
of  my  soul 

Are  filled  with  lauda- 
tory airs, 

Such  as  the  salaried 
bard  should  troll 

When  he  the  Lau- 
reate  laurels 
wears. 

And  I  am  he  who 
opened  Hades, 

To  harmless  parsons 
and  to  ladies ! 

For  I  can  **  moralise 

my  song" 
More  palpably  than 
Mr.  Pops  ; 

And  I  can  touch  the 

toiling  throng : 

There  is  small  doubt 

of  that^  I  hope. 

I've  piped  for  him 
who  ploughs  the 
furrows. 

And  stood  for  the 
Carmarthen 
Boroughs. 

Imayn't  be  stionff ,  in- 
spired, compete, 
But  on  the  liberal 
goose  I'm  sound. 
And  I  can  count  my 

(rhythmic)  feet 
With  any   Pegasus 


Experienced  Spartgman  (on  Pony),  "Wkll—had  ooon  Spobt,  Fan),  old  Bot?" 
Inexperienced  Fred.    "Not  xxAorLT   •Good,*— but  I   raiKx  I 'VB  lit  off  about  a 

HUKDBXD  CaBTBIDOKS." 

Experienced  Sportsman.  "Not  so  bad.     S'posb  tou  must  havb  *lxt  off*  ah  xqual 
numbxb  of  Pabtbidgxs  1 " 


They  should  be  the  true  bard's,  though  mid- 
age  calms 
His  revolutionary  fierce  roUing  rhymes. 
Fulfilled  with   clamour  and  clangour  and 
storm  of —psalms 

That  great  lyre's  golden  echoes  rolled  away ! 
Forth  tripped  anoUier  claimant  of  the  bay. 
Trim,  tittivated,  tintinnabulant, 
His  bosom  aped  the  true  Parnassian  pant. 
As  may  a  housemaid's  leathern  bellows  mock 
The  rook -whelmed  Titan's  breathings.    He 

no  shock 
Of  bard-like  aha^giness  shook  to  the  breeze. 
A  msdem  Cambrian  Minstrel  hopes  to  please 
By  undishevelled  dandy-daintiness. 
Whether  of  lays  or  locks,  of  rhymes  or  dress. 


I  witch  all  women, 
and  some  men, 

Gladstohx  I've 
drawn,  and  writ- 
ten ''  Gwon.'' 

If  these  be  not  sufficient  claims. 
The  worth  of  Terse  is  vastly  small. 

I  've  called  him  various  pret^  names, ' 
The  honoured  Master  of  us  all ; 

*'  His  place  is  with  the  Immortals."    Yes ! 

But  I  could  fill  it  here,  1  guess ! 

His  *'  chaste  white  Muse  "  could  not  object. 
For  mine  is  white,  and  awfully  chaste. 

Now  Algernon  has  no  respect 
For  purity  and  public  taste. 

Edwin  is  given  to  allegory. 

Whilst  Alfbxd  is  a  wicked  Tory ! ! ! 

He   ceased.    Great  Punchius    rubbed   his 

eagle  beak. 
And  Biud,  "I  tbbik  iie'U  Jt^ce  the  rest  next 

week  ig^ii  zecTSy  vj  O 
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IN  A  GHOST-SHOW. 

WarloeV$  ''Celebrated  OhoiUSxh*bition  and  Deeepiio  ViiUi**  ha$ 
pitched  He  tent  for  the  night  on  a  Village  Oreen^  and  the 
thrilling  Drama  of  "  Maria  Martin,  or.  The  Murder  %n  the  Red 
Bam,  in  three  king  Aete^  with  unrivalled  Spectral  ^fects  and 
Ulueions,**  is  about  to  begin.  The  Dramaiie  Pereonte  are  on  the 
platform  outside ;  the '^venerable  Mr.  Mutmr  ie  exhorting  the 
crowd  to  step  up  and  witnees  his  domestic  tragedy ,  white  the 
injured  M.ksu.  ts  taking  the  twopences  at  the  door :  WnxiiK 
CoBDSH  is  finishing  a  pipe,  and  two  of  the  Angelic  Visions  are 
dancing,  in  blue  vetveteen  and  silver  braid,  to  the  appropriate  air 
of ''The  Bogie  Man:' 

Inside. 

The  front  benches  are  occupied  by  Bustic  Youths,  who  beguile  the 
tedium  of  waiting  by  smoking  short  clays,  and  trying  to  pull  off 
one  another''s  caps. 
First  Youth  {examining  the  decorative  Shakspeartan  panels  on 

the  proscenium).  Th^  three  old  wim- 

min  be  a-pokin'  o'  that  old  nipper, 

'ooeyer  he  be. 

[The  "old  nipper ''  in  question  is,  of 
course,  Macbeth. 
Second  Youth.  Lok  np  at  that  'un 

tother  side— it's  a  Gineral's  gho-ast 

a-frightenin'  th'  undertaker    {A  sub- 

jeet  from  "  Hamlet.'*)    Thev  've  gi'en 

oyer  dancin'  outside— they  'li  be  ban- 
ning Kxm.    {The  oomT^any  descend  the 

^MW,  and  pass   behind   the  scenes.) 

We  shall  see  proper  'ere,  we  shall. 

[The  Curtain  draws  up,  and  reveals 
a  small  stage,  with  an  inclined  sheet 
of  glass  in  a  heavy  frame  in  front : 
behind  this  glass  is  the  Cottage 
Home  ofUJLBiA.  Mabtin. 
Maria  {coming  out  of  Cottage^  and 

speaking  in  an  inaudible  tone).     At 

last  .  .  .  William  Cobdeb  ...  to 

make  me  his  wife  ...    I  know  not 

why .  .  •  strange  misgiying  'as  oome 

over  me. 

[She  is  unfeelingly  requested  to  speak 

William   Corder  {whose  villany  is 

suggested  at   once  by  his  wearing  a 

heavy  silver  double  watch-chain,  with 

two  coins  appended,  and  no  neck- tie — 

enters  left).   Yes,  Mabia,  as  I  haye 

promised,  I  will  take  you  to  London, 

and  make  you  my  wife— but  first  meet 

me  in  disguise  to-night,  and  in  secret, 

at  the  Red  Barxu 

[Mabia  is  understood  to  demur,  but 
finally  agrees  to  the  rendezvous,  and 
retires  into  the  Cottage.  Old  Mr. 
Mabtin  comes  out  in  a  black  frock- 
coat,  and  a  white  waistcoat— he  has 
no  neck-tie  either,  but  the  omission,  in  his  case,  merely  suggests  a 
virtuous  economy.  He  feebly  objects  to  Mabia  being  married  in 
London,  but  admits  that,  **  Perhaps  he  has  no  right  to  interfere 
with  William's  arrangements,'*  and  goes  indoors  again.  William 
retires,  and  the  scene  changes  to  a  very  small  street,  which  is 
presenUy  invaded  by  a  very  large  Comic  Countryman,  called 
i«  Tim,"  who  is  engaged  to  Mabia's  sister  Nannt. 
Tim.  They  tell  I,  as  how  the  streets  o*  Lunnon  be  paved  wi'  gold, 

and  I  be  goin'  'oop  to  make  ma  fortune,  I  be. 

[Nannt  comes  in  and  bribes  him  to  remain  by  the  promise  of  "  cold 
pudden  with  plenty  of  gravy,"     Comic  business,  during  which 
every  reference  to  '* cold  oudden"  {and  there  are  several)  is 
received  with  roars  of  laughter.    William  Cobdeb,  on  the  inge- 
nious plea  that  he  wishes  to  take  some   flowers  up  to  London, 
borrows  a  spade  and  pickaxe  from  Tim,  to  whom  it  appears  he 
owes  ninepence,  which  he  promises— like  the  villain  ne  is— to 
repay  **  the  very  next  time  he  sees  him  in  Church." 
William  [going  off  with  a  flourish  and  a  Shakspeartan  eouplei). 
My  miid  's  made  up.    Henoe  all  thoughts  that  are  good ! 
Crimes  once  oommeneed.  Must.    End  in— Ueod  I         [Act  drop. 
A  Female  JS^ect.  They  don't  seem  in  so  'urry  to  oome  to  th'  Gho- 

ast  part,  seemm*ly. 
Bier  Swain.  Ye  wudn*t  have  'tm  do  th'  Gho-ast  af  oor  th'  Murder, 

wudyeP 

Act  IL—The  interior  of  the  Bed  Barn.  William  discovered  digging 
Mabia's  grave  in  nis  shirt-sleeves,  and  thereby  revealing  that  hu 
shirt-front  is  as  false  as  his  heart.  He  announces  that  *'  Nothing 


**  Th«y  catch  one  anotlier*8  wrIsU,  and  walk  up  and  down 
tog«th«r." 


can  shake  him,  now,  from  his  pre-determined  purpose,"  and 
that  **  the  grave  gapes  for  its  comtng  victim." 
Enter  Mabia,  disguised  in  a  brown  bowler  hat  and  a  very  ttgki  suit 
of  tweed  '*  dittoes,"  in  which  she  looks  very  like  the  ^'  Male  Im- 
personator"   at   a    Music-hall.      The   Audience   receive   her 
with  derision  and  the  recommendation  to  go  and  get  her  hair 
eut. 
Maria.  Here  am  1  in  disguise  at  the  Bed  Bam.    And  yet  lome- 
thing  seems  to  whisper  to  me  that  danger  is  near.    William,  where, 
where  are  you  P 

William  (coming  out  of  a  comer).  'Ere,  Mabia,  'ere  I  (Aside.) 
Now  to  'url  my  yictim  to  an  early  grayel  {Ahud.)  'Aye  yoa 
obeyed  my  instructions  and  aydded  notioe  P 

Maria.  I  haye.  Wheneyer  I  saw  anyone  approaohing,  I  hid 
behind  a  hedge  and  ducked  in  the  ditoh. 

William  {with  sombre  approval).  That  was  most  discreet  on  your 
part,  Mabia.  No  one  saw  you  oome  in,  and  no  one  will  oyer  see  yoa 
go  out.    Be'old  your  open  graye  I 

[After  somepleading  from  Mabia,  a  desperate  etruggle  takes 
place  —  that  is,  they  catch  ene 
another^s  wrists,  and  walk  up  and 
down  together.  Mabia  calls  upon 
her  Mother^s  spirit,  whereupon  a 
very  youtl^ful  Angel  is  eeen  floating 
above  the  couple. 

TheFemale  S.  {triumphantly).  Theer 
now— theer  ain't  bin  no  murder  yet, 
and  theer  's  th'  Gho-ast  sure  enongn  I 
Swain  {who  is  not  going  to  own  thet 
he    is   mistaken).    That    ain't   saw 
(Hio-ast! 
Female  S.  What  is  it,  thenP 
Swain.  Why,  it's  the  "  Be-oep-ti-o 
Yissus,"  as  was  wrote  up  outside. 
[The  Guardian  Angel  vanishes:  Wil- 
liam gets  a  spade,  and  aims  at 
Mabia,  who   takes  it  away,  and 
strikes  him :  he  is  then  reduced  to 
the  pick-axe^  but  she  wrests  thit 
^om  him  too,  and  hits  him  in  tht 
face  with  it.    He  pulls  her  coat  off, 
and  her  hair  down— but  she  escapes 
from  him  a  third  time— on  which 
he  snatches  up  a  pistol,  and  fires  it 
WilHamiwith  unreasonable  surprise). 
Great  Eyans  I    What  'aye  I  done  ?  I 
am  become  a  Murderer  !   The  shot  'si 
taken  effect!    See,  she  staggers  Uiii 
way!     (Which   Mabia  does,  to  die 
comfortably  in  William's  arms,)   I 
'aye  slain  the  only  woman  who  erer 
truly   loyed  me ;    and   I    know  not 
whether  I  loyed  her  most  while  Hymffi 
or  hate  her  most  now  she 's  dead  I  (The 
Curtain  falls,  leaving  William  with 
this  nice  point  still  unsolved,  and  tks 
Audience  profoundly  unmoved  hy  the 
tragedy,    and    evidently   longing  for 
more  of  the  Comic  Countryman. 
Act  lll.^Interior  of  Old  Mabtin's  Cottage.    He  attempts  to  forget 
his  anxiety  about  his  daughter— who  he  fears,  with  only  too  much 
reason,  has  come  to  an  untimely  end— by  aoing  to  sleep  in  a 
highly  uncomfortable  position  on  a  kitchen-chair.    The  Murder 
is  re-enacted  in  a  vision,  in  dumb-show.    The  form  of  Mabu 
appears  in  the  tweed  suit,  and  urges   him  to  search  for  her 
remains  iu  the  Bed  Bam. 
Old  Martin  (awakisig).  I  haye  'ad  a  fearful  dream,  and  I  sm 
under  the  impression  that  Mabia  has  been  foully  murdered  in  the 
Red  Barn. 

[He  calls  the  Comic  Countryman  to  help  him  **  to  commence  a 
thorough  investigation  " — which  he  does,  in  a  svirit  of  rol- 
licking fun  befitting  the  occasionj  as  the  Scene  changes  to  the 
Bed  Bam. 
Old  M.  (finding  the  spade).  What's  thisP    A  spade— and,  by  ite 
appearance,  it  'as  recently  been  [used,  for  there  are  marks  of  blood 
upon  it  I    I  now  begin  to  be  afraid  my  drean  will  some  true. 

[Boars  of  laughter  when  the  Comic  C.  discovers  the  body,  and 

implores  it  to*' say  summat !  "    Change  of  Scene.  WnxiAM 

Cobdeb   discovered  At  Home,    m   a  kna  perspeetive  ef 

pillars  and  curtains,  ending  in  a  lawn  andfountam. 

William  {moodify).  'Tis  now  ozaetly  twelye  months  sinoe  MabU 

MABinN  was  done  to  death  by  these  'ands.    Since  then,  I  hate 

marsied  a  young,  rich,  and  beautiful  wife — and  yet  I  am  not  'appy. 

[Bnter  Old  Mabtzn.  who,  by  the  simple  method  of  changing  hs 

hat  and  coat,  has  now  become  a  Bow-street  QffUer^  he 

puts  questions  to  WmuAM,  who  at  once  betrays  hknaelf^  end 
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has  to  be  tearched.  At  a  pair  of  piitoU  exaeily  TBiemhUng  one  that 
was  left  in  the  Red  Bam^  are  found  in  hie  eoat-taU  pockete ;  hie 
guilt  u  eonclueively  proved^  and  heie  led  away.  The  next  Scene 
shoujs  him  in  the  Condemned  Cell^  reeolving  to  eleep  away  hie  few 
remaining  houre  on  a  kitehen^ehatr.  He  hoe  a  vieum  of  Mabia  in 
tweede,  who  exhorte  him  to  repent.  Old  Mastdt,  who  ie  now  either 
the  Governor  of  the  Oaol  or  the.  Hangman^  enters  to  conduct  him  to 
the  ecaffold^  and  on  the  way  he  ie  met— to  the  joy  ofthe  Audience — 
bytheCojsdc.  C.  who  dune  him  for  the  ninepenee.  William  ehakee 
hie  head  solemnly^  j^nte  to  the  ekiee^  and  paeeee  on.  The  Comio  C. 
then  aoee  to  eleep  m  a  chair  and  hoe  a  vieion  on  hie  own  account^ 
in  which  he  heholde  the  apotheoeie  of  Mabia— «<t^  in  the  euit  of 
dittoee—and  piloted  by  a  eoupU  of  ooviouely  overweighted  Angele: 
and  aleo  the  tost  momente  of  William  Cordsr,  who,  ae  he  etande 
under  an  etdarged  "  Punch  "  gibbet,  pronouncee  the  flowing  im- 
preeeive  farewell  before  dieappearing  through  a  trap. 

Ys  Yonthf  be  warned  hj  my  Despair  I 

Avoid  bad  women,  false  as  thej  are  fair.    (Thie  ie  'uet  a  little 

hard  on  poor  ICaxia  by-the-way.) 
Be  wise  in  time,  if  von  would  shun  my  f  ate^ 
For  oh  I  bow  wretched  is  the  man  who 's  wise  too  late  I 

[And  wtth  thie  the  Drama  comee  to  an  end,  and  the  Comic 
Countryman  bege  the  Audience  to  give  the  performance  a 
good  word  to  their  friende  outside. 


BETWEEN  THE  ACTS;   OR,  THE  DRAMA  IN  LIQUOR. 


Theatre.    A  three-play 
Firet  Ad  over*    Enter 


BcssiA—Refreehment  Saloon  at  a  London 
bill  forme  the  evening's  entertainment. 
Bbowk,  Joves,  and  Bx>bin80V. 

Brown.  Well,  really  a  very  pleasant  little  piece.  Qoiteramiuing. 
Yes ;  I  think  I  will  haye  a  cup  of  coffee  or  a  glass.of  lemoxiade.  Too 
soon  after  dinner  for  anything  stron^rer. 

Jonee.  Yes,  and  realbr.  tJtSr  laughing  so  much,  one  gets  a  thirst 
for  what  they  call  light  refreshments.  I  will  haye  some  ginger- 
beer. 

Robinson.  Well,  I  think  I  will  stick  to  ioed-water.  You  know  the 
Americans  are  very  fond  of  that  They  always  take  it  at  meal-times, 
and  really  after  that  capital  Squivoque  one  feels  quite  satisfied. 
( They  are  served  by  the  Bar  Attendant^  That  was  really  very  funny, 
where  he  hides  behind  the  door  when  she  is  not  looking. 

[Laughe  at  the  recollection. 

Brown.  And  when  the  unde  sits  down  upon  the  band-box  and 
crushes  the  canary-cage  I  [Chucklee, 

Jones.  Most  clever.  But  there  goes  the  bell,  and  the  Curtain  will 
be  up  directly.  Bather  dever,  1  am  told.  The  Roee  of  Rouen— it 
is  founded  on  the  life  of  Joan  of  Arc.  I  am  rather  fond  of  these 
historical  studies. 

Brown.  8o  am  I.    They  are  veryinteresting. 

Robinson,  Do  you  think  so  ?  Well,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I 
prefer  Melodrama.  Judging  from  the  title,  The  Gory  Hand  should 
be  uncommonly  good. 

[Exeunt  tnto  Theatre.     After  a  pause  they   return   to   the 
Refreshment  Room. 

Brown.  Well,  itis verv  dever:  but  I  confess  it  beats  me.  {To 
Bar  Attendant.)  We  will  all  take  soda-water.  No,  thanks,  quite 
neat,  and  for  these  gentlemen  too. 

Jones.  Well,  I  call  it  a  most  excellent  psychological  study. 
However,  wants  a  clear  head  to  understand  it.  (Sips  his  soda- 
water.)  I  don*t  see  how  she  can  take  the  fiag  from  the  Bishop,  and 
yet  want  to  marry  the  Englishman. 

Robinson.  Ah,  but  that  was  before  the  vision.  If  you  think  it 
over  carefully,  you  will  see  it  was  natural  enough.  Of  course,  you 
must  allow  for  the  spirit  of  the  period,  and  other  surrounding 
circumstances. 

Brown.  Are  you  goin^  to  stay  for  The  Gory  Hand  f 

Jones.  Not  I.  I  am  tirud  of  play-acting,  and  think^we  have  had 
enough  of  it. 

Robinson.  Well,  I  think  I  shall  look  in.  I  am  rather  fond  of 
strong  scenes,  and  it  should  be  good,  to  judge  from  the  programme. 

Jonee.  Well,  we  will  **,sit  out."  It's  rather  gruesome. i  Ctuite 
different  from  the  other  plays. 

Robinson.  Well,  I  doxrt  mind  horrors— in  fact,  like  them.  There 
goes  the  bell.    So  I  am  off .    Wait  until  I  come  Mick. 

Brown.  That  depends  how  long  you  are  away.    Ta,  ta  I 

[Exit  RoBnrsoK. 

Jones.  Now,  how  a  fellow  can  enfoy  a  pieoe  like  that.  I  cannot 
understand.  It  is  full  of  murders,  from  the  rise  to  the  fall  of  the 
Curtain. 

Brown.  Yes— but  RoBnrsoir  likes  that  sort  of  thing.  You  wUl 
see  by-and-bv  how  the  plot  wUl  affect  him.  It  is  rather  jumpy, 
especially  at  the  end,  when  the  severed  head  tells  the  story  of  the 
murder  to  the  assistant  executioner.  I  would  not  see  it  again  on 
any  account 


Jones.  No— it  sent  my  Maiden  Aunt  in  hysterics.  However,  it 
has  the  merit  of  being  short.  {Applmuee.)  Ah,  there  it's  over! 
Let's  see  how  BoBnrBOKlikes  it  That  tableau  at  the  end,  of  the 
starving-coastguardsman  expiring  under  the  rack,  is  perfectly 
awful  I  {Enter  BoBorsoir,  staggering  m.)  Why,  my  hcfy^  what's 
the  matter? 

Brown.  You  do  lode  scared  I  Have  ■rnnAfbing  to  drinkP  That 
will  set  it  all  to-rights  I 

Robinson  {with  his  eyes  protruding  from  hie  head,  from  Aomor). 
Here,  help!  help!  {After  a  long  shudder.)  Brandy  I  Brandy  I. • 
Brandy!  1 1 

[At  aU  the  placee  at  the  bar  there  is  a  general  demand  for  aleohol. 

Brown.  Yes.  iRvnra  was  right;  soda-water  does  very  veil  for 
Shakspsailk's  histories,  but  when  you  come  to  apiece  like  The  Belle, 
you  require  supporting.  [Curtasn  and  meraf^ 

"IN  A  WINTEE  (COVENT)  GAEDEN.'' 

That  indefatigable  Showman,  Sir  DKUBiOLAirvs,  the  Invindble 
Knight,  commenced  his  Winter  Operatic  Season  on  Monday,  the 
Tenth,  at  Covent  Garden,  so  as  to  be  well  in  advance  of  Signmr 
Laoo,  who  may  now  boast  of  having  La  Donna,  Her  Most  Gracious 
Majestt,  for  his  patron. 

Monday  Night.— The  two  Ravoglis  in  ffood  form  in  the  OrfSo. 
Likewise  the  Player  of  the  Big  Drum  maae  more  than  one  big  hit 
during  the  evening.  **  Che  faro**  was  re-demanded.  "Tired  of 
*  Faro,* "  quoth  Mr.  Waogstaff- "  why  not  make  it  *  Whieto.*  or 
some  other  game?"    Exit  Wagot.    The  Intermetuw  of  CavaUeria 


Opbratic  Tactics. 
Sir  Bruriolanus.  "  I  Say,  Berigiumi,  I  think  w«  We  got  the  right  pitch,  eh  ? " 

RueUeana  of  course  encored  enthusiastically.  '*  Signer  CKmoir- 
imn,"  quoth  Waoo,  returning,  "is  not  half  the  'ninny'  his  name 
implies.  And,  indeed,  from  the  moment  he  was  heard  singing  "  in 
his  ambush  "  (as  the  Irish  boy  in  the  Gallery  said  of  Tom  Hohlkr  at 
the  Dublin  Theatre  when  he  heard  the  Trovatore's  voice  behind 
the  scenes)  before  the  rise  of  the  Curtain,  everyone  said,  **  This  is  the 
tenner  for  our  money." 

Tuesday.— The  namesake  of  our  own  Gsoboe  AucuarruB,  Mile. 
RosTTA  Sala,  made  a  real  hit  as  Leonora  in  //  Trovatore.  **  Hand- 
some is  as  handsome  does,"  and  MUe.  Sala  didn't  act  as  **  handsome  " 
as  she  looked.  Another  **  ninny"  played  to-night,  namely  Glak- 
vism,  all  right  vocally,  but  not  much  dramatically.  **  II  Btuen  "  was 
encored  when  sung  by  a  manly  baritone  with  the  feminine  name  of 
Asvjl;  i.e,,  Signer  Db  Avka.  He  might  advantageously  alter  Dx- 
Awifk  to  Apollo,  that  is  if  he  could  be  sure  of  looking  the  part. 

Wednesday.— Lohengrin.  Melba  as  Elea.  Wagostaff  tried  to 
make  his  usual  pun  on  the  name  of  Ortruda,  but  was  "  countered  " 
by  Young  Jumpes  who  protested  that  he  had  heard  it  before  and 
never  wanted  to  hear  it  again.  *'  I  know  what  you  're  going  to  say," 
he  exclaimed;  *'it's  something  about  'aught  ruder!*  1  know!" 
"I've  no  doubt  you  do,"  returned  the  defrauded  Waggt^  sarcasti- 
cally, **  for  you  're  uncommonly  like  Othello.  *  Rude  am  I  in  speech ' 
—only,"  added  Wagosiait,  '*  Ae  apologised  tor  it."  Younr  Jumpeb 
sniggered,  his  friends  laughed,  and  the  incident  tenninateo. 

Tne  Chorus  seemed  to  have  become  Wandering  Minstrels,  se  very 
uncertain  were  they. 

Altogether,  Sir  Dbubiolakus  OpxxATiCfns,  with  his  suoceatfnl 
Drury  Xane  Kace-course,  his  Provincial  Theatre,  his  Italian  Opera, 
his  Paper  (not  in  the  House,  but  his  weekly  one  out  of  it),  his  Music- 
of-the-Future  Hall,  for  which  a  tomporary  and  limited  licence  has 
been  granted,  will— in  a  general-dealer  kmd  of  way— be  having  a 
good  time  ox  it  tiU  Pantomime  Season  slaps  him  on  the  back  with  a 
cheery  *'  Here  we  are  again ! "  and  then  he  will  have  another  and 
a. better  time.  No  doubt  of  Sir  Gi7s*8  success,  or  in  abbreviated 
proverbial  Latin^  *•  De  Ous.  non  disputandum,** 
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HEIQHT 


EXCLUSIVENES8. 


Miss  Prunes.    *Ah,  Doctor,  thesr  High  Schools  are  sadly  mixed!    But,  ui^dkr  mv  cark,  I  can  assitri  tou  that  TOin 
LITTLE  Ward  will  associate  with  Daughters  of  Oentlemen  only!  " 

The  Doctor.  "That,  Madam,  is  to  be  Select  indeed  ;  since  I  belteve  Pallas  Athene  alone  fulfilled  such  a  oondition.' 

[For  pedigree  of  Pallas  Athene  vide  Classical  Dieiionary^ArL  *^  Mtnem." 


COLUMBUS. 

Columbus  I    We  read  of  him  eTwy  day, 

In  books,  pamphlets,  magrazines,  papers ; 
Whilst  Italy,  Portugal,  Spain,  U.S.A., 
Cut  constant,  oonseontive  capers. 

They  started  last 
month  with  re- 
views  on  the 
main; 

On  the  land  with 
processions— a 
quaint  row. 
Suohthe/^<««,  aptly 
called  by  the 
YTenoh'*  leiea  de 
GeneSy*^ 
FaitaccompU,  good 
luck,  fa  nous  gene 
tropf 

But  never  say  die ;  now  Huelva  goes  on, 
New  York  follows,  steady  and  sober. 

And  Chicago  makes  ready  for  more  oerned, 
dog  gone 
letes  to  last  till,  at  least,  next  October ! 

CoLiTMBUS,  your  search  for  a  sort  of  New  Cut 
Was  meant  for  the  best,  we  don't  doubt  it ; 

No  harm  in  discovering  Continents,  but 
You  might  have  said  nothing  about  it. 

Still,  had  vou  not  found  a  location  for  clam. 
Canvas  back,  buckwheat  cakes,  we  should 
sorter 
Have  missed  the  acquaintance  of  'cute  XJnole 
Sam. 
And  his  fearless,  free,  fragile,  fair  daughter. 


Columbus  I  The  newspapers  never  will  drop 
This  subject :  we  wish,  as  months  roll  on, 

Some  common  oacillus  had  put  a  full  stop 
Long  ago  to  Don  Cbristobal  Colon  I 


"ANECDOTAGE." 
Companion  Paragraphs  to  Stories  of  the  tame  kind. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  was  never  so  well 
pleased  as  when  meeting  a  brother  author. 
One  day  he  pused  by  a  ganger,  who  was  so 
careless  in  his  duties  that  the  author  of 
WaverUy  was  able  to  smuggle  into  Edin- 
bui^h  some  whiskey  that  was  supposed  never 
to  have  paid  duty.  On  reaching  Abbots- 
ford.  "  the  Wizard  of  the  North^'  was  in- 
formed that  he  had  met  one  of  the  greatest 
poets  of  North  Britain.  '*  So  I  sumcted," 
he  replied.  **  It  must  have  been  Burns." 
Sir  Walter  was  right— it  was  Burns. 

Pitt,  the  younger,  and  Fox  were  both  fond 
of  port  wine,  and  lost  noopportunity  of  indulg- 
ing in  their  favourite  beverage.  Meeting  at 
Crocxford's  one  evening,  Pitt  (being  in 
straitened  circumstances]  popoeed  that  they 
should  play  for  a  bottle  oi  sherry.  **  No,"  said 
Fox,  '*if  Imustlose,!  willlo6einClaretI"and 
the  rival  Statesmen  succumbed  to  intoxication. 


WiLBSRFORCB,  the  well-knowu  philan- 
thropist, was  accustomed  to  visit  the  prisons. 
At  Newgate  one  day  he  met  a  well-known 
forger,  and  asked  him  "What  he  was  in 
for?"  **  For  the  same  reason  that  you  are 
out,"  was  the  smart,  but  unoourteous  reply. 


NEW  REGULATIONS  FOR  THE 

ENGLISH  POLICE. 
{Frteiy  Adapkdjrom  the  Irish  Rides.) 

1.  Constables  who  are  required  to  inter- 
fere in  a  street-row  must  have  fourteen  dap' 
notice  before  they  can 
be  expected  on  the  spot 
of  the  disturbance. 

2.  Policemen  will 
parade  the  streets  from 
12  A.M.  to  4  P.M.,  but  will 
make  themselves  scarce 
in  the  event  of  meeting 
a  pcurty  procession,  or 
noticing  the  holding  of  a 
pubUc  demonstration. 

3.  Hyde  Park,  Trafal- 
gar Square,  and  all  other 
fashionable  trysting- 
places,  shall  be  considered  without  the  spbere 
of  Police  influence  at  times  of  pouticil 
excitement. 

4.  Constables  shall  not  conm(^te  on  laxid 
set  apart  for  workmen's  gatherings,  except 
to  organise  strikes  amongst  themselves. 

5.  The  labours  of  the  Police  shall  not  com- 
mence before  sunrise,  or  oontinue  after  nm- 
set ;  and  it  will  be  left  to  the  sagacity  of  the 
Public  to  euard  their  own  property  durinir 
the  hours  that  the  Constables  are  off  duty.  . 

6.  In  the  absence  of  the  Civil  Power,  it 
will  be  considered  oontrarv  to  profearionsl 
etiquette  for  any  respectable  member  of  tM 
criminal  classes  to  carry  on  his  unimpedsd 
vocation.  . 
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THE  CHEAT  UNKNOWN. 

[The  Her.  Dr.  Smtthe 
^AXiMBm,  of  Trinity  College, 
Dublin,  nju  juit  compiled  a 
Book  of  £ztnieti,  entitled  The 

A  QtiBBmxtux  must  be 
liberal,  not  to  say  layiah, 
to  Berrants,  jportera,  game- 
keepers, and  others,  or  he 
is  ^^nofirent."  At  the  same 
time  the  Perfect  Gentleman 
is  never  extrayagant. 

He  must  not  work.  At 
the  same  time  he  moat  not 
be  an  idler. 

He  is  known  bj  hia 
soruyulona  attention  to  the 
minutisB  of  personal  ap- 
pearsuioe,  while  *'  despising 
all  oatside  show." 

The  Perfect  Gentleman 
"never  wilfollj.  hurts 
anybody."  No  soldier, 
doctor,  or  schoolmaster 
can,  therefore,  ever  be  a 

P.  6. 

He  is  always  perfectly 
open  and  frank.  He  is 
also  sufioientlj  artful  to 
conoeal  the  fact  that  he 
considers  the  person  he  is 
talking'  to  a  mixture  <^  a 
snob  and  a  blockhead. 

When  his  favourite  com 
is  trodden  on  b j  a  weighty 
stranger,  he  never  utters 
any  expression  stronger 
than  "Dear  me  I" 

He  never  loses  his 
temper. 

He  must  know  how  to 
treat  everyone  according  to 
their  rank  and  situation  in 
life,  but  show  special  cour- 
tesy to  those  who  are  his 
inferiors. 

He  must  be  well-bom, 
although  there  are  plentv 
of  '*  Nature's  Gentlemen  " 
in  the  ranks  of  day- 
labourers. 


He  must  be  sufficiently 
wealthy  to  keep  up  a  ^ood 
position,  while  recognising 
the  fact  that  money  has 
nothing  to   do  with  true 


HIS    BEST   "SOOT," 

Short-tempend  Cfenileman  in  Bloik  {afUr  violent  eoUisUm  with  a  SUmsnuwrn  fresh 
from  work).  "  Now,  I  'll  absk  you  jest  to  look  at  thi  haestt  bsastlt 
Mass  AS  Ton  'vs  ooim  and  midi  m  in  t  Why,  I  'm  simply  smothsjuo)  in 
soMX  'oaaiD  Whitb  Stitff  1 1    Why  don't  yeb  bb  mobb  oabbful III" 


He  should  also  try  and 
remember  that  no  such 
jumble  of  contnidictions  as 
the  Perfect  Gentleman  ever 
existed. 

Epigbaiocaticallt  Put. 
—An  Asylums  Board  Man- 
ager wrote  to  the  TVines  to 
complain  of  Mr.  Lutlrr, 
M.P.  ,Q.C.  's  charges  against 
the  Asylums  and  Ferer 
HosmtaJs  management. 
*'  Which  is  right,  or  whioh 
is  wrong,"  to  paraphrase 
Mr.  MantaUnpM  wms,  is 
no  business  just  now  of 
ours,  but  the  writer  of  the 
reply  to  the  attack,  miffht 
have  summed  up  by  saying 
**  that  to  Aim,  Mr.  Littlxb, 
whatever  his  Christian 
names  nught  be,  appeared 


"  Mb.  GLiLDSTOirx  ov 
Rbnts  nr  Walks."— What 
the  Rjf  ht  Honble.  Mr.  G. 
omitted  to  say,  when  speak- 
ing on  this  subject,  was 
that "  but  a  comparatively 
small  rent  in  Wales  would 
be  produced  by  Disesta- 
blishment, whenever  that 
event  should  happen,  and 
that  this  would  soon  be 
mended." 


Txmpxrjlkcb  Biddlb.— 
Why  is  a  man  who  is 
thoroughly  good-natured 
and  ever  raady  to  oblige, 
likely  to  end  as  a  con- 
firmed drunkard  ?  Because 
he  is  alwayt  witting. 


A  USEFUL  EXPERIENCE. 

I AWOKB  at  one  in  the  morning, 

I  had  been  two  hours  in  bed. 
When— bang  I— without  any  warning 

A  joke  came  into  mv  heaa. 
'Twas  brilliant,  awfully  funny, 

It  flashed  through  my  drowsy  brain. 
It  was  worth— oh,  a  lot  of  money ! — 

I  chuckled  again  and  again. 

I  thought  how  I  might  employ  it, 

I  laughed  till  the  tears  rolled  down. 
Foreseeing  how  Smith  would  eiyoy  it^ 

And  how  it  would  tickle  Bbown. 
I  said,  **  I  had  best  but  hint  it 

To  them^  or  they  might  purloin 
This  wonderful  jestTuen  print  it. 

And  between  them  diyide  the  coin." 
Late  in  the  mom  I  awoke,— I 

Punled  with  all  mv  might 
In  vain  to  recall  the  joke  I 

Made  in  the  silent  niirht. 
What  tfos  it  about  F    Nodraamer 

Amll    No— I  think— I  frown- 
When  next  I  make  a  screamer 

Jmhtd— I  wittwriieii  dawn. 
By  the  side  of  the  bed  a  taper 

Shall  ever  with  matches  be, 
A  pencil  and  piece  of  paper, 

To  note  what  occurs  to  me. 


Since  then  I  haye  tried,  but  the  late  joke. 
As  seen  in  my  bedside  scrawl. 

Is  always  so  poor,— that  the  great  joke, 
I*m  sure,  wa$  no  Joke  at  aU! 


YES  OR  NO? 

['*The  hand-writing  of  well-educated  Ladies  is 
often  disgnurefuUy  illegiible."— ^  Ladiet'  Journal.] 

Oh,  never  did  lover  in  fable 

In  such  a  predicament  stand, 
A  letter  I  wrote  to  my  Mabbl, 

To  ask  for  her  heart  and  her  hand, 
With  compliments  worded  so  nicely, 

A  lifelong  devotion  I  sworo ; 
She 's  answered— and  left  me  precisely 

As  wise  as  before  I 
It  is  true  that  I  begged,  when  inditing 

My  note,  a  reply  with  all  speed. 
And  Mabbl,  to  jud^  from  the  writing. 

Fulfilled  my  petition  indeed  I 
The  drift  of  tms  scrawl,  so  erratic, 

I  am  wholly  unable  to  guess- 
It  may  be  refusal  emphatic, 

Or  can  it  be  ^*  Yes  ^'f 
••  Affection  "  she  'U  feel  for  me  "  ever," 

But  stay— if  that  bWt  is  an  **n" 
It  turns  it  at  once  into  *'  never," 

Or  is  it  a  slip  of  the  pen  ? 


Her  heart  will  a  "  truant  (or  true  ?)  be," 

And  what  is  the  word  just  above  r 
It  looks  like— it  cannot  be—*'  booby  "  I 
Perhaps  it  is*' love." 

A  meeting  must  needs  be  awaited 
To  render  these  mysteries  |jain ; 

Perhaps  in  this  letter  she 's  stated 
She  never  will  see  me  again : 

On  one  thing  at  least  I  've  decided  ;— 
Should  she  be  my  partner  for  life, 

A  type- writer  shall  be  proTided 
For  the  use  of  my  wife  I 


The  German  and  Horse-trying  Ride. 

^  ["  Mott  of  the  horses  were  standing,  but  prop- 

Sing  thsmsslyes  up  against  a  wall  or  a  post." — 
standard,  Wednesday,  Qctohtr  12M.] 

Prrr  the  sorrows  of  a  worn-out  hone. 
Whose  trambling  limbs  support  him  'gainst 
awall; 

Who  asks  yon,— fearing  future  trials  worse 
To  kill  him  with  a  sudden  shot,— that's  alL 


A  CoBBBSPONDBNT  Signing  "Ibbogbntia 
DooxT,"  wants  to  know  if  "  the  Hub  of  the 
Uniyerse"  is  an  official  appointment  that 
can  only  be  held  by  a  Mahommedan  or  a 
Mormon? 
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FORTICOHADE 


COHYEBSATIOKAL  EDTTS  TO  TOXnTO  SHOOTERS. 

(By  Mr,  Punch's  tnon  Grouse  in  the  (?ufi-room.) 

Am),  next,  mj  gallant  jcnmg  Sportsmen,  jost  sharpen  np  your 
attention,  and,  it  yon  have  ears,  prepare  to  lend  them  now.  Be.  in 
fact,  all  ears.  At  any  rate,  get  yoorselves  as  near  as  possible  to  that 
desirable  condition,  for  we  are  ffoing  to  disonss  shooting-lnnohea, 
and  all  that  pertains  to  them.  Think  of  it  I  Are  not  some  of  yonr 
happiest  memories,  and  yonr  most  delightful  antioipationB,  bonnd  np 
with  the  mid- day  meal,  at  which  the  anxieties  ana  disappointments 
of  the  morning,  the  birds  yon  missed,  the  birds  that,  though  they 
got  np  in  front  of  yon,  were  shot  by  yonr  jealous  neighbour,  the  wipedi- 
eyet.  the  hands  torn 
in  the  thom-bnshes, 
at  whiohi  as  I  say, 
all  these  are  forgotten, 
when  yon  lay  aside 
yonr  gun,  and  sit 
down  to  Vonr  short 
repose.  Then  it  is 
that  the  talker  shines 
supreme.  All  the 
oonyersation  which 
may  haye  been  broken 
in  npon  dnring  the 
morning  by  the  neoes- 
sitr  for  posting  yonr- 
seli  at  the  hot  comer, 
or  the  grassy  ride,  or 
in  tlft  butt,  or  for 
polishing  off  a  right 
and  left  of  partridges, 
can  then  flow  free 
and  nnintermpted. 
Ah,  happy  moments, 
when  the  bad  shot 
beoomes  as  the  good, 
and  all  distinctions 
are  levelled  I  How 
well,  how  gratefully 
do  I  remember  von! 
Still,  in  my  wajung 
fancies,  there  rises  to 
my  nose  a  savoury 
odour,  telling  of  stew 
or  hot-jK>t,  and  still 
the  cnsp  succulence 
of  the  jam  tartlet  has 
honour  in  my  memorjr. 
Ah,  tempi  passati, 
tempi  passatif  But 
away,  fancy,  and  to 
our  work,  which  is  to 
speak  of 

SHoormo-LxTircHBS 

in  their  relation  to 
talk:- 

(1.)  Be  extremely 
careful,  unless  yon 
know  exactly  the  ways 
of  your  host  with 
regard  to  his  shooting- 
lunch,  not  to  express 
to  him  before  lunch 
anj  very  definite 
opinion  as  to  what  the 
best  kind  of  lunch  is. 
If,  for  instance,  yon  rashly  declare  that,  for  your  own  part,  you 
detest  a  solemn  sit-down-in-a-farmhonse  lunch,  and  that  your 
ideal  is  a  sandwich,  a  biscuit  and  a  nip  out  of  a  flask,  and  if 
you  then  find  yourself  lunching  off  three  courses  at  a  comfortable 
table,  why  yon  'U  be  in  a  bit  of  a  hole.  Consistency  woidd  pompt 
yon  to  abstain,  appetite  nrges  you  to  eat  What  is  a  poor  talker  to 
doP  Obviously,  he  must  get  out  somehow.  Here  is  a  suggested 
method.    Begin  by  admiring  the  room. 

**  By  Jove,  what  a  joUv  little  room  this  is.  It's  as  spick  and  span 
as  a  model  dairy.  I  wish  yon  'd  take  me  on  as  your  tenant,  Cbull- 
MXRS,  when  you  Ve  got  a  vacancy." 

Gb  ALMKBS  will  say,  '*  It 's  not  a  bad  little  hole.  Old  Mrs.  Nubbles 
keeps  things  wonderfully  spruce.  This  is  one  of  the  cottages  I  bnilt 
five  years  ago." 

There's  your  first  move.  Your  next  is  as  follows.  Every  rustic- 
cottage  contains  nuesome  china-ornaments  and  exomciatinff-cheap 
German-prints  of  such  subjects  as  **  The  Tryst "  (always  spelt  '*  The 


Trist''  on  the  German  print),  ''The  Saylor^s  Itetwm,"  ''The 
Wariors  Dreem,^^  *'  Napoleon  at  Areola,"  and  so  forth.  Point  to 
a  china-ornament  and  say,  **  I  never  knew  cows  in  this  part  of  the 
countrjr  were  blue  and  green."  Then  after  you  've  exhausted  the 
cow,  milked  her  dry,  so  to  speak,  yon  can  take  a  turn  at  the  engra?- 
ings,  and  make  a  sly  hit  at  the  taste  in  art  generated  by  modern 
education.  Herenpon,  someone  is  dead  certain  to  chioae  in  with  the 
veteran  c[nimble  about  farmers  who  educate  their  ohildren  abovv 
their  station  by  allowing  their  daughters  to  learn  to  play  the  piano, 
and  their  sons  to  aoqnire  the  rudiments  of  Latin:  *'Give  yoa.mj 
word  of  honour,  the  farmers'  daughters  about  my  nnde's  place,  get 
their  dresses  made  by  my  aunt's  dressmaker,  and  thump  out  old 
Waonsb  all  day  long."    This  horrible  picture  of  rural  de^Titr 

will  cause  an  ammated 
discussioii.  When  it 
is  over,  you  osn  nj, 
'*  This  is  the  very  beet 
Irish-stew  I've  erer 
tasted.  I  must  get 
your  cook  to  gi^e  me 
the  reoeipt" 

"Ah,  my  bo7." 
says  Chalxvii, 
"you'll  findthext'i 
nothing  like  a  stev 
ont  shooting." 


IN   THE   RUE    DE    LA   PAIX. 

Hairdresser,  "Sat  thsn,  Sabb   zat  tou  abb  Ra8£— ^Sbavb,— is  it  that  I  shall  cut 

YOU  OFF  TOUB  *AlB  ?  " 

Mr,  Brown  {an  old-fashioned  Englishman,  on  his  first  Visit  to  Paris^startled),   **  Hbt  1 
what  1    Cut  mt  Haib  off  1    Nono,  Mossoo— oomfbbkkt  f— vono  1    Do  tou  think  I  WAirr 

TO  look  LIKB  ONB  of  YOUB  FbBNCH  PoODLBSf" 


beAt  it,  if  you^ve  got 
a  nice  room  to  est  it 
in,  and  aren't  preexd 
for  time;  but,  if 
you've  got  no  tod  of 
ground  to  oover,  and 
not  much  time  to  do 
it  in,  I  can  alwart 
manage  to  do  myiuf 
on  i  =i  rap  of  any- 
thing bandy.  Thanki, 
I  don*t  mind  if  I  do 
have  a  chimkof  oake, 
and  a  whltewsak  d 
ahtrry," 

Thus  you  hare 
fetched  a  oompaaa-;! 
fanay  the  phrase  ii 
oorreot  —  and  haw 
wiped  out  the  memory 
of  yonr  indiscretion. 
Of  course  the  this; 
may  happen  the  other 
way  round.  You  may 
have  expressed  a  pre- 
ference for  aolid 
lunches,  only  to  find 
yourself  set  down  od 
a  tuft  of  praaa,  with  a 
beef  Sana  widi  and  a 
digestive  biscuit  la 
that  case  you 
begin  by 
your  delight  in  an 
open  -  air  meal,  ffo 
on  to  admire  tie 
scenery^  and  end  by 
expressing  a  certain 
amount  of  iudioiooi 
contempt  for  the 
Sybarite  who  esnsot 

tear  himself  away  from  effeminate  luxuries,  and  the  trick 's  done. 
But  this  8u|3ject  is  so  great,  and  has  so  many  varieties,  that  we 

must  recur  to  it  in  eur  next. 


Of   course," 
say,    "nothiii£ 


yott 


TO  OUR  GUERNSEY  CORRESPONDEITrS. 
Mb.  PuircH  is  sorry  to  find  that  his  fancy  sketch  of  a  Quenuey 
Car  drive  has  been  taken  so  seriously  in  some  <^uarters  as  to  rite 
pain  and  offence  which  were  very  far  from  being  intended.  He  beg* 
to  assure  the  honourable  fraternity  of  Car-proprietors  and  diiTcn 
in  the  island,  that  he  did  not  mean  to  suggest  for  a  moment  that 
there  was  the  slightest  real  danger  to  the  public  who  patrooue 
those  highly  popular  and  excellently-oondnoted  vehicles,  or  that 
any  actual  driver  was  either  intemperate  or  incompetent ;  and  tltft, 
should  such  an  impression  have  been  nnfortunately  produced" 
which  he  hopes  is  impossible— no  one  would  regret  so  n^jost  an 
aspersion  more  sincerely  than  Mr,  Punch  himself.  ^ 
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LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

Mount  Street^  Orosvenor 
Square, 

Deab  Mb.  Punch,-  Youp  marvel- 
lous jadgment  in  the  seleotion  of  your 
**  staff  "—(I  believe  that  is  the  correct 
term  to  use  in  speaking  of  those  who 
write  for  the  paper,  though  as  a  role  a 
staff  is  wooden-headed^  which  I  am 
sure  none  of  your  contributors  are  I — 
I  can  answer  for  on«/)— has  again 
placed  vou  in  the  position  envied  of  all 
Journals,  viz., — (why  do  people  put 
"viz.,"  and  not  "  namely  "  y— it  w 
silly  I)  that  of  affording  '*  information  " 
given  by  no  other  Journal!  All  of 
which  preamble  means, — (by  the  way, 
why  **  igite-amhle  "  ?— if  one  is  a  speedy 
wnter,  why  not  "pre-caw^"  P)— that 
PancA,  in  the  person  of  Ladt  Gay — 
(that  may  seem  a  little  mixed,  but  it 
isn't)— was  the  only  Sporting  Paper 
which  tipped  the  winner  of  the  Gesare- 
witchl 

For  confirmation  of  this  I  refer  the 
sceptical  to  my  last  week's  letter,  in 
which  I  stated  that  in  dreaming  of  the 
race  I  dreamt  that  "  Bumaby  came  to 
the  rescue  " — and  if  this  is  not  giving 
the  winner,  I  should  like  to  know  what 
is!  It  is  true  I  made  Brandy  my 
**  verse  selection,"  but  that  would  only 
mislead  the  people  who  go  no  further 
than  the  sumce  (not  of  the  brandy), 
as  anyone  who  gave  the  matter  a 
moment*s  thought  would  realise  that 
Brandy  is  always  applied  after  a  rescue  1 
I  hear  there  was  a  **  ton  of  money  "  for 
the  winner  just  before  the  start,  but  I 
did  not  see  anyone  carrying  it  about, 
so  I  sujppose  it  was  what  they  call 
'*  covering  monej,"  which,  I  ^sume. 
is  covered  over  for  safety,  as  it  would 
be  risky  to  walk  about  a  race-course 
with  a  ton  of  loose  money— not  that  I 
suppose  anyone  who  goes  raoing.would 
touch  it,  but  it  might  be  lost !  Any- 
how, there  was  a  ton  of  money  for  the 
winner  ajter  the  race,  which  his  owner 
had  to  take,  willy-nUly,  or  Hobson's 
choice ! 


m0 


DIGNITY  AND   IMPUDENCE. 

**I  SAY,    Guv'NER  I    WHBN  ARE    YOU    OOINQ    TO   BK 
DOWN  FOE  HALTERATIONS  AND  REPAIRS  I  " 


The  pleasantest  feature  of  the  meet- 
ing, however /was  the  re-appearanoe  of 
H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  Walu,  which 
was  also  pleasantly  marked  by  one  of 
his  horses  winning  a  race !  The  Public 
having  anxiously  ''watched"  for 
H.R.U.,  the  success  of  The  Vigil  wa 
received  with  enthusiasm  I 

Next  week  takes  us  to  Oatwickand 
Sandown — (or  rather  the  train  takes 
us— another  absurd  expression) — the 
last  day  of  the  latter  Meeting:  beinff 
devoted  to  '*  Jumping  Races,"  whioh  is 
the  contemptuous  wav  some  people 
speak  of  the  winter  Branch  of  oar 
National  Sport  I— forgetting  that  it  de- 
mands the  two  most  desirable  quali- 
ties in  a  horscf  epeed  and  endurance — 
whereas  the  modem  flat-racing  has 
degenerated,  for  the  most  part,  into 
scrambles  and  gambles,  where  speed 
is  the  only  requisite ! — ^but  more  of  this 
anon— but  not  anonymous,  as  I  be- 
lieve in  signed  articles,  as  the  appren- 
tice said!    (iVbe  Bbadfobd  !) 

The  most  important  race  at  Gat  wick 
— [delightful  place  to  go  racing — lots  of 
room  to  move  about  in)-^is  the  Hiou- 
sand  Pound  Handicap,  in  which  raoe 
Brandy  is  worth  keeping  an  eye  on, 
as  she  ought  to  beat  Bumaby  at  the 
difference  in  the  weights  —  other 
horses  that  might  make  their  mark 
during  the  week— (especially  now  the 
ground  is  soft) — are.  Pilots  Oolden 
Garter— [I  never  was  guilty  of  wach 
extravagance  as  that]  —  Queen  of 
Navarre— (she  might  have  been)  — 
Meadow  Brown^  Terror^  and  Seawall^ 
the  last  three  in  the  "Jumptng 
Races" — and,  in  conclusion,  the  in- 
evitable rhythmical  winner,  from 

Yours  devotedly,         Ladt  Gat. 

Obleavs  Nubsebt 
SELEcnoir. 

Thb  man  who  would  back  any  other 
Appears  but  a  gander  to  be, 

For  the  horse  that  all   comers   irill 
smother 
Is  certainly  Tanderagee  f 


MY  SEASON 

EvEB  against  my  breast, 
Safe  in  my  pocket  pressed, 
Ready  at  my  behest, 

Daintily  oretty 
Gilt-printea  piece  of  leather. 
Though  fair  or  foul  the  weather. 
Daily  we  go  together 

Up  to  the  City. 
Yet,  as  I  ride  at  ease, 
Papers  strewn  on  my  knees. 
And  I  hear  '*  Seasons,  please ! " 

Shouted  in  warning : 


TICKET. 

Pockets  I  search  in  vain 
All  through  and  through  a^ain; 
**  Pray  do  not  stop  the  train- 
Lost  it  this  morning. 
No,  I  have  not  a  card. 
Nor  can  I  pay  you,  Guard— 
Truly  my  lot  is  hard, 
This  is  the  reason, 
Now  I  recall  to  mind 
Changing  my  clothes.  I  find 
I  left  them  all  behind, — 
Money,  cards,  *  Season.' " 


VVfilTTEN  A  HUNDRED  YEARS  HENCE. 

{From  a  Collection  of  Communicatiojis  supplied  by  our  Prophetic 
Compiler. ) 

Deab  Mb.  Punch,- Pray  protect  the  Griffin !  Those  Goths  and 
Yandals,  the  Members  of  the  Corporation  of  the  City  of  London, 
will  remove  it,  unless  you  intervene.  This  beautiful  work  of  Art, 
that  stands  on  the  supposed  site  of  the  mythical  Temple  Bar,  is  to 
come  down.  What  would  our  ancestors  say  if  they  were  here  ? 
Would  they  not  frown  at  their  degenerate  descenaants?  Every 
student  of  hiBtory  knows  that  this  Griffin  was  put  up  by  universal 
consent,  and  considered  one  of  the  finest  works  of  art  of  the  nine- 
teenth century.  As.  indeed,  it  was.  It  is  full  of  historic  memories. 
It  was  here  that  Wkllihoton  met  Napoleon  after  Waterloo ;  and 
heife,  again,  was  the  Volunteer  Movement  inaugurated,  when  Mr. 
Aldermdn  Wat  Ttlbb,  putting  himself  at  the  head  of  the  citizens, 


called  for  **  Three  cheers  for  the  Charter  and  the  Anti-Com-Law 
League ! "  The  beautiful  bas-reliefs  that  used  to  represent  the 
occasions  have  disappeared,  but  their  subjects  are  tenderly  cherished. 
If  the  Corporation  must  puU  down  something,  let  them  destrOT*  the 
recently-erected  Mansion  House  I  but  spare,  on  spare,  the  Grifm ! 
Yours  truly, 
A  Student  of  the  Lobb  of  thb  Ninetxbnth  Centubt. 

The  Palace,  Brixton. 

Deab  Mb.  Punch, — It  is  time  for  a  protest!  One  of  the  most 
beautiful  erections  of  the  nineteenth  century  (the  old  South  Kensing- 
ton Railway  Station  of  the  District  Railway)  Ib  to  be  remoTea! 
Instead  of  the  picturesque  iron  roof,  we  are  to  have  some  abomina- 
tion in  stone !  Can  this  be  ?  It  is  said  to  be  falling  to  pieces  under 
the  ravages  of  Time.  If  this  be  really  the  case,  why  not  let  it  be 
restored  r  There  was  no  more  picturesque  outooone  m>m  the  nine- 
teenth century  than  these  pretty  arrangements  in  metal.  The  last 
generation  swept  them  away  by  scores,  by  hundreds,  by  thousands — 
they  did  not  even  si>are  the  Brompton  Boilers!  Let  not  snob  a 
reproach  be  applicable  to  us.  We  pride  ourselves  upon  our  Ioto  of 
Art  and  veneration  for  the  antique  and  the  beautirul,  and  yet  we 
would  pull  down  a  building  that  for  a  century  has  been  the  admira- 
tion Of  all  with  a  soul  for  Art  and  a  mind  for  appreoiatinff  the 
sublimest  efforts  of  genius  in  its  highest  sense !    This  must  not  be. 

Burlington  Howe,        Yours  truly,        A  Rotal  Acadkmiciak. 
From  1  to  1000,  Piccadilly. 

Dkab  Mb.  Punch, — I  have  had  the  advantage  of  reading  the  above 
letters  before  publication,  and  am  of  opinion  tiiat  they  are  not  one 
whit  more  nonsensical  than  letters  about  tiie  J^udroyant  and  the 
Emmanuel  Ho£(pital  that  were  printed  early  in  the  nineties.  Yon 
may  make  what  use  you  please  of  this  oommunioation. 

Yours  respecuuUy,  Thx  Sr^rr  ov  thx  Past. 

The  Earth  (Branch  Establishment^  Mars  andJup^). 


q:^  VOnCS.— Aijeetad  Commaaications  or  Coatribations,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Piotuss  of  any  dssoriptioa,  wOi 
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IMPRESSIONS   OF   ''IL  TROVATORE." 

ISy  a  MaUer-o/'Fad  PhUitUM  at  Covent  Garden.) 

Aci  I.  Sonrx  2.  —  Leonora^ s  confidant  eyidentlf  aliTS  to  the 
responsibilities  of  her  position.  Watch  her,  for  example,  when  her 
Mistress  is  about  to  confide  to  her  ear  the  dawn  of  her  passion  for 
3£anrieo,    She  walks   Leonora  grentlf  down  to  the  footli^ts, 

launches  her  into  her  solo,  Hke  a 
boat,  and  stands  aside  on  the 
left,  a  little  behind,  with  an  air 
of  apprehension,  lest  she  should 
come  to  nief  over  the  next  high 
note,  ana  a  hand  in  readiness  to 
support  her  elbow  in  case  she 
should  suddenlir  collapse.  Then, 
feeling  partially  reassured,  she 
goes  round  to  inspect  her  from 
the  right,  where  die  remains 
until  her  superior  has  completed 
her  confidences,  and  it  is  time  to 
lead  her  awav.  Operatic  confi- 
dant sympathetic —but  a  more 
modem  heroine  might  find  one 
"get  on  her  neryes,"  perhaps. 
Manrieo  a  yerr  robust  type  of 
Troubadour  —  but  oughtn^t  a 
Troubadour  to  carry  about  a 
ruitar,  or  a  lute,  or  something  ? 
If  Maitrico  has  one,  he  invariaUy 
leaves  it  outside.  Probably 
doesn't  see  why^  with  so  many 
competent  musicians  in  the 
^^  orchestra,   he  should  take  the 

<'^^^         ^aiP'*^»v.3>i*--\  trouble  of  playing  his  own  ac- 
Manrico,  a  rather  full-blown  "  Ghost    companiments.     And  why  does 
in  Hamlet."  the  Curtain  inyariablT  come  down 

as  soon  as  swords  are  drawn?    Tantalising  to  haye  sil  the  duels 
and  fighting  done  during  the  enir*aetea. 

Act  II.  ScBNB  L^Azttcena  insists  on  telling  Manrieo  a  long  and 
rather  improbable  story  of  how,  in  a  fit  of  absorption,  she  once  burnt 
her  own  son  in  mistake  for  the  Conie  di  Lunate,  Manrieo  listens, 
as  a  matter  of  filial  duty— because,  after  all,  she  is  his  mother  —but 
he  is  dearly  of  opinion  that  these  painful  family  reminiscences  are 
far  better  lorgotten.  Perhaps  he  suspects  that  her  anguish  may  be 
due  to  a  seyere  fit  of  indigestion— the  symptoms  of  which  are  almost 
indistinguishable  from  those  of  operatic  remorse.  At  all  eyents,  he 
does  not  find  his  parent  a  cheerful  companion,  and,  as  soon  as  he 
finds  a  decent  excuse  for  escape,  takes  it. 

ScKVB  2.— The  Cloisters  of  a  Conyent  JSnter  the  Conte  di  Luna^ 
with  followers,  to  abduct  Leonora.    The  followers  rarg'O  them  selves 

against  a  wall  in  the  back- 
ground, until  the  Count  has 
finished  ''II  Saietir  If 
their  opinion  ^iis  nsked, 
they  would  probably  be  in 
fayour  of  his  Tnakinj?  rather 
less  noise  abjut  it.,  if  he 
really  means  bTiMMf^s— bat 
of  course  it  ia  not  thfir 
place  to  interfere.  Leonora 
enters  to  take  the  yeil,  with 
procession  of  nuns,  preceded 
oy  four  female  acolytes— or 
are  they  pa^P— in  white 
tights,  carrying  tapers.  The 
Count  and  his  followers  are 
eyidently  a  little  taken  aback 
—an  abauction  not  quite  so 
simple  an  affair  as  they 
expected.  While  they  are 
working  themselyes  up  to  it, 
Manrito  appears,  as  the 
staff e-direotion  says.  **like 
a  phantom."  In  a  helmet, 
with  a  horsehair  tail,  and  a 
large  white  cloak,  he  does 
look    extremely    like    the 

"Axnceo.,- or.  «.M,  pretty  Cludnl"  £^£^-;£f'^^(Sit 
under  the  impression  that  he  is  an  apparition  from  some  other 
Opera,  allows  nim  to  walk  off  with  Leonora  under  his  yery  nose. 
Swords  are  drawn— with  the  usual  result  of  bringing  down  the 
Gurtsin. 

Act  III.  ScBFB  1.— Soldiers  discoyered  carousing,  as  wildly 'as  is 
possible  on  foiir  gilded  cruets,  and  a  dozen  goblets.     Azutena  is 


brought  before  the  Count,  and  manacled.  Operatic  handcuffs  -a 
most  humane  contriyanoe— with  long  links,  to  permit  of  the  freest 
f aoilitiee  for  entreaty  and  imprecation.  Soldiers,  who  haye  been 
called  to  arms,  but  stayed,  from  a  natural  curiosity  to  hear  what 
the  Conte  di  Luna  had  to  say  to  the  Gipsy,  go  off.  as  she  is  led 
away  to  prison,  with  a  sense  that  they  haye  seen  all  there  m  to  be 
seen,  and  a  yague  recolleotion  that  there  is  some  fighting  to  be  done 
somewhere. 

ScmnB  2.^Leonora  and  Manrieo  are  about  to  be  married ;  eyery- 
thjnfr  pre par(?d— four  apathetic  bridesmaids,  and  the  four  acolytes 
in  tights— who  htive  possibly  been  kindly  lent  by  the  Conyent  for 
the  occasion— in  a.  yacuous  row  at  the  lMU)k  of  the  soene.  Fancy 
Manrieo  baa  forzotten  to  giye  them  the  usual  initial  brooches,  and 
the 7  feci  the  wedding  is  a  poky  affair,  and  take  no  interest  in  it. 
L^'^m^'f'i  btfBclf  ir;  in  low  spirits— seems  to  miss  the  oonfidant,  and 
to  be  oppreseed  with  a  misgiying  that  the  wedding  is  not  destined 
to  come  off.  Misgiyings  on  the  stage  are  neyer  thrown  away— the 
wedding  m  interrupted  immediately  by  a  crowd  of  men,  in  sm^ 
sugar-loaf  caps,  who  carry  the  bridegroom  off  to  fight— whereupon, 
of  course,  the  Curtain  falls. 

Act  IY.  ScxinB  1.— Leonora  listening  outside  the  tower  in  which 
Manrieo  is  being  tortured,  after  haying  been  taken  prisoner  in  a 
combat  during  the  entr'acte.  Here  a  confidant  might  haye  comforted 
her  considerably  by  representing  that  they  couldn't  be  torturing  the 
poor  Troubadour  so  very  seriously  so  long  as  he  is  able  to  take  part  in 
a  duet— but  unfortunately  Leoiu)ra  seems  to  haye  discharged  the 
confidant  after  the  Second  Actr^-an  error  of  judgment  on  her  part, 
for  she  is  certainly  incapable  of  taking  care  of  herself.  A  ood- 
headed,  sensible  confidant,  for  instance,  would  haye  taken  care  that 


Luna  and  the  Star  of  the  Eyening. 


the  bargain  with  the  Conte  di  Luna  was  conoeiyed  and  carried  out 
in  a  more  business-like  spirit. 

'*Now  do  be  careful,"  she  would  haye  said.  "Make  sure  that 
the  Count  keeps  Am  word  before  you  break  yotin .  Don't  go  and  see 
Manrieo  yourself —it  can  do  no  good,  and  will  only  harrow  you  I  If 
you  really  muet  go,  don't  take  a  quick  poison  first— or  jou  '11  die  in 
his  dungeon,  and  spoil  the  whole  thing ! "  Which  is  just  what 
^eofiora— like  the  impulsiye  operatic  heroine  she  is— proceeds  to 
do,  and  is  cruelly  misunderstood  by  Manrieo^  in  oonsequence, 
besides  hastening  his  doom  by  disappointing  the  Count,  whose 
irritation  was  omy  natural,  and  pardonable,  under  the  circum- 
stances. 

Don't  quite  see  myself  why  the  Count  should  be  so  horrified  on 
learning  that  the  person  he  has  just  had  executed  was  his  long-lost 
brother.  It  is  not  as  if  they  had  oyer  been  friendly,  or  were  at  all 
likely  to  become  so.  considering  their  preyious  relations.  Depend 
upon  ic,  when  he  has  time  to  think  the  matter  oyer  calmly,  he 
will  recognise  that  things  are  better  as  they  are,  and  that  Fate 
has  solyed  his  domestic  difficulties  in  the  only  possible  manner. 
A  Troubadour  Brother,  with  a  reyengeful  and  quite  unpresentable 
gipsy  foster-mother,  would  haye  proyed  yery  trying  persons  to  liye 
with.  

•*A  Chiel's  Amako  Ye  Makino  Notes."— Sir  Aethub  Sulli- 
yAN  sat  next  to  Sir  Henbt  HA¥rKiN8  during  part  of  the  recent 
sensational  trial  at  the  Ancient  Bailey,  making,  of  course  not  taking, 
notes.  Sir  Hexkt  occasionally  conyeised  with  the  Knight  of  Music. 
Did  the  latter  hum,  $oUo  voce,  ''And  a  good  Judge  too!**  with 
other  selections  from  Trial  by  Jury  t  Eyeryone  glad  Sir  Abthitb 
is  so  well.  Perhaps  after  this  he  will  return  to  Beal  Eccentric 
Gilbertian  Opera,  and  go  away  for  **  change  of  sir."  The  **  Carte  " 
is  at  the  door,  reftdy  to  take  him,  but  liis  origin4  **Jbd&  Gee  '*  hfts 
gone  to  America.  igitizecnDyAJTL^ 
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HONI   SOIT  QUI    MAL  Y   PENSE!' 

"  This  Garter,  brighter  from  the  knee 
Of  him  who  uttered  nothing— important." 


A  Stab  and  Garter  I    Here's  a  go! 

Weil,  well,  no  doubt  'twas  to  be  worn  meant ; 

And,  as  mere  personal  adornment, 
It  does  look  smartish,  dontcher  know  I 

AUpersonal  adornment's  vain. 

Held  Dr.  Watts,  holds  dear  McDouoall  ; 

For  dowdy  dress  and  habits  f  ragal 
Befit  the  Demooratio  stnun. 

And  1  'm  a  Democrat— of  course  I 
The  BxFJAMnr  FBAirxLDr  of  the  Peerage  I 


Mister**  RoBehery^  loquUur:  - 


And  yet— ah  I  truly  'tis  a  queer  age  — 
A  Decoration  has  movm  force  I 

I  wonder  what  the  L.G.C. 

Will  say  to  thisi  That  I  should  spurn  it? 

JoHK  BiTRKS  may  swear  I  ought  to  bum  it. 
Still— it  looks  natty  round  my  ibiee. 

I  need  not  wear  it  when  I  sit 
Among  the  broadeloth'd  heirs  of  Buhblb  I 
But  Foreign  Minister  too  humble 

Were  butt  ca  diplomatic  wit. 


Battersea's  pride  my  pride  may  soours:«». 

WeU — he  may  und  he's   oaug>ht    a 
Tartar. 

A  robe— a  coronet— a  garter ! — 
MaterialB  for  a  new  ''Pbids's  Puros"  I 

The  keen-eyed  Democratic  lynx 
May  watch  me  with  alert  suspidoii. 
As  out  a  half-disguised  Mitrioian, 

But— shame  to  him  who  cyu  thinki  I 
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SOMETHING    LIKE   A  MOUNT. 

^  (wiik  gun),  "  Hillo,  Aloix,  bibk  CuB-HUKmre  t    How  doss  thx  Touho  'Uk  qo  f " 

ilgis,    "SPLIMDIDLT,   OLD  FULOW,  ftPLBHDIDLT  1       KXYXB  OABKIXD  80  WXLL  IN  MT  LIFX  1     GOT  OLXAK  AWAT  WITH  Ml  AS  800X 
▲B  TKST  F0Uin>, — OODLDV'T  hold  him  ▲  BIT— BOLD  AM  ▲  LlON,  HOTHUIO  tTOPS  HDf,— WENT  SLIOK  THBOUOH  ▲  FLIGHT  O'  FAIB-HOLKD 

Po0T8  AVD  Rails,  smabhkd  ▲  Oath  ihto  Matohwood,— Twhittt  Mintttbb  straight  as  thx  Csow  fuxs  thbouoh  akd  otxb  byxbt- 

THING, — ^AKD,  HAVG  MB,  IF  HB  WOULDN'T  HATB  BXBN  GOING  TBT,  IF  HB  HADN'T  PUT  HIS  FOOT  INTO  A  RaBBIT-HOLB  OBOSSING  CbUMP- 
LBB  COMMCm,  AND  OOMB  A  BBOITLAB  CbOWNBB.  Don'T  KNOW  WHBBB  THX  DBUOB  THX  HOUNDB  WXNT  TO  1  HaD  A  OLOBIOITS  QaLLOP, 
THODOH,   ALL  TO  MtSBLF  1  " 


THE  COUNTT-CGUNCILLOfi'S  DIAET. 

(A/0W  Tears  henoe.) 

IfofMisy.— To-daj's  meeting  of  the  Coonoil  rather  stormj.  The 
Oomicil's  Clerk  of  the  Works,  who  saperintends  the  fifty  thousand 
boilders,  hrioUayers,  &o.,  who  are  now  employed  direotlj  bj  ns, 
reports  that,  unless  the  oonoessions  demanded  by  the  men  are  granted, 
they  will  all  go  oat  on  strike  to-morrow.  The  oonoessions  are— Free 
beer  three  times  a-day ;  half-holiday  every  other  day  at  fall  day's 
wages ;  and  a  month's  trip  to  the  Riyiera  in  winter,  paid  for  out  of 
the  rates.  Clerk  of  the  Works  (appointed,  on  eleotiye  prinoiple,  by 
the  men  themselTes)  describes  these  demands  as  **  highlv  moderate  and 
reasonable."  Conncil  unable  to  agree  with  him.  After  sitting  for 
six  hours,  amid  frightful  uproar,  Couneil  breaks  up,  without  ooming 
to  any  decision. 

Ttitfsila^.— Workmen  have  struck  I  Awkward,  as  thev  haTO  just 
palled  down  north  side  of  Strand,  to  make  room  for  double  Imes 
of  eleetrie  tramwm  in  oentre  of  roadway,  and  whole  street  in 
an  awful  litter.  Begin  to  wish  we  had  not  "  Abolished  the  Con- 
tractor" quite  so  hastily. 

Wedneidaif. — ^Another  meeting  of  Council.  Quite  unanimous  to 
M  on  resisting  men's  donands.  Clerk  of  Works  reports  that  the 
CouneU's  soayengers,  jdumbers^  carters,  lamp-lightm.  and  turn- 
cocks, are  all  threatening  to  strike,  in  sympathy  with  bricklayers. 
In  ccmsequenoe  of  eyident  eiy  oyment  with  which  Clerk  makes  this 
announcement,  pnyposal  to  decrease  his  salary  from  that  of  a  Lord 
Chancellor  to  that  of  a  Puisne  Judge^  carried  nem,  eon.  In  spite  of 
attacks  on  Council  in  the  l^ess,  satisfactory  that  it  knows  tow  to 
keep  up  its  dignity  at  this  crisis. 

iBtsrsdSoy.— Matters  getting  serious.  A  deep  fall  of  snow  has 
cecurred,  and  Council's  men  refuse  to  dear  it  away,  or  let  others  do 
ue  worki  In  addition.  Strand  tradesmen  come  in  body  to  Spring 
Gardens  to  say  that  *'  nobody  can  got  near  their  shops,  and  they  are 


being  rapidly  ruined."  Hastily-conyened  meeting  of  the  CounoiL 
Proposal  to  ask  our  dd  Contractor  to  rebnild  Strand  and  dear  snow 
away.  Our  dd  Contractor  declines  to  tender  for  the  job  I  He  says, 
'*  Council  has  abolished  the  Middleman,  and  had  better  get  on  wim- 
out  him,  if  it  can  I "    Rude,  but  forcible. 

Friday. — Council  heroically  decides  ip  do  the  work  itself.  Am  told 
off  by  Chairman  to  help  remoye  old  bricks  on  the  Strand  site.  Haye 
first  to  dig  snow  away  to  get  at  bricks.  Intense  amusement  of  hostile 
crowd,  frmn  whom  we  are  protected  by  a  cordon  of  police.  Bark  my 
shins  badly  against  wheel  of  cart.  Chairman— who  has  been 
extremely  energetic  in  running  up  and  down  a  ladder  with  a  hod  of 
mortar  oyer  his  shoulder,  which  he  thinks  is  brioklayin^^f alls  from 
ladder  and  is  taken  off  to  Charing  Cross  Hospital,  amid  shower  of 
brickbats.  Crowd  wants  to  know  "  which  is  McDougall."  When 
they  find  out,  i)elt  him  with  snowballs.  Bubns— who  has  stuck 
loyally  to  Council— fiercely  denounced  as  a  **  blackleg"  by  crowd. 
Amusing  at  any  other  time.  Home  in  eyening  deacf  tired,  under 
pdioe  escort.  Find  all  my  front  windows  smashed  I  After  all— icos 
It  wise  to  abolish  the  Contractor  ? 

Saturday. — ^Whde  County  Council,  protected  by  seyeral  raiments 
from  Aldershot,  a  park  of  Artillery,  and  all  the  City  Police  (Council's 
own  Pdioe  being  out  on  strike,  in  sympathy  with  bricklayers), 
manage  with  great  difficulty  to  fill  ten  carts  with  rubbish,  and  then 
adjourn  to  Spring  Gardens.  ^  Refreshments  and  free  stiddng-plaster 
handed  round  before  Meeting  takes  place.  Meetinff  unanimously 
decides  to  re-establish  old  Middleman  system  I  Sir  John  Lubbock 
humorously  sugffcsts  that  it  is,  at  any  rate,  better  than  the  "  muddle- 
man  "  system  wnioh  we  haye  tried  and  round  wanting.  Bonus  of 
£5,000  out  of  rates,  enthusiastically  yoted  to  any  Contractor  who  will 
tender  for  job  of  clearing  snow  ana  widening  Strand. 

Xa<sr.— High  Court  disallows  our  "  precept "  for  thaXfiOQahpnus- 
--Mys  we  must  pay  it  out  of  our  own  pockets  I  ^  ^^      rS 

Wish  I  had  neyer  stood  for  London  County  Council  I  ^^ 


196 


PUNCH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


[OoTOBiB  29,  1891 


ROBERTS   COMPANIONS.    No.  2. 

Akotheb  of  our  Bpeshal  lot  is  good  old  Sajc,  with  Ids  wundMfopl 
memmery.  He  won't  tell  not  nobody  his  age.  But  he  ao^ally 
swears  as  he  remembers  the  time  when  there  wasn't  not  no  Cabs, 
nor  no  Homnybusses  nor  no  Railways,  nor  no  Steam  Botes,  nor  no 
Perlioe,  in  all  London !  And  when  there  was  grate  droves  of  Cattel 
and  Sheep  druv  thro'  the  streets,  and  people  used  to  have  to  put  up 
bars  at  their  doors  to  keep  'em  out.  And  menny  and  menny  a  time 
has  he  seen  a  reel  live  Bullock  march  into  his  Master's  Counting 
'Ouse,  with  his  two  wild  horns  a  sticking  out.  and  as  it  was  to 
narrer  for  him  to  turn  hisself  round,  he  used  to  have  to  be  backed 
out  tale  foremost,  with  a  fierce  dog  a  barkin^r  at  his  nose. 

Ah,  them  must  have  been  rayther  rum  times,  them  must  I  How 
the  peepel  got  about  he  don't  seem  quite  to  remember ;  but  he  says,  as 
how  as  amost  all  on  'em  lived  at  their  warious  shops  and  warehouses, 
and  so  mostly  walked.    There  was,  it  seems,  a  lew  ramshaokel  old 

ooaones,  called  Ackney  Coaches—coz, 
they  was  all  maid  at  Ackney,  I  sup- 
pose— all  drom  by  two  ramishaokel 
old  Osses,  and  witn  worry  shabby  old 
drivers  with  wisps  of    stror  round 
their  shabby  old  hats.    Then  some 
brite  Qenus  went  and  inwented  Cabs, 
and  tiiey  soon  cut  out  the  Ackney 
Coaches,    which   all   went   back   to 
Ackney,  and  was  never  seen  no  more. 
And   then,  sum  ewen  briter  Genus 
went   and    inwented   Homnybusses, 
and  they  rayther  estonished  the  Cabs, 
and  what  the  next  brite  Genus  will 
inwent  in  that  line,  I  don't  know, 
and  Sak  don't  know,  and  I  don't 
suppose  as  nobody  else  don't.    But 
the  most  wundertullest  thing  of  all 
rau&t  have  bin  the  having  of  no  Perlice  I    For 
Bkii,  aoshally  declares,  that  before  Perlice 
was  inwented  by  Sir  Bx)BEBT  Peel— therefore 
>ralg-arly  called  Bobbys  and  Peelers— the  only 
X)cr  teeters  as  London  had  at  night  was  a  lot  of 
worry  old  men,  all  crissened  Chablet,  who 
used  to  sit  in  little  boxes,  such  as  the  Solders 
has  at  the  Queen's  Pallaoes,  with  a  little  Xan- 
te m  hftTiffiTifl-  up  in  front,  and  when  the  Church 
Clocks  all  struck  the  hour,  they  all  used  to 
git  out  of  their  boxes  and  wark  up  and  down 
the    streets    a   calling  out,    "Parst   Three 
o'clock!"  or  "Parst  Five  o'Clock!"  as  it 
mite  happen  to  be,  and  then  go  back  to  their 
little  boxes,  and  hang  up  their  lanterns,  and 
Ah,  them  must  have  been  werry  nice  times 


go  to  sleep! 


guietl;  ^  .  , 

for  Metsrs.  Dice  Txjppdt,  Jack  Shephakd,  Bill  Sikes,  and 
Cumpny,  unlimited.  But.  Sam  says,  as  they  made  up  for  it  by 
hanging  ewery  body  as  stole  amost  anjrthink,  such  as  a  sheep,  or  a 
fi-pound  note,  or  a  gold  watch,  and  that  on  Mondays,  which  was 
Hanging  Days,  he  has  offen  and  offen  stood  at  the  hend  of  the  Hold 
Bfdey  and  seen  sum  five  or  six  pore  retches,  with  white  nite  caps 
on,  all  a  hanging  together  I  and  ne  says  it  all  so  serously  that  we 
are  forced  to  bleeve  him. 

Then  there 's  old  slowcoach  Jo,  the  tea-totaller.  We  all  likes 
to  work  with  him,  and  for  a  werry  good  reeson.  But  he 's  rayther 
a  comical  feller  is  Jo.  He  says^  when  peeple  cums  to  know  all  the 
true  fax  of  the  case,  they  'U  willingly  pay  dubble  price  for  tea-total 
Waiters.  And  he  reelly  is  such  a  poor  simple  fellow  that  I  werrily 
bleeves  as  he  bleeves  hisself  when  ne  says  it.  I  cam't  think  what 
he  means  by  it ;  but  Bbowit  says  as  it 's  a  perf eckly  shameful  attack 
on  the  charackter  of  all  us  Waiters  as  ain't  such  fools  as  to  be  Tea- 
totallers,  and  tiiat  we  really  ort  all  of  us  to  cut  him.  But  no — I  'm 
in  favour  of  Free  Trade  in  Waiters  as  in  Wine,  and  I  shoud  think 
that,  in  this  nertickler  case,  his  hobstinacy  brings  its  own  punish- 
ment. For  what  can  be  a  creweUer  life  for  a  poor  Waiter  to  lead, 
thaji  to  be  constantly  surrounded  by  harf  emty  bottels  of  most 
bewtifool  Wines,  of  all  kinds,  so  as  to  suit  the  most  fastidgeous 
Waiter's' taste,  and  not  ellowd  to  taste  ewen  one  ^lass  of  'em  I  I 
thinks  as  I  've.  heard  of  i>um  unfortnit  hindiwidial,  in  holden  times, 
as  used  to  be  seated  down  hevrey  day  to  a  werry  scrumpshus  dinner, 
but,  whatever  he  fixt  his  mind  upon,  the  Doctor  woudnt  allow  him 
to  taste  it,  not  by  no  means.  His  name,  I  think,  was  SAinnr  Paitser, 
some  relaahun  of  Moody  and  Saitst,  I  sposes.  His  master's  name 
was  Dak  Quicxshot,  ony  another  name,  I  bleeves,  for  Buffalo 
Bill.  But  that  was  mothmk  of  a  case  to  wun  as  my  son  William 
told  us  of  the  other  day.  It  seems  as  there  was,  wunoe  upon  a  time, 
a  Greshian  Gent,  by  the  name  of  Tantltts,  who,  becoc  he  was 
found  out  in  helping  hisself  to  sum  werry  speshal  brand  of  Neekter, 
was  condemned  to  stand  up  to  his  neck  in  water  for  ewer  bo  many 
years ;  and  altho  he  was  so  dredf ool  thusty  that  he  would  have 


drunk  a  lot  of  ewen  that  oold,  thin  stuff,  he  wasn't  allowed  not  to 
taste  a  drop ;  and,  not  oidy  that^  but  there  was  a  lot  of  most  bewti- 
fool frute  a  hanging  jest  above  his  pore  hed,  and  whenever  he  tried 
jest  to  pluck  aoit  of  it,  the  crewel  wind  blowed  it  away  out  of  his 
reach.    Hence  the  prowerb,  "  You  be  blowed !  " 

In  course  I  don't  pertend  to  know  how  these  things  was  manid^ 
in  former  times,  but  I  werry  much  douts  whether  ewen  a  Gh^shian 
Gent's  oonstitushun  ooud  poseerbly  have  stood  it  for  ewer  so  menny 
years  I  Bobert. 

CARON  AND  CHARON. 
(After  dipping  into  M<yor  Le  Caron's  **  Jtecolledums,**) 

Majob  lb  Cabok  I    MaJor  I    True,  a  greater 

Or  more  aocomplished  spy  who  ever  xnew  ? 
And  so  original !    In  fact,  the  pater 

Of  all  deception  yields  the  palm  to  Youl 
Courageous,  honesty  crafty,  how  you  met 

Wile  with  wile  wilier  I    And  then,  forsooth. 
You  so  transformed  yourself  to  suit  eaoh  set. 

That  it  is  praise  to  say,  **  you  lied  like  truth  I" 
And  in  an  honest  cause  I    Senown'd  Ulysses, 

That  craftiest  hero  yields  to  you  in  guile. 
You  touoh  the  gold  I    You  're  not  the  man  who  mlBsea 

A  ohanoe  I    You  caught  the  wariest  with  your  smile! 
"CabohI"    The  "h  "is  dropped,  or  we  oould  fix 

(And  so  we  can  if  Greek  the  name  we  make) 
You  as  Uie  ancient  Ferryman  of  Styx, 

Punting  the  Ghosts  across  the  Stygian  lake. 
The  simile  is  nearly  nerfeoi,  note, 
For  you,  with  your  Conspirators  afloat, 
Were,  as  you  've.shown  us,  all  in  the  same  boat. 


AT  IT  AGAIN! 


The  following  cqrrespondenoe  and  extracts  have  been  sent  to 
Mr»  Punch  for  publication : — 

L—Koniglieh'Kaiterlieher  Ober-Hof'BaiK  Doctor  Hermann  Dttmm- 
toitz  von  Hammelfleikh  to  The  Emperor-King  WiUiam  the  Second, 

Most  Gbagious  Impebial  Majestt, 

I  HAVE  the  honour  to  announoe  to  your  Majesty,  that  my 
spouse,  the  beautiful  and  accomplished  dergyman-daughter,  Aeea 
Aksexjca.  whom,  by  your  Migesty's  ever-to-be- with-gratitode-xe- 
membered  permission.  I  last  year  to  the  altar  led,  is  now  of  good 
hope,  and  will  shortly,  if  all  should  go  well,  add  one  to  your 
Migesty's  loyal  and  submissive  subjects.  I  make  this  announeement 
in  acoordanoe  with  your  Majesty's  Mochzeifs  Decree,  Section  6. 
Ana  I  remain,  &o.  ftc.  ftc., 

Dttmmwitz  voir  Hammelflkucb. 

ll.—  Williafn  the  Second  to  K.  K.  0.  H,  JL  2).  ff.  D.  von 
ffammd/leiech, 
Hebb  Doctob, 

I  HAVE  received  your  letter.  In  accordance  with  Section  7 
of  my  Hochzeit's  Decree,  I  graciously  give  permiasion  for  the  lojfk 
of  the  child  referred  to  in  your  communication.  I  beg,  at  the  Bame 
time,  to  point  out  that,  bv  my  Supplementary  Dectee  (Plopartions 
of  Sexes),  issued  last  week,  it  is  neoessary  that  the  child  ahoold  be 
a  boy.  Communicate  this  at  once  to  the  Frau  £.  K.  Ober-Hof- 
Rathin  Doctorin  A.  A.  voir  Hammelflsisoh. 

(Signed)  WmiAM  L  xi  B. 

III.— JT.  K,  0.  ff.  It,  D.  von  ffamnul/leiach  to  the  Emperor-King, 
William  the  Second* 

Mora  Impebial  Majbbtt, 

YoiTB  with-satisfaotion-reoeived  letter  has  been  to  my 
wife  oommunieated.  She  desires  me  to  assure  vou  that  she  is  irpor 
Imperial  Migestjr'B  obedient  subject,        (Signed)  D.  TOvH. 

lY.'-EKiract/rom  the  "Eeieh'e  Ameiger." 
"  FrauAEKAAKBELMAvoKHAMMELFLEisoBL  having  lastweekgrren 
birth  to  a  girl  in  oontravention  of  his  Imperial  Migesty's  Supplemen- 
tary Decree  (No.  10.  Proportions  of  Sexes),  it  is  our  painful  duty  to 
announee  that  the  Herr  Doctor  Dttmmwtr  voe  Hammelitleibgh  has 
been  dismissed  from  his  post  as  K.  K.  Ober-Hof-Bath,  and  will  im- 
mediately be  prosecuted  for  the  crime  of  leee  Me^eeU. 

y.^Eadbraetfrom  the  "  ReicKe  Aneeiger,"  a  month  later 

"The  prisoner,  Hammblfleiscs,  was  yesterday  oondemned  to 
twenty  vears*  sohtary  confinement  in  the  f<nrtreas  of  Spandau.  The 
wretcnea  man  acknowledged  the  justice  of  his  sentenee,  and  begfM 
others  to  take  warning  by  his  fate." 
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LADY  GAT'S  SELECTIONS. 

Mount  Street^  Orowenor  /Square, 
DxAB  Mb.  Pukch,— Most  delightfiil 
.weather  f  ayoared  qb  last  week  at  Gatwiok 
and  Sandown,  and  moat  of  the  hones  I 
mentioned  as  worthfoUowing  either  finished 
nowhere  or  were  not  there  at  all,  which  I 
think  is  a  fair  ayerage  record  for  a  Turf 
prophet!  I  heard  at  Sandownthat  sweeping 
reforms  are  to  he  expected  in  Turf  matters 
next  Season,  hut  I  will  not  harp  too  much 
on  this  strinff,  as  more  ahle  pens  than  mine 
haye  nndertaken  it— though  how  a  **  pen  " 
can  harp  on  a  stringi  don't  quite  see— or 
hMTt  it  shoold  he. 

I  certainly  think  Brandy  F^nildhaye  won 
the  Gatwiok  Handicap,  hut  1  snppoee  the 
hottle  is  getting  low,  and  is  being  reseryed 
in  case  the  Cambridgeshire ismn  on aodd 
dajl  And  that  brings  me  to  the  considera- 
tion of  this  neat  race.  I  do  not  propose 
to  analyse  the  form  of  all  the  horses,  but 
will  deyote  my  attention  to  a  few  of  the 
likely  ones— wno  should  feel  complimented 
thereat  (I  suppose  a  horse  can  feel  a  com- 
pliment j^ust  as  well  as  it  can  a  whip}— from 
which  might  spring  the  winner.  First  and 
f oremostjthen,  LaFleehe  has,  inmy  opinion, 
enough  weight  to  carry,  eyen  if  the  jockey 
is  included,  as  I  belieye  is  the  case— and  I 
was  told  by  Sir  Chablbt  Whuxlxt,  that 
to  win  the  Newmarket  Oaks  she  had  to  be 
"  bustled  up  " — a  fashion  which  I  thought 
had  quite  ^ne  out !— anyhow,  many  people 
think  she  IS  '*  not  the  same  mare  she  was  " 
—though  how  they  can  haye  changed  her 
I  don't  quite  understand,  but  it  would  not 
surprise  me  to  find  Wmdgatt  the  best  of 
the  Baron's  on  the  day. 

There^  are  seyeral  iiorses  spoken  of  as 
''rods  in  pickle."  but  as  a  rule,  these 
animals  stop  at  "rods"  and  neyer  get  to 
"  poles  "  much  less  *'  perches  I "  Should 
Sir  Jab.  Millxb  win  the  race,  the  town  may 
resound  with  many  a  merry  JbtM^  but  this 
is  trying  weather  for  yoioes,  thoughl  belieye 
he  is  running  untried,  but  certainly  trying  I 
There  was  some  doubt  as  to  the  starting  of 
a  great  f  ayourite.  owing  to  a  report  that  the 
owner  had  been  '*  forestalled''— an  excuse 


which  always  sounds  yery  weak  to  me,  as 
surely  if  outsiders  can  back  a  horse  at  a 
long  price,  the  owner  should  also  be  able  to 
do  so,  and  thus  nut  backers  "  in  the  cart" 
— where  9ome  of  them  would  present  a  pic- 
ture which  might  lead  people  to  think  the 
'*oart"  was  on  its  way  to  Tyburn  I  There 
appears  to  be  oonsiaerable  doubt  as^  to 
whether  Bueeanser  has  eaten  anything 
lately  or  not,  so  I  must  discard  him :  but  1 
thinx  if  he  were  giy en  a  sherry  and  bitters 
at  once  he  might  recoyer  his  appetite  and 
win,as  he  is  uown  to  be  a  *'  glutton  "  for 
work!  Jxwin^sbest  will  takesome  beating, 
when  we  know  which  it  is,  which  we  shali 
do  shortly,  as  no  stable  is  more  ready  than 
this  to  let  eyeryone  into  the  secret  of  their 
*' good  things;",  so  if  some  WhUperm* 
should  tell  .irou  that  his  Swpenaer  is 
broken,  it  is  on  the  cards  that  the  iPensumer 
may  still  be  able  to  walk  home  in  safety  I 
But  enough  of  this  (as  your  readers  will 
doubtless  say  I>— and  Ictus  oometothepoint 
as  the  knife  said  to  the  penoQ— so  I  will 
oon'olude  h][  reeommeodin^  a  '*  maximum" 
on  my  choice,  and  as  it  is  a  foreiffnone, 
I  must  necessarily  break  out  into  foreign 
Voetrj—dxat  as  easy  to—}, 

Yours  deyotedly,       Lady  Gat. 

CAMB^XSMWrnOM  SxLionoK. 

Le  type  Is  plus  "  nob  "  dans  le  monde, 
Le  nomme,  on  dit,  Le  Chouan  I 

Mais,  ronU  au  dessous  de  I'onde, 
Beyient  **  Blanc  "  oomme  KairouanI 


TO  ASTR/EA. 

( JFho  tootUd  have  me  show  her  my  hand. ) 

Too  pretty  Palmist,  oh,  refrain. 

Nor  thus  my  Destinies  importune 
To  bare  the  map  of  trite  and  plain 
Misfortune. 

Methinks,  that  I,  sweet  sorceress, 

Whose  weird  persuasions  fascinate  us. 
Can  read  my  stars  without  express 
Afflatus. 

**I*m  o*er  ambitioue" — ^more  than  true ; 

To  fail,  the  lot  of  deyer  men  'tis. 
Who 's  not  a  genius  in  his  two- 
And-twenties. 

( Tour  two-and-twenties  bide  aboye, 

While  mine — I  'm  in  the  sere  and  yellow- 
But  I  was  once  the  model  of 
A  fellow.) 


**J/y  /iVit"  &/  ht^ad 

quite 

Jjvwn  iVi  tlte 
depthe^  noiff 
past  the  ekj/^ 
l4ne '  ''^ 

Hard  lines  I    The  line  that  sways  a  kite 
Is  my  Une. 

**  My  line  of  heart  te  insecure—** 

Let  **x"  be  hearts;  to  render  scarce  "  j?," 
Let  **  I "-»  diyide  it;  eyes  are  your 
Unfair  sex. 

••  My  love  wiU  ne'er  endure : "  you  wrong 
My  passion :  sooth,! it  will,  if  you're  it: 
Yet  stay :  to  wed  ?— I  couldn't  long 
Endure  it. 

"  My  line  of  life  t»  slurred  and  aueer,*' 

It  always  was— a  hankey-pankey 
Of  glories  missed— a  fine  career, 
But  manquf. 

So  there,  forbear  to  spell  my  fate ; 

I  'ye  sayed  you  that  sibylline  trouble ; 
You  oould  but  this  true  estimate 
Redouble. 

Still,  if  you  dasp  m^  hand,  and  plead. 

And,  pouting,  daim  your  second-sight,  it 
May  chaQoe  that  though  you  may  not  read, 
Yoa'lltoTKtoit. 


WAS,  IS,  AND  WILL  BE. 

(  Three  Periods  of  Biography, ) 

Past  {Mistorieal),  —  Genenl  SmsoK 
Snookss  was  one  of  the  jgrreatest  Com- 
manders that  eyer  figured  in  an  European 
war.  His  defence  of  Herren-Bayoz,  in 
1796,  will  be  long  remembered  by  those 
of  his  grateful  countrymen  who  feared 
that  the  Corsican  upstart  would  get  the 
upper  hand  in  the  semi-fraternal  struggle 
in  the  Portugo-Hispanian  Peninsula.  A 
seryice  nearly  as  important  was  performed 
when  Skookxb  (then  a  Colonel),  led  the 
forlorn  hope  that  gaye  Pbggx  Wxll  Bbt 
(the  Turkish  conqueror)  into  the  grasping 
hands  of  the  British  Goyemment.  Yet 
still  another  yictory  was  scored  when 
Contain  Svooxxa  forced  the  gates  of  Ram 
ana  Mar,  and  brought  the  proud  Earls  of 
the  Fiye  Free  Ports  to  their  knees  and 
their  senses.  That  he  should  haye  receiyed 
the  freedom  of  the  City  of  London  was  as 
it  should  haye  been,  and  it  must  haye 
been  gratifying  to  his  sorrowinff  friends 
and  i«latiyes  that  Royalty  itself  should 
haye  been  represented  at  his  obsequies. 
His  fame  as  a  yictorious  General  will 
neyer  fade,  and  although  his  priyate  life 
may  haye  been  uninteresting,  his  connec- 
tion with  the  noble  family  of  Da  Scboo  • 
envs  will  for  eyer  gain  for  him  the  respect 
of  his  fellow-countrymen. 

Pbesekt  (Anecdotal),  —  General 
SvooKXB— bett^  known  in  the  last  cen- 
tuiy  as  *'SiMPLX  Sixok"— was  a  most 
interesting  personage.  Of  his  militaij 
career  it  is  unnecessary  to  speak,  as  it 
was  extremely  commonplace,  and  yoid  of 
incident.  He  was  a  vetit  mattre — and 
numerous  tales  are  tola  of  his  gallantry. 
On  one  occasion,  meeting  LadV  Bessib 
Fsnzimuj}',  on  the  Green  at  Tumham, 
he  called  attention  to  the  fairness  of  the 
sunset  **  Quite  like  cream.  Lady  BxssiB," 
said  the  old  beau^  takinff  a  pinch  of  snuff. 
*'  Whipped,  you  mean,"  replied  the  mali- 
cious maiden,  with  a  smile.  "Sihple 
SiMOK  "  simpered,  but  neyer  forgaye  the 
liberty.  At  another  time  the  General  was 
speaking  to  the  late  Duke  of  York,  when 
that  illustrious  personage  oommanoed  the 
British  Army.  **I  say,  Simmt,"  ex- 
claimed H.R.H.,  *'if  the  French  inyade 
us,  you  must  look  after  Number  One." 
**You  mean.  Sir,"  was  the  prompt 
answer,  ''Number  One  Hundred  and 
One  I "  The  King,  hearing  this  aneedote 
a  littie  later,  made  ''Simple  Sdcok" 
his  extra  Equerry.  But  perhaps  the  best 
story  of  all  was  that  told  of  nis  inter- 
yiew  with  Dean  Swift.  "  I  propose  lis- 
tening to  your  Reyerenoe  on  Sunday," 
said  the  simple  one.  "Oh,  indeed  I" 
replied  the  sarcastic  ecdesiastio.  "  Then 
we  shall  haye  a  case  of  a  OuUiver  come 
to  judgment  I  "  Many  other  good  stories 
are  told  of  this  General,  whose  career  was 
rather  in  the  drawing-room  than  in  the 
field  of  fflory.  He  died  in  1825,  and  was 
buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  At  his 
funeral  there  was  a  large  assemblage  of 
the  best-known  people  of  the  day,  and 
amongst  them  the  Editor  of  the  NiaUomd 
D^ender,  **Sie transit floria^^'uidwrnd' 
one.    "  Mundil "  added  the  journalist 

FuTUBE  (CoMectural).  —  Snooxbs, 
SmoK.  No  one  knows  who  this  person 
was,  but  it  is  shrewdly  ooiyecturea  that 
he  may  haye  had  some  official  connection 
(possibiy  as  a  Goyemment  contractor) 
with  one  <i  the  ancient  wars.  As  his 
monument  is  defaced,  and  there  are  no 
records  of  his  family,  it  is  useless  to 
attempt  to  make  his  biogra^y  any  fuller. 
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STUDIES    IN   CONTINENTAL   PERSPECTIVE. 

A  Dust  for  Tbnos  and  Bass. 


''SQUAEED!'' 

A  SONQ  OF  ▲  SSTTLBMBirr. 

AiB— **  The  Death  of  Nelmm.'' 

Eecitatitx. 

NxAS    NiLsoir's    moniiment,    with    gloom 


The  rowdj  mooniB  a  Qaestion,  now  at  rest. 
Bat  AflQuiTH's  laurels  shall  not  fade  with 

yean, 
Whose  oann  J  settlement  the  pahlic  eheers. 

Anu 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Souare, 

We  heard  the  sponters  blare, 

Each  rough  rejoicing  then. 


They  scorned  churl  Wabesn's  yoke, 
Of  order  made  a  joke, 

And  claimed  the  Bights  of  Men. 
But  Ajqueth  came,  the  eool  and  hraye, 
And  poured  oil  on  the  troubled  waTe. 

His  speech  was  just  a  beauty  I 
Along  each  line  tms  meaning  ran : — 
"  England  respects  true  Rights  of  Man, 

But  means  enforcing  Duty." 

No  more  rude  mobs  may  roar, 
A  nuisance  and  a  bore, 

Where'er  Bubhs  lead  the  way. 
As  Tictory  is  this  claimed 
By  spouts,  by  cod  sense  tamed  f 

All  right!    Let  them  hooray  I 
But  dearly  is  their  oonquest  bought,! 
'Twas  scarce  for  this  mad  Gbasax  fought 


'Tis/atV,  though— there  *s  its  beauty. 
All  just  claims  met  by  this  shrewd  plan, 
The  speechifying  Bights  of  Man, 

Plus  the  Policeman's  duty. 

A8QX7iTH*8  dear,  certain  sound. 
Will  spread  dismay  around| 

SmM  circles.    ^'^We  betiered! 
AsQUiTH  was  on  our  side." 
The  roughs  will  say.    '*  He's  tried, 

And  we— well,  we're  deoeiTed. 
If  we  're  pemMed  in  this  Sauaze 
To  muster  there,  why  shoula  we  otre  f 

The  game  has  lost  its  beauly ! 
licence  unfettered  is  otir  iilan. 
Who  cares  a  cuss  for  Bights  of  Man, 

Checked  by  that  bugbear  Duty  f  " 

PKESENTED  AT  COURT. 

Mb.  Pukch,  8ib, 

I  AM  indignant— distrusted!  I  went 
last  night  to  see  a  new  Pjeoe,  called  The 
Ouardifnan,  at  the  Court  Theatre,  the  {dot 
of  which,  reminded  me — 'tis  merely  a  coin- 
cidenoe — of  Incognita^  now  ^oing  strong  la 
St.  Martin's  Lane.  The  coincident  being  that 
a  certain  voung  man  won't  marry  an  uncertain 
young  lady  whom  the^  want  him  to  marry,  be- 
cause he  IS  in  loTe  with  quite  another  young 
lady  (as  he  thinks)  who  (the  ineognUa)  turns 
out  to  be  the  very  lady  whom  he  is  required  to 
wed.  Howeyer,  that 's  not  what  I  'm  writinr 
about.  I  leaye  criticism  to  your  "  professiaDal 
gent."  Well,  Sir,  it  was  yery  amusing,  and 
very  well  acted,  fiut  from  a  military  point  of 
Tiew,  shameful.  Sir !— shameful  I  The  people 
about  me  were  laughing,  and  said  that  the 
lines  were  good;  that,  take  it  all  round,  it 
ought  to  be  a  success:  that  it  was  mwt 
amusing.  But  how  could  I  appreciate  snr- 
thing  men  I  found  a  Captain  in  the  Guarof, 
on  the  Queen's  Birthday,  walking  about  in 
plain  leather  boots !  It  was  as  bad,  in  my 
mind,  as  when  Mr.  Chablis  Wabitxb,  in 
the  piece  called  In  the  Jtanke^  appeared  as  a 
priyate  in  the  same  distinguished  Begiment 
in  patent  leathers  I  And  what  was  the  Cap- 
tain doing.  Sir,  in  mess  uniform  at  his  nude's 
chambers,  when  he  was  supposed  to  be  on 
guard  at  the  Tower  ?  At  least  so  I  under- 
stood him  to  be,  but  I  may  haye  been  wrong. 
At  any  rate,  an  odd  sort  of  place  to  dine  at, 
if  he  was  not  on  duty,  and  if  he  were,  he 
should  not  haye  left  his  post.  Moreoyer, 
where  was  his  scarf,  as  orderly  officer  P  But 
perhaps  he  was  not  on  duty,  and  had  dn^iped 
in  upon  the  mess  (in  the  height  of  the  Season  I) 
in  a  friendly  sort  of  way.  Well,  that  might 
explain  matters  a  bit,  hut  not  to  my  entire 
satisfaction.  And  my  wife  tells  me  that  it 
is  rather  late  to  make  alterations  in  a  Court 
dress  the  day  before  the  Drawing-Boom.  And 
she  says,  too,  that  she  has  neyer  been  hustled 
and  crushed  when  she  has  gone  to  Bucking- 
ham Palace.  And  if  it  comes  to  thatL  Sir, 
I  haye  accompanied  her,  and  can  youon  for 
the  strict  accuracy  of  the  statement.  But 
these  are  minor  matters.  What  I  camwt 
stand  are  The  OuartUtnafCs  boots ! 

Yours  more  in  anger  than  in  bmtow, 
Ak  Old  Solddbb. 
Mare  Lodg^t  CtUeadHehonmgh^ 

Tomatkinehire, 


Bhymea  for  the  Times. 

If  I  were  a  missionary 

On  the  plains  of  Uganda, 
I/d  leaye  that  position  airy 

Ere,  at  dawn,  anew  'gan  day. 

QUESnOK  FOB  A  DlCKXHSIAir  EXAXIKAIIOV 
Papbb.- "Ifors  's  Pip—Aek  Pip.  Pip 's  our 
mutual  friend,**  In  which  A  DlCKXYS's 
Noyels  does  this  occur? 
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SQUARED ! " 


FiMT  CmzOT.  /•  WOT  I     •  ALLOWED '  TO  MEET  IN  TRAFALGAR  SQUARE  ON  SATURDAYS,  SUNDAYS,  AND 
BANK  'OLIDAYS,  ARE  WE !  I "  ^  V^UUWl^ 

Sboowd  dmKir.   "  THEN  WE  JUST  WONT  GO  1 1     HE-HE  II"  ^  y  ^ 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  BAEDS; 

Or,  Th€  Li$U/or  the  LaunU. 
FllTJfi  THS  SbOOHD* 

••  l?V"iRB  in,  my  warUen  I "  Pujiohius  cried. 

••To 'wire,' 
Though  alangy,  Bonndfl  appropriate  to  the 

I-yre." 

Then,  forth  there  toddled  with  the  minnSng 

gtdt 
Oi    Boxne  fair  "Tottering  LQj,"  him,  the 

firreat 
New    Bard    of    Boddhal 

Graye,   and   grej  of 

oreet 
'Tifl  he  illnmee  the  nnbi- 

bnatio  West 
With  the  true  ''Light  of 

-4«ui,"— -or,  at  Mat, . 
Suoh   flimnlaonim  of  the 

effulgent  East 
Aa  ahineth  from  a  home- 
made Chinese  lantern. 
No  Hayiz  he,  or  Saadi,  yet 

he  eon  torn 
Authentic    Sanscrit    to— 

Telearaphese, 
And    make   the   Muse    a 

moon-faced  Japanese. 
Leaderesqae  lore  of  gentle 

riuh  and ''Caps.," 
la  bxent  in  him  with  fond- 
ness for  the  Jape. 
"Wahl   wah!   futteet— 

wahl   wah,  goorool" 

he  cried. 
And  twanged  his  tinkling 

orient  lyre  with  pride. 

THE  MOANING  OF 
THE  BARDS. 

No  moaning  of  the  hardi  ! 
A  pleasant  quip  I 
No  mannf  actiuea  gloom 
to  dim  that  far  l^ht  I 
Of  dirge's  luxury  depriye 
my  lip? 
So  sons  might  say  there 
ahall    be     no     more 
starlight  I 

Lampinff  is  not  required  at 

day^i  fall  noon, 
Lanterns    art    out     of 

place  in  dawn's  fair 

flash-light ; 
But  when  dark  night  sets 

in,    and    there's    no 

moon. 
There  is  a  chance  for 

stars,  or  eren  a  rash- 
light. 

No  moaning  of  the  bards  ? 
That  were  hard  lines 
For  minor  line-spinners, 
imperial  TxHHTSOir  I 
Owls     only    haye     their 
chance  when  day  declines, 
That's  why  the  night-birds  crown  thee 
with  prompt  benison. 
Liwu  has  wailed  and  warbled— twiddlingly: 
Altixd  has— rootley-tootlely— wailed  and 
warbled; 
WnLUx's  Toong  Mase  hath  wept— then  why 
not  Me, 
Whose  brow,  not  less  than  theirs,  with 
woe  is  marbled  f 
BoBiBi  and  Ausnir  (Dobsoh)  took  their 
tarns; 
There  is  some  talk,  too,  of  Sir  Thiosoxs 
Mabtdt. 
Seeing  my  lips,  too,  thrill,   my  heart,  too, 
bams,  [part  in  t 

I    Why  the  great  contest  ahoald  I  take  no 


Minr  bo  I  do  not  carry  guns  enough 
To  epically  glorifV  King  Abthub, 
Bat  I  haTO  penned  some  reams  of  rhythmic 
staff 
Conoeming  (please  admire  the  rhyme!) 
SidbIbtha. 

(That,    as    an   "assonance,"   is    quite   as 
good 
As  ^Bang  it,"  and  ''hegan  it."     Orna- 
mental 
And  Eastern  Mythos  draws  me;  but  I'm 
good 
At  '^Poems  National  and  Non-OrientaL" 


Knocks  her  nice  little  flat  nose  on  the  floor. 
In  Japanese  politeness,  my  '*  Half  JeweL" 

ALesRNOir's  nymphs,  in  song  or  in  amour 
Are  always  ooarse  and  generally  crueL 

"  PearU  of  the'Fatth,^*  is  a  most  pons  work, 

Although  Al-MutIhIli  is  the  stringer. 
But  only  he  who  hates  **  The  Unspeakable 
Turk," 
On  that  account  would  blame  the  Christian 
singer  I 

** Lotus  and  Jewell" 
nice? 


Doesn't  that  sound 


AN    ILL-DIGESTED    LESSON. 

TheOovemets,  "And  now,  what  is  ▲  Parabli,  EffiiT" 
JS!fU{whohai  got  rather  muddled),  "A  Parablb?    Oh,  of  coursi,  ▲  Parablb 
IS  ▲  Hjllyxnlt  Stort  with  ak  Sartblt  Mxanino  1 " 


Mt  mild  Jap  Muse  mag 
DC  a  roguey-poguey ; 
But^there's  no  stimulus  to 
pleasant  rice 

About  a  hdy  Brahman 
or  chaste  i  ogL 

*'  Land  of  the  Rasing  Sun," 

delijjhtfuFrard 
Kingdom      of      Merry 

Dreams,"  of  you  I  'm 

amorous. 
Must    that    exclude    me 

from    the    Wreath  F 

Absurd! 
I'm  prettilT  pious,  and 

I  'm  gently  glamorous. 

My  Knighthood  proves  that 
I  am  quite  O.K., 
My  dear   D.    T.    will 
answer  for  my  morals ; 
I'm  steeped  in   Sanscrit 
lore,  and  so  must  sav 
I  can't  see  why  I  should 
not  wear  the  laurels  I 

*'aaite  so,"  said  Punch. 

*•  I  like  jrour  rhyme — 

and  cheek ; 
Still,  there  be  otiiers  yet 

to  hear— next  week  I " 


I  loye  the  Hindoos,  I  adore  the  Japs ; 

I  'm  fond  of  scraps  of  Oriental  Imgo ; 
Yet  I'm  a    patnot,   and    haye    hymned, 
perhaps. 
As  much  as  most,  my  natiye  god,  great 
Jingo  I 
I  think  a  Mnse  with  twinkly  almond  orbs. 
Would— as  a  change— in  England  proTC 
most  fetching ; 
Is  it  not  plain  Ja^  Art  our  Art  absorbs  I 
Why  not  in  smging,   then,   as  well  as 
sketching? 
I  'm  sure  my  *'  Gxusi "  is  as  good  a  girl 
As  FtTMii.  or  Fauetine^  or  e'en  Dotoree, 
Is  she  more  iraiL  less  fair,  that  perfect  pearl 
Of  SiiuriAff  Girls,  Xipangu's  great'st  of 
glorieer 


Apologia  AsBTOATnr- 
818. —  "'Abet  in  'Arro- 
gate "  was  so  much  sought 
after  everywhere  that  it 
was  thought  Mr.  Punch 
could  not  possiblv  suiyplj 
the  spreat  demand  for  this 
arti(uewith  sufficient  cele- 
ri^  and  dispatch.  Hence 
it  happened  that  the  Har^ 
rogate  Advertiser  enthusi- 
astically reproduced  the 
entire  article  as  published 
in  I£r.  Punches  pages, 
without  saying  *' with  your 
leave,  or  by  your  leave,"  to 
the  Proprietors  represent- 
ing I£r.  Punch.  Bo,  Mr. 
Punch,  always  kindly  and 
courteous,  was  compelled 
in  this  instance  to  "  xnow 
the  reason  why."  Where- 
upon The  Harrogate  Ad- 
eertieer  acknowleoffed  that  it  did  not 
**harrogate  to  itself"  any  sort  of  right  to 
republish  wholesale  without  acknowledgment 
anything  that  has  appeared  in  Mr.  Punches 
pa^s^  and  at  once  handsomely  aj^cgiMd  for 
this  instanoe  of  priggishness  quite  unprece- 
dented in  the  Harrogate  Advertiser's  columns 
{Fids  Harrogate  Advertiser,  October  15). 
JBox  and  Cox  are  satisfied.  Causa  flnita  est. 
Vive  'AsrtI  Likewise  'Arrygatel  And, 
know,  all  men.  by  these  presents,  that  Mr. 
P.  is  quite  wide-awake. 

Akecbotagb.— Said  the  Old  Parliamentary 
Hand,  entering  Christ  Church,  **  I  prefer  thts 
House  to  the  other  I "  It  was  the  success  of 
thevirit 
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A  COOL  HAND. 

IrrtpresiibU Pupil,  "Poor  Stuff,  Sir,  this  Viroil.    Don't  you  think  so? 

Sv^ering  Coach  {who  can  tcareely  believe  hit  ears),  **  Poor  Stuff,  Sir  ! ! !    Virgil— poor  Stitff  !     Weat  do  tov  MMJjrf** 

Irrepreseible Pupil {tinmoved),  "Seems  to  me,  Sir,  it's  msrblt  ▲  Literal  Translation  of  some  of  the  best  English  Crus  !** 


LES  ENFANTS  TEREIBLES ! 

[(•It  ig  to  b«  lincertlj  hoped  that  there  U  no 
truth  in  the  rumour  that  a  paper  for  children  will 
shortly  make  its  appearance,  entirely  written  and 
illustrated  by  children  under  fifteen  years  of  age." 
—8t.  Jamee'%  Qa%ette^  October  12M.] 

Wht,  ohurlish  oritio,  do  you  hope  sincerely 
The  rumour,  whieh  you  mention,  is  untrue  ? 

Mere  prejudice  makes  you  regard  severely 
The  cause  of  liberty  which  we  pursue. 

We  are,  Th€  Prattler  will  establish  dearlj, 
Quite  competent  to  edit  a  review ; 

The  age  of  greatest  wisdom  will  be  seen 

To  be  decidedly  below  fifteen. 

We  never  showed,  as  we  need  hardly  mention, 
That  fabled  ignorance  about  the  stars, 

From  earliest  days  we  spoke  about  *  declension,' 
And  argued  on  the  atmosphere  of  Mars ; 

While  parents  we  put  up  with^  more  attention 
We  paid  towards  another  kind  of  **  pars.'* ; 

Full  soon  was  lit  the  journalistic  flame, — 

We  lisped  in  leaders,  for  the  leaders  came. 

That  foolish    custom,    which    at    present 
smothers 

Our  jouthful  genius,  we  shall  supersede. 
Here  are  some  papers  which,  with  muiy  others. 

Will  make  ThePratUerwDmBni  indeed ; — 
A  series  on  '*  The  Management  of  MoUiers," 

Will  meet,  we  hope,  a  long-experienced 
need; 
Elsewhere  we  'U  note,  in  some  attractive  waj, 
The  latest  long-clothes  fashion  of  the  day. 

Instruction  in  the  art  of  window-breaking, 
And  modes  to  tame  a  fiery  governess, 

Descriptions  of  perambulator-making — 
No  need  on  details  to  lay  further  stress. 


You  '11  own  our  journalistic  undertaking, 

Most  prove  an  unequivocal  success ; 
While  you,  who  uttered  this  untimely  sneer, 
Wm  blush,  apologise,  and  disappear! 


MY  FIRST  BRIEF. 

Whbv  vou,  my  first  brief,  were  delivered. 
Every  fibre  in  me  quivered 
With  delight.    I  seemed  to  see 
Myself  admitted  a  a.C.  ] 

Piles  of  briefs  upon 

the  table. 
More  work  to  do  than 

I  was  able ; 
Clients     scrambling 

for  advice. 
Then   Lobb   Cvlls- 
csllor  in  a  trice. 

I  seized  mj  virgin 

pencil  blue, 
Marked  and  perused 
you  through. and 
through. 

The  story  brief,  imstmctions  short, 

Defendant  in  a  County  Court, 

It  needed  not  an  ounce  of  sense 

To  see  that  you  had  no  defence. 

But,  erudite  in  English  law, 

I  fashioned  bricks  without  the  straw. 

Around  mv  chamber-fioor  I  sped. 
Harangued  the  book-case  on  eaon'head ; 
DsMOSTHmnn  and  Cicxro 
On  hearing  me  had  cried  a  go. 
Then  I  must  own  that  I  was  nettled— 
Oat  of  Court  the  case  was  settled.; 
AUmv  points  were  left  unmade. 
And  the  fee  ii  left  unpaid. 


POLITE  LEARNING. 

[Professor  Lombkoso  wiitss  in  the  E&rme  dm 
JReeuee  that  all  women  are  liars.  Mr.  Vzcrom 
HoaSLBT  writes  in  the  Timet  that  one  of  ICas 
Cobbb's  statements  is  a  lie.] 


Shameful,  shocking,  rude  Prof easor ! 
Cbichtoit  Bbowitk— your  predeoeaaar 
In  attacks,  would-be  suppressor 

Of  the  higher 
Education— once  compared  them 
To  the  Pantaloon,  and  scared  them. 
But  he  was  polite,  and  spared  them 

Words  like**  liar." 

Lie,  indeed  lUThere  is  a  middle 
Course— say  "  fib  "  or  "  tarradiddle," 
*•  Not  quite  true,"  **  A  sort  of  riddle 

Facts  to  smother." 
We,  who  love  the  fair  romancer— 
Be  she  talker,  singer,  dancer. 
What  you  will,  she 's  sweet— we  answvr. 

"You 're  another!" 

As  for  you,  rough  Mr.  Hosslst, 

Arguing  so  very  coarsely, 

May  I  say  yours  is  a  worse  lie, — 

Rh  jming  badly  f 
You,  so  skilled  in  vivisection. 
Could  cut  up  Miss  Cobbs*8  objeotiaii. 
With  your  tongue  in  some  sutyection. 

Not  thus  madly. 

Why,  LoMBBOSO  wonld  despise  yon. 
Though  he  is  so  rude.    These  *' lies" yon 
Freely  write  make  folks  surmise  yon 

An  impostor, 
Not  the  lady.  You  We  not  "  licked"  h«. 
(Slang  to  suit  you)  though  yoo  're  Yioioft, 
Since  you  stoop  to  contradict  her 

like  a  coster. 


Ootobsb  29,  ltS92.] 
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A  XT8TEBI0178  tldnff 

For  our  oommonplaoe  day, 
Ib  the  lady  I  ting 
In  the  following  lay. 

While  I'm  shooting  the 
grouse, 

Or  eigoying  the  sea, 
She  takes  oare  of  my  noose 

For  a  nominal  fee. 

For  ten  shillings  a- week 
Does     this     wonderful 
woman 

Undertake,  so  to  speak. 
An  existence  inhuman. 

Like  their  dwellings  the 
rabbits  [treats, 

Deep  in  darklinff  re- 
This  weird  widow  inhabits 

Subterranean  seats. 

What  with  humour  **  con- 
trary," 

Or  iromo  despair. 
She  denominates  "  airey  " — 

From  its  absence  of  air  I 

It  would  give  me  the  blues 
Household  gods  to  uphold 

With   a   Uoyd'i    Weekly 
News 
Of  some  fifty  days  old. 

In  a  Stygian'gloom, 
Far  mm  sun  and  done, 

She  sits  looked  in  her  room, 
Unoompanioned,  alone. 


SONGS  OUT  OF  SEASON.— MY  CAEETAKEE, 

I  At  a  knock,  at  a  call 

How  she  shivers  and  starts ! 
She's**  that  nerrous"-  and ''Hall 
Of  'er  fambly  'as  'earte." 


"  A  red  ^errmg^  an  tftion, 
Ju$t  of  dripping  a  hite  " 

— ^This  is  not  my  opmion. 
Hers  verbatim  I  cite. 


Not  till  gloaminff  obscure 
Cools  hot  Lonaon  at  last, 

Hies  she  forth  to  procure 
Her  ideal  repast. 


But  I  fancy,  though  loth 
to 
Thus  detract  from  her 
merits, 
(And  I  'ye  her  solemn  oath 
tool) 
That  she's  "partial  to 
sperrits." 

For  once  suddenly  coming 
(She  supposed  me  away) 
I  was  struck  by  her  hum- 
ming 
"  Ta-ra-  ra  Boom  de 
Ayr 

And  not  humming  it  only ; 

Also  dancing  the  same, — 
This  bereayed,  honest, 
lonely 

Deferential  dame  I 

^^Ta-ra-ra    Boom    de 
Ay!'' 
In  my  desolate  hall ; 
I,    though    prone    to   be 

i\^       Di£^t  like  it  at  alL 

;  "  Which," she  said,  *4twasFitt- 
I     The  Sint  Biteus  "—her  fling  I— 
Yes  I    The  Caretaker,  it's 
i     A  mysterious  thing. 


CGHVEESATIGHAL  HnrTS  FOB   TOTTNO  SHOOTEBS. 

(By  Mr.  Punch* »  own  Grotue  in  the  Ounroom.) 

LXTVOH  (CONmnJED). 

How  well  I  remember  a  certain  day  in  the  by-gone  years,  when 
for  the  first  time  a  great  truth  suddenly  burst  upon  me  in  all  its 
glory.  The  morning's  sport  had  been  unsuccessful.  We  were  all 
fairly  tired,  and  some  of  us,  in  spite  of  the  moderate  temi>erature, 
were  perspiring  freely.  For  we  had  been  walking  up  late  partridges 
meet  of  the  morning,  with  just  an  occasional  shot  here  ana  there  at 
pheasants  in  coyert.  Now,  late  partridges  are  perhaps  the  least 
amenable  of  created  things.  They  cherish  a  perfectly  ricQoulous  con- 
yiction  that  nature,  in  endowing  them  with  life,  intended  that  they 
should  preserye  it,  and  consequently  they  hold  it  to  be  their  one 
aim  and  object  to  fly,  whirring  and  cheeping,  out  of  sight^  long 
before  eyen  an  enthusiastic  shot  could  haye  a  chance  of  proying  to 
them  how  beautifully  a  bird  can  be  missed.  For  some  reason  or 
other,  our  hoet  had  reused  or  had  been  unable  to  driye  the  birds. 
One  result  was  that  we  had  tramped  and  tramped  and  tramped, 
getting  only  rare  shots,  and  doing  but  little  execution.  Another 
result  was,  that  the  place  was  simply  littered  with  lost  tempers,  and 
we  sat  down  to  lunch  yery  much  out  of  conceit  with  ourselyes,  our 
guns,  our  cartridges,  the  keepers,  the  dogs,  and  eyery  thing  else.  The 
pleasant  array  of  plates  and  glasses,  and  the  sayoury  odours  of  the 
meats  mitigated,  but  did  not  dispel  the  frowns.  Then  suddenlythere 
dropped  down  amongst  us,  as  it  were  from  the  sky,  the  Great  Wood- 
cock Saga.  In  a  moment  the  eyents  of  the  morning  were  for- 
gotten, brows  deared,  tempers  were  picked  up,  and  an  eager  hilarity 
reigned  oyer  the  company,  while  the  adyentures  of  the  wonderful 
bira  were  pursued  from  tree  to  tree,  from  clump  to  clump,  through 
all  the  zig-zags  oi.  his  maryellous  flight,  until  ne  finally  yanished 
triumphantly  into  the  unknown. 

Now  the  Great  Woodcock  Saga  is  brought  about  in  this  way  :— 
First  of  aU  suppose  that  a  woodcock  has  shown  himself  somewhere  or 
other  during  the  morning.  If  he  was  seen  it  follows,  as  the  day 
follows  the  night,  (1),  that  everybody  shot  at  him  at  the  meet  fan- 
tastic distances  without  regard  to  the  liyes  and  limbs  of  the  rest  of 
the  party ;  (2),  that  Qn  most  cases)  eyerybody  missed  him ;  (3),  that 
eyeryboay,  though  haying,  according  to  nis  own  yersion,  been 
especially  carefulhimself ,  has  been  placed  in  imminent  peril  by  the 
recklessness  of  the  rest ;  (4),  that  eyerybody  threw  himself  flat  on 
his  face  to  ayoid  death :  and  (5),  that  the  woodcock  is  not  really 
a  bird  at  all,  but  a  deyil.  The  following  is  suggested  as  an  example 
of  Woodcock-dialogue,  the  scene  being  laid  at  lunch :— 

First  Sportsman  ipaming  in  his  attack  on  a  plateful  of  curried 
rabbit).  By  Jupiter  I  that  WAS  a  sttiattish  w66dco(ik.    I  neyer  saw 


the  beggar  till  he  all  bat  flew 
into  my  face,  and  then  awaj  he 
went,  like  a  stxeak  of  greftaed 
lightning.  I  let  him  haye  both 
barrels ;  but  I  mi|^t  as  well  haye 
shot  at  a  gnat  Still,  I  fancy  I 
tickled  him  up  with  my  left. 

Second  Sporteman  (a  HomL 
jovial  man,  breaking  in).  Tioklea 
him  up!  By  gum,  I  thofoi^t  I 
was  going  to  be  ti<dded  np,  I  tell 
you.  Shot  was  flying  all  romnd 
me— bang  I  bang  I  uL  oyer  the 
place,  r  loosed  off  twice  at  him. 
and  then  went  down,  to  ayeid 
punishment  Hayen't  a  notioa 
what  became  of  him. 

Third  Sporteman  [choking  with 
laughter  at  the  recoUeetion).  I  eaw 
you  go  down,  old  cook.  First  go 
off,  1  thought  you  were  hit :  bat^ 
when  you  got  that  old  face  of 
yours  up,  and  be^an  to  ludkr 
^*  Wor  guns  I ''  as  if  you  meant 
to  bust,  why  I  jolly  soon  knew 
there  wasn't  much  the  matter 
with  you.  Just  look  at  him^  yoa 
chaps.  Do  you  think  an  ordmazT 
charge  of  shot  would  go  through 
that}    Not  likely. 

Fourth  Sportsman  {nuUiarw 
man).  Gad,  it  was  awful!  I  'd 
rather  be  bucketed  about  by 
EyiLTV  Wood  for  a  we^  than 
face  another  woodcock.  I  heard 
'em  shoutin'.  **Woodoook  for- 
ward! Woodcock  baok !  Wood- 
cock to  the  right!  Woodeo^ 
to   the   left!     Mark— mark!" 

GadI   thinks  I  to  myself,  the  bally  place  must  be  full  of  'em. 

Just  then  out  he  came,  as  sly  as  be  blowed.     My  old  bundook 

went  off  of  its  own  accord.    I  bagged  the  best  part  of  an  oak  tree, 

and,  after  that,  I  scooted.    Things  were  gettin*  just  a  shade  too 

warm,  by  gad  I    A  reg*lar  hail-storm,  that 's  what  it  waa.     No, 

thank  you,  thinks  I ;  not  for  this  party— I  'm  off  to  coyer.  So  that  '• 

all  /  Imow  about  it.    Thanks,  Touf  t— do  you  mind  handin'  r«iuid 

that  beer-jug  ? 
First  Sportsman  {rallying  him\.  Just  think  of  that.    And  we  *ie 

all  of  us  taxed  to  keep  a  chap  like  that  in  comfort    Why  yoa*ie 

paid  to  be  shot  at^that  's  what  you  're  there  for,  you  and  your  thin 

red  line,  and  all  that    By  Jupiter !  we  don't  get  our  money'a  w 

out  of  you  if  you're  going 

to  cut  and  run  before  a  poor, 

weakj  harmless  woodcock. 
[Military     Sportsman     is 

heavily  chaffed. 
Military  Sportsman.   Oh, 

it's  all  yery  well  for  you   . 

Johnnies  to  gas  like  that—       | 

but,  by  Gad,  you  didn't  seem  Zl. 

oyer-anxious  to  stand  fire  r  '^ 

yourselyes.  Why  vour  teeth  i^^ 

are  chattering  solL  Bnncs.        j^^ , . 
Binks.  Ah,  but  I 'm  only  a  iSv^^s 

poor  dyilian. 
Military  Sportsman.   WelL  I  out  and  ran  as  a  dyilian.     Bee  f 

Did  anyone  shoot  the  bloomin'  bird,  after  all  P 
The  Host.  Shoot  him?    I  should  think  not    The  last  I  saw  of  him 

he  was  sailing  off  quite  comfortable,  cocking  snooks  at  the  whole  lot 

Haye  another  go  ot  pie,  JoHinnr  ? 

So  that  is  the  Great  Woodcock  Saga,  the  absolute  aoouraoy  of 
which  eyery  sportsman  is  bound  to  reoognise.  And  the  great  tratfa 
that' burst  upon  me  is  this,  that  if  you  want  to  restore  good  temper  to 
a  shattered  partf ,  you  must  start  talking  about  woodcocks.  If  yon 
saw  a  woodcock  in  the  morning,  talk  about  that  one.  If  not,  b^in 
about  the  woodcock  you  saw  last  week,  or  the  woodcock  somebody 
else  missed  the  week  before.  But  whateyer  you  do,  always  keep  a 
woodcock  for  a  (metaphorically)  rainy  day.  Bring  him  out  at  lunch 
next  time  you  snoot,  and  watch  the  effect 

'*  GBiEyAVCES  OP  CiyiL  SKRyiirrs."— Sir,  seeing  this  heading  ia 
the  Times  to  a  letter  which  I  didn't  stop  to  read,  I  can  only  aar, 
for  my  part,  that  us  seryanta  as  is  really  dyil  onffht not nenvto 
haye  any  "  grievanoies."  Tips  is  the  reward  to  *;  ewH  aervuth.'*— 
i»  Thb  BtJtLER.  Digitized  by  Vrr\^ 


Yottttli  THB  BtJtLER. 
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COHVEBSATIOHAL  HINTS  FOB  TOTTNO  SHOOTEBS. 

LxTVCH  (eofi^mu^^.— Perhaps  the  hest  piece  of  advice  that  I  can 
give  YOU,  my  yoan?  friend,  10  that— for  conyenational  porpoeea— 
yoa  Buoidd  make  a  careful  study  of  the  natures  and  temperaments 
of  TOUT  companions.  Watch  their  little  peculiarities,  hoth  of  manner 
ana  of  shooting ;  pick  up  what  you  can  about  their  careers  in  sport 
and  in  the  general  world,  and  use  the  knowledge  so  acquired  with 
tact  and  disOTetion  when  you  are  talking  to  them.  For  instance,  if 
one  of  the  party  is  a  celebrated 
shot,  who  has  done  some  asto- 
nishing record  at  driyen  grouse, 
you  may,  after  the  necessary 
preliminaries,  ask  him  to  be 
good  enough  to  tell  you  what 
was  the  precise  number  of  birds 
he  shot  on  that  occasion.  Tell 
him,  if  you  like,  that  the  ques- 
tion arose  the  other  day  during 
a  discussion  on  the  thi«e  finest 
game-shots  of  the  world.  If 
you  happen  to  know  that  he 
shot  eighteen  hundred  birds, 
you  can  say  that  most  people 
fixed  the  figure  at  fifteen  hun- 
dred. He  ^nll  then  say,— **  Ah, 
I  know  most  people  seem  to  haye 
got  that  notion— I  don*t  know 
why.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
managed  to  geteighteen  hundred 
and  two,  and  they  picked  up 
twenty-two  on  the  following 
morning."  Your  obyious  re- 
mark is,  "By.  Joye!"  (with  a 
strong  emphasis  on  the  *'  by  ") 
**  what  magnificent  shooting  I" 
After  that,  the  thingruns  along 
of  its  own  accord.  With  a  bad 
shot  your  method  is,  of  course, 
quite  different.  For  example:— 

Young  Shoi.  I  must  say  I 
like  the  old  style  of  walking  up 
your  birds  better  than  driyinj?, 
especially  in  a  countnr  like  this. 
I  neyer  saw  such  difficult  birds 
aa  we  had  this  morning.  You 
seemed  to  haye  the  worst  of  the 
luck  eyery  where. 

Bad  8hoL  Yes— they  didn't 
come  my  way  much.  But  I 
don't  get  much  practice  at  this 
kind  (3  thing— and  a  man 's  no 
good  without  practice. 

Y.  S.  That  was  a  deuced  long 
shot,  all  the  same,  that  jou. 
polished  off  in  the  last  dnye. 
When  I  saw  him  coming  at 
about  a  hundred  miles  an  hour, 
I  thanked  my  stars  he  wasn't 
my  bird.    Wliat  a  thump  he 

B,  8,  Oh,  he  was  a  fairly  easy 
shot,  thoueh  a  bit  far  off.  I 
daresay  I  should  do  well  enough 
if  I  only  got  more  shooting. 
I  'm  not  shooting  with  my  own 
gun.  though.  It*8  one  of  my 
brother's,  and  it 's  rather  short 
in  the  stock  for  me. 

That  starts  you  comforta'bly 
with  the  Bad  Shot.  You  soothe 
his  ruffled  yanity.  and  giye  him 
a  better  appetite  for  lunob. 

Now,  besides  the  Good  Shot, 
and  the  Bad  Shot  —  the  two 
extremes,  as  it  were,  of  the 
line  of  shooters— you  might  subdiyide  your  sportsmen  further  into — 

(I)  The  Jovial  Shot.  This  party  is  on  excellent  terms  with  him- 
self and  with  eyerybody  elst\  Generally  he  shoots  fairly  well,  but 
there  is  a  rollicking  air  about  him,  which  disarms  critidsm,  eyen  when 
he  shoots  badly.  Ue  knows,  eyerybody,  and  talks  of  most  people 
by  nick -names.  His  sporting  anecdotes  may  be  counted  upon  for, 
at  any  rate,  a  guccet  tteslime,  **  I  neyer  laughed  so  much  in  my 
life,"  he  h^ins,  *'  as  I  did  last  Tuesday.  There  were  four  of  us— 
Old  Saitdt,  Bdtcilkb  Bill,  Dick  Whobil£buht,  and  myself. 
Sakbt  was  driying  us  back  from  Dillwater  Hall— you  know,  old 


Putfikgtok's  place— where  we  'd  been  dining.  Deyilish  dark  night 
it  was,  and  Sakdt's  as  blind  as  a  bat.  When  we  got  to  the 
Deyil*s  Punchbowl  I  knew  there  'd  be  some  warm  games,  'coe  the 
horse  started  off  full  tilt,  and,  before  you  could  say  knife,  oyer 
we  went.  I  pitched,  head  first,  into  Dick's  stomach,  and  Smnr 
and  Bill  went  bowling  down  like  a  right  and  left  of  rabbits.  Lord, 
1  laughed  till  the  tears  ran  down  my  face.  No  bones  broken,  but 
the  old  Butcheb's  face  got  a  shade  the  worst  of  it  with  a  thorn- 
bush  on  the  slope.    Cart  smashed  into  matchwood,  of  course." 

(2.)  The  Dreety  Shot.  Won- 
derful in  the  boot,  stocking,  and 
ffaiter  dej^artment.  Very  taste- 
f  uL  too,  in  the  matter  of  caps 
and  ties.  May  be  flattered  by 
an  inquiry  as  to  where  he  got 
his  gaiters,  and  if  they  are  an 
idea  of  his  own.  Sometimes 
bursts  out  into  a  belt  coyered 
with  silyer  dasps.  Fancy  waist- 
coats a  specially.  Hissmoking- 
suit,  in  the  eyening,  is  a  dream 
of  gorgeous  rainbows.  Is  some- 
times a  yery  fair  shot.  Gene- 
rally wears  gloyes,  and  a  fair 
moustache. 

(3.)  The  Bored  Shot.  A  good 
sportsman,  who  says  he  doesn't 
care  about  sport.  Often  has 
literary  tastes.  Has  yiews  of 
his  own,  and  is,  consequently, 
looked  upon  as  a  rather  dan- 
gerous idealist  by  honest  countij 
gentlemen,  who  confine  their 
reading  to  an  occasional  peep 
at  the  TYmes,  and  an  intimate 
quoting  acquaintance  with  the 
noyels  of  Mr.  Suktebs.  Often 
shocks  his  companions  by  telling 
them  he  really  doesn't  care  much 
about  killing  things,  and  would 
just  as  soon  let  them  off.  How- 
eyer,  he  shows  a  perfectly  proper 
anger  if  he  misses  frequently. 
Is  not  unlikely  to  be  an  autho- 
rity on  sheep  ud  oxen,  and  may, 
perhaps,  m  accepted  as  the 
Ck>n8eryatiye  Candidate  for  his 
County  diyision,  dumb  but  in- 
dignant County  magnates  find- 
ing that  he  expresses  their  yiews 
better  than  they  can  do  it 
themselyes.  Don't  talk  to  him 
about  sport  Try  him  with 
books,  interesting  articles  in  the 
Magazines,  and  so  forth. 

(4.)  The  Soldier  Shoi.    This 

kind  is   generally   a  Captain, 

dresses  well,  but  not  gaudily, 

and  smokes  big  cigars.    There 

seems  to  be  a  general  idea  that 

a  man  who  can  teach  nriyates  to 

shoot  targets  must  Be  able  to 

shoot  game  himself.    Yet  the 

Soldier  Shot  misses  birds  quite 

beautifully.   He  will  haye  often 

shot  big  game  in  India  with  an 

accuracy  that  increases  in  pro- 

portion  to  the  number  of  miles 

that    separate   him  (from    the 

scene  of  his  exploits.    After  all. 

the  ability  to  **  brown  "  a  herd 

of  elephants  does  not  guarantee 

rights  and  lefts  at  partridges. 

Apt    to   declaim    tersely   and 

forcibly  about  the  hardships  of 

a  military  career. 

(5.)  The  Average  Shot,  Talk  to  him  about  ayeraffc  matters,  unless 

you  hear  he  in  a  celebrity  in  some  other  branch  of  sport.    In  that 

case,  get  details  from  him  of  his  last  Alpine  climb,  or  his  latest  run 

to  hounds,  or  ask  his  yiews  on  raoinsr  matters.    Most  ayerage  shots 

go  racing,  and  think  they  understand  all  about  it. 

'     I  say  nothing  here  about  the  Dangereus  Shot,  because  it  is  neyer 

,  right  to  get  within  talking  distance  of  him.    In  fact,  he  ought  not 

to  be  talked  to  at  aU.    I  am  not  sure  he  ought  to  be  allowed  to  liye 


— "ANIMI8   CCELE8TIBU8    IR^!" 

A  MODERN  SCIENTIFIC  DISCUSSION. 
MiM  Fanny  {a  gentle  and  most  veracious  Child).  "  Yah  I  you  cbvbl 

COWA&D  1      You  AND  TOUR  FrIBNDS  8KIMNXD  A  LiVX  FfiOO  !  " 

Maeter  Victor  {an  indudrioue  but  very  touchy  Itttle  Boy).  "  You  '&■  a 
LiAKl    Tax  Froo  was  Drad,  and  you  know  jtI" 
Mite  Fanny.  '*BooHoo!    Whrthbb  it  was  Drad  or  not,  tou 'yx 

OCT    NO    RIGHT    TO    CALL  KaMRS  ;  '006  I  'M  A  OiRL,    AND    CAM't  PuNOH 

YOUR  Hrad  !  " 

MaUcr  Victor.  •*  It  's  just  beoaubb  you  'rb  a  Girl  that  1  can't 
Punch  yours/  You  hhould  uavb  thought  of  that  ubforb  tou 
called  MB  a  Cowabd  !  " 


Still,  ids  exploits  furnish  material  for  many  an  aninu^^npr- 


sation  amongbt  the  suryiyors. 


yoL.  cm. 
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CaMy. 


A   BUCKJUMPERISH   SENSATION. 

[It  if  rumoured  that  some  of  Buffalo  Bill's  Bronooe  hare  been  bought  by  the  Cab  Proprieton  oi  London.] 
'  Sit  still,  Sib  1    This  aiu't  kothik'  to  wot  'b  can  bo.    Yev  'll  sbb  'nc  tvbk  'Ead  oyeb  'Eblb  pbiabntlt  1 " 


A  QUESTION  OF  POLICE ; 

Or,  What  it  may  come  to, 

ScBsn^Trafalgar  Square Jugt  before  eumet.  Police  in  ahundance : 
nufnber  of  Proceeeiontete  in  varioue  parte  of  the  open  epace  seen 
to  Ife  diepereing. 

PoUce  Inspector.  Now,  my  ffood  friends,  I  am  ffoinir  to  be  as  polite 
as  possible,  but  I  must  obey  the  resiilatioiis  ot  the  Commissioners  of 
Her  Majesty's  Works  and  Public  Buildings.  And  I  sa^r  you  can- 
not speak,  because  you  have  not  given  proper  notice  to  the 
authorities. 

Firet  Orator.  But  I  hare— I  tell  you  I  wrote  to  the  Commissioner 
four  days  ago. 

Pol.  In.  Oh,  did  you  P  Then  that  of  course  alters  the  case.  What 
areyou,  Sir f 

liret  Or,  I  am  the  **  Friends  of  the  Homir  Hands  of  Labour." 

Pol.  In.  {after  referring  to  note-book).  An,  I  thought  I  was  right. 
Tour  application  came  in  second.  Sir— the  **  Decayed  Washerwomen  " 
got  in  before  you.  Look  here.  {Pointing  out  regulation.)  *'  Not 
more  than  one  Meeting  shall  be  allowed  at  the  same  time,  and  if 
notices  of  two  or  more  Meetings  are  given  for  the  ^ame  day,  pre- 
ference shall  be  given  to  that  Meeting  of  which  notice  shall  have 
been  first  received."  So  vou  see.  Sir,  vou  are  not  in  it.  Better  luck 
next  time.    There  is  anotner  Bank  Holiday  six  months  hence. 

Firet  Or.  But  the  ** Decayed  Washerwomen"  are  not  here,  and 

Pol.  In.  Very  sorrv,  ^,  but  you  must  move  on.  (First  Orator 
dieappeare  with  grumohna  followere.)  I  say.  Bill,  I  do  really  think 
these  regulations  are  worVing  quite  i^easantly. 

Bill  {a  eubordinaie).  Yes,  Sir. 

Second  Orator,  {entering  hurriedly ^  accompanied .  by  eome  aged 
femaleeS.  Here^  I  say^here  are  we  to  make  speeches  ? 

PoL  In.  {gentaUy).  Nowhere,  unless  you  have  the  proper  authority. 
Who  mav  vou  be  when  you  are  at  home  ? 

Second  Or.  (fimily).  Why,  the  **  Decayed  Washerwomen,"  to  be 
sure.  Now,  look  sharpy  and  find  us  a  place  to  deliver  speeches. 
You  know  you  muet  do  it,  by  order  of  the 


Pol.  In.  Yes,  I  know.  Well,  what  do  you  say  to  the  top  of  that 
lamp-post  P 

Second  Or.  Now,  none  of  your  chaff.  Mind,  you  are  the  servants 
of  the  pubUc,  and 

Pol.  In.  xes— but  don't  deliver  a  speech  to  me— I  am  not  a 
"  Decayed  Washerwoman." 

ChoruB  of  Indignant  Females.  We  should  think  not.  It  would  be 
a  good  thing  ifyou  were  I 

Second  Or.  Now,  look  sharp.  We  have  been  lonser  coming  than 
we  expected.  The  cabs  and  omnibuses  were  so  trouolesome.  Now, 
where  shall  I  stand  P 

Pol.  In.  {considering).  Well,  I  think  you  would  be  out  of  the 
way  if  you  got  up  there,  and  sx)oke  to  them  down  below. 

[Potirttc  out  elevated  position  in  front  of  the  National  Gallery. 

Second  Or.  But  they  won't  be  able  to  see,  much  less  to  hear  me  I 

Pol.  In.  Can't  help  that.  The  Commissioners  of  Her  Migesty's 
Works  and  Public  Buildings  don't  provide  telescopes  nor  yet  ear- 
trumpets. BUI  {saluting).  Sunset,  Sir  I 

Pol.  In.  There,  you  see !  Thought  you  would  be  too  late.  Time 's 
up.    Glad  to  see  you  another  day.    But  now— move  on  I 

{And  the  Pohce  Begulations  are  obeyed*    Curtam. 


Thb  Goon  Old  (Sukdat)  Tdcbs  Bkvivxd.— The  specimen  number 
of  The  Sunday  Times  as  it  was  at  its  commencement  inl822,  nven  on 
Sunday,  October  23rd,  1892,  is  most  interesting.  Theatricml  adver- 
tising was  quite  **  a  feature  "  at  that  time,  when  only  two  Theatres, 
Drury  Lane  and  Covent  Garden,  seem  to  have  advertised.  The  names 
there  are  of  Edmukd  Eban  simply  as  Mr.  EzAir.  of  Messrs.  Dowtok, 
Harlet,  Youho,  Muvden,  Mrs.  Glovxr,  and  of  Madame  YxarrBis  as 
Ophelia.  Bbahax  is  there,  as  also  lisToir  and  Miss  SriPHBirs. 
Prize  Fights  are  done  in  the  good  old  Tom-and- Jerry  style,  and  the 


Altogetner,  a  happy  thought  to  rwroduce  the  Sunday  Times  of 
1822,  and  may  the  Sunday  Times  A  1892  live  up  to  it,  and  be 
**g(Hng  strong"  in  1992!    Prosit! 
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GUY-FOX   POPULI. 

THE'proceedinilffl  of  tHe  Midni^lit  Mass  Meeting  of  Unemployed 
Ghiys  at  Vauxhall  on  the  fifth  of  November  were  ot  a  somewhat  dis- 
orderly nature,  several  of  the  speeches  being:  characterised  by  a 
distinctly  incendiary  tone,  as  will  be  seen  from  the  following:  account 
by  Mr,  PuncKs  Special  Reporter,  who  was  present  throughout. 

The  Chair-guy  (whose  appearance  was  comparatively  respectable) 
said  he  was  proud  to  occupy  the  chair— notwithstanding  that  the 
bottom  was  out  of  it.  {Shame  /)  Oh,  he  was  used  to  that,  although 
he  could  tell  the  meeting  he  had  driven  his  own 
donkey-cart  once  upon  a  time,  if  he  had  come  down 
to  a  wheelbarrow  now!  (CriM  of  "2b#/"  and 
^^Arisiocrat/**  from  the  more  extreme  Gui/s.)  He 
did  not  understand  those  expressions  of  disaiyproval 
—a  wheelbarrow  with  one  leg  missing  was  surely 
an  unostentatious  conveyance  enough.  WeU,  they 
had  met  that  evening  to  discuss  the  means  to  be 
taken  to  obviate  the  depression  in  the  imnortant 
branch  of  out-door  industry  in  which,  if  he  aid  not 
mistake,  they  were  all  interested.  (Hear^  hear!) 
That  such  depression  existed,  and  was  on  the 
increase,  there  was,  unhappily,  no  doubt — it  was 
becoming  more  and  more  difficult,  as  they  knew 
without  his  telling  them,  for  the  steadiest  Guv  to 
maintain  himself  in  a  proper  position,  without 
extraneous  support.  He  knew,  for  a  fact,  that  there 
were ;  hundreds  of  Guys  at  that  very  moment  who, 
when  their  present  job  was  over,  would  find  them- 
selves—through no  fault  of  their  own— thrown  out 
of  employment  for  another  twelvemonth,  at  least. 
Did  they  call  that,  justice ?  {No!  and groane. )  The 
whole  system  was  miquitous— the  question  was,  how 
they  were  to  put  a  stop  to  it.  j  He  invited  suggestions 
from  the  Audience. 

A  Guy  said  that^  in  his  opinion,  their 'decline  was 
entirely  due  to  their  inability  to  supply  themselves 
with  the  apparel  necessary  and  suitable  to  their  call- 
ing. What  were  their  duties  ?  Why,  to  keep  alive 
the  memory  of  their  famous  Founder,  the  author  of 
the  great,  and  never-to-be-forgotten  Gunpowder 
Plot— he  need  hardly  say  he  alluded  to  Guino 
FawkesI  {Unthusiastie  and  prolonged  eheerina,] 
He  was  no  scholar  himself— he  nad  never  eigoyed  a 
University  education— and  he  did  not  pretend  to  be 
an  authority  on  historical  costume.  Still,  he  felt  safe 
in  asserting  that  a  Guy  who,  like  hiaiself ,  was  com- 
pelled to  represent  their  glorious  Predecessor  in  an 
old  tail  coat,  a  pair  of  baggy  tweed  trousers,  and  a 
pot  hat  with  a  hole  through  the  crown,  did  so  under 
a  cruel  disadvantage.  He  had  heard  that,  in  former  - 
times,  every  Guy  was  sent  out  provided,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  with  a  dark  lantern  and  a  box  of  matches. 
Who  ever  saw  a  Guy  so  equipped  nowadays  ?  They 
had  been  robbed  of  tue  very  implements  of  their  trade 
by  the  grasping  greed  of  their  so-called  superiors.  {Shame  !)  In 
his  opinion  every  Guy  had  a  right  to  be  furnished  with  the  correct 
costume  of  the  period— whatever  that  might  be— at  the  public 
expense.    {Loud  cheer$,) 

A  Guy  in  a  Cocked  Hat  said  he  did  not  think  the  previous  speaker 
had  mentioned  the  real  cause  of  their  fallen  fortunes— their  eiothes 
were  rij^ht  enough ;  they  had  to  thank  their  own  shortsighted  policy 
for  their  present  position— yes,  he  was  there  to  speak  jplainly,  as  Ghiy 
to  Guy,  and  he  told  them  that  it  was  nothing  short  ot  social  suicide 
for  a  Guy  to  carry  about  a  ]^laoard,  such  as  he  saw  too  many  of  them 
wearing  that  evening,  inscribed  with  the  name  of  a  recent  murderer 
or  some  other  popular  but  ephemeral  favourite.  {Some  murmuring,) 
That  was  not  the  way  to  preserve  the  name  and  fanie  of  their  revered 
Chief.  No ;  let  every  Guy  be  true  to  himself  and  his  order,  let  him 
indignantly  refuse  to  sully  his  descent  by  such  vulgar  and  unworthy 
devices,  and  then { Uproar ^  amidet  which  the  Speaker  was  com- 
pelled to  resume  his  seat,) 

A  Guy  in  a  Blue  Mask,  who  carried  a  placard  bearing  the  name  of 
the  Ex-Premier,  described  the  remarks  of  both  his  brother  Guys  as 
pestilent  drivel.  It  was  not  clothes  that  made  the  Guy.  A  Guy  was 
a  Guy  in  anjr  guise  I  {Loud  cheers,)  But  no  Guy  ever  rose  in  the 
world  yet  without  combustibles  of  some  scfft  inside  him,  and  how 
many  of  them  ever  knew  what  it  was  to  get  their  fill  of  crackers  ? 
They  were  starving  amidst  an  abundiuice  of  squibs  I  Society  was 
responsible,  and  must  be  forced  to  do  its  duty.  He  had  had  enough 
of  It,  he  meant  to  get  a  TOod  blow-out  before  he  was  much  older,  he 
could  tell  them,  and  if  the  Government  refused  to  provide  it  free, 
he  must  loot  afirework  factory,  that  was  aU— he  was  ready  to  lead 
the  way— if  they  would  follow  I    {Applause,) 

A  Guy  in  a  Yellow  Mask  said  he  was  in  favour  of  proceediDg  by 
peaoeable  and  eonstitutional  methods  if  possible.    Much  could  be 


"A  Guv  in  Si 
*  Tall 


done  by  organising  and  bringing  theirgrievances  before  Parliament, 
with  a  view  to  remedial  legislation.  Tley  might  begin  by  antating 
for  the  Franchise.  •*  One  Ghiy,  one  vote  f "  would  be  a  popuar  cry 
just  now,  when  some  Electoral  Reforms  were  believed  to  be  in  c(a- 
templation.  Fortunately  they  had  a  Home  Secretary  whom  thev 
might  reasonably  hope  to  find  sjrmpathetic— he  thought  they  should 
ascertain  his  views  before  taking  any  other  steps. 

A  Guy  in  a  Pink  Mask  said  he  had  organised  till  he  was  sick  of  it 
As  for  the  Home  Secretary,  he  happened  to  have  headed  a  denutatioa 
to  the  Home  Office  that  very  afternoon— and  what  did  the  Meeting 

think  was  the  result?  Why,  the 
Home  Secretary  had  dedinod  to 
receive  him  I    {Shame!)   AJLhe 
might  call  himself  a  Radical- 
but  did  he  treat  a  Gny  as  a  Man 
and  a  Brother?    Did  he  reoog- 
nise  that,  creatures  of  raga  and 
shavings  as  they  were,  they  !had 
their  leelines?    Not  ne!    they 
were  aU  alike,  these  politicians, 
directly  they    got    into    office. 
How  long,  he  aaked  them,  were 
Guys  to  be  chivied,  and  harried, 
and    moved   along    into   baek- 
»tra«ts  by  the  brutal  minions  of  a  corrupt  middle- 
(?\^as  Y    If  they  wanted  to  get  their  rights,  they  must 
make  thetnselvefl  a  nuisance  to  the  Authoritiea,  Hke 
other  people.    It  was  all  very  fine  to  talk  about  the 
FranchiAc,  and  ''  One  Guy,  one  vote  I "  and  all  the 
rest  of  it,  but  thof  all  knew  that  Home  Rule  Uoeked 
the  war  &t  present     They  must  go  to  Trafalw 
l^uarti  in  their  thousands ;  it  was  the  finest  nlaoe  for 
a  bonfire  m  all  London,  and  they  had^  been  Kept  out 
(»f  it  lon^  enough.    He  meant  to  go,  if  he  had  to  be 
carried  there !    ( Loud  cheers,) 

A  Qny  in  Spectacles  and  a  Tall  Hat,  said  that  a 
demonstration  in  the  8k|uare  would,  no  doubt,  be  an 
exoeLLent  way  of  drawing  public  attention  to  their 
wrongs.  He  advised  that  when  they  had  succeeded 
ia  capturiitpr  the  Square,  they  should  proceed  to  pass 
a  resolution  eallin^  upon  the  London  County  Council 
to  tlnd  inatont  and  permanent  employment  for  such 
Guys  aa  were  out  of  work.  ICheers,)  They  could  do 
it  cosily  enough  if  they  liked,  and  he  would  tell  them 
how.  AH  over  London,  nay,  in  the  very  Square 
iUelf,  there  vvere  innumerable  pedestals  at  present 
tiiurped  by  Statues  which  were  a  disgrace  to  the 
MetropoHs.  All  the  Council  had  to  do  was  to  remove 
those  ^t^tueF}  from  positions  they  had  so  long  abused, 
and  promote  the  most  descrying  and  destitute  Guys 
to  till  their  places.    ( Uproar.) 

A  Guy  in  Fustian  and  a  Red  Comforter  rose 
exdtedly  to  protest  against  the  last  speaker's  too- 
posals,  which  he  declared  were  an  inralt  to  their 
common  Gnyhood.  They  might  have  come  down  in 
the  world,  but  hitherto,  whatever  might  be  said  of  them,  they  had,  at 
least,  never  rendered  themselves  publicly  ridiculous.  Now  they  were 
asked  to  degrade  themselves  byacceptixig  the  ignominious  position  of 
London  Statues  I  Was  there  a  Guy  who  would  ever  hold  up  hia  head 
again,  after  such  an  infamous  surrender  of  his  self-respect  and  in- 
dependence ?  He  felt  it  his  duty  to  denounce  the  Guy  who  was 
guilty  of  such  a  suggestion  as  a  wolf,  in  sheep's  dothiog,  a  base 
traitor  to  his  order,  and  a  paid  spy  I 

[Intense  excitement:  charges  and  countercharges,  and  vain 
attempts  by  the  Chatr-fuy  to  restore  order.  Several  Quys^ 
unable  to  control  their  indignation  any  longer,  exploded^  and 
the  Meeting  flneUly  dispersed  without  attempting  to  pass  any 
resolution^  amidst  a  scene  of  indescribable  cor^fusion. 


M 


ectaclos  aud  a 
lat." 


A  PaTBOK   of   THB    GaIVTT    ThBATRE    AKl)     MODKBIT  YaBISTT 

ExTBAVAOANZA  Show  AiTriciFATBD  BY  Chablbs  Dickkks.— "There's 
a  lot  of  feet  in  Seulkspbabs's  verse,  but  there  ain*t  any  legs  worth 
mentioning  in  Shaxspeabb's  Plays.  *  *  *  What  the  people  call 
dramatic  poetry  is  a  collection  of  sermons.  Do  I  go  to  the  theatre 
to  be  lectured?  No.  Pip.  If  I  wanted  that,  I^d  go  to  ehorch. 
What 's  the  legitimate  otject  of  the  Drama,  Pip  ?  Human  nature. 
What  are  legs  ?  Human  nature.  Then  let  us  have  plenty  of  le^- 
pieces,  Pip,  and  I'll  stand  by  you,  my  buokf"  —  Martm 
Chwauewit, 

N.B.— This  is  the  Pip  of  our  puzzle  to  Diokensian  Students 
last  week.  The  reference,  chapter  and  veree,  was  given  imme- 
diately by  Mr.  ComrKS  Cabb,  who.  on  the  spot  received  his 
rewar<i,  and  went  away  na'oiouie;  ^«  regret  that  there  are  no 
second  and  third  prizes,  otherwise  Messrs.  Waltxb  Wxxzr  and  Tab 
Tbomp  would  have  been  **  placed."— Ed. 
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PUNCH,  OR  THB  LONDON  CHAJRIVARL 


REFRESHERS. 

"The  Lord  Chibf  Jubtics 
Mid,  *Tke  extent  to  which 
Befreshen  are  carried  in  theee 
days  makea  my  hiitoncal 
mouth  water.  In  my  jousf  er 
days  at  the  Bar' •' 


(Cti^for  Sojtff,) 
*<In  my  younger  days  at  the 
Bar,Traklahi!"&c. 


THE  NEW  BROOM,  AND  THE 

BLACK  PEERAGE. 

(Bhynu  by  a  JRatL) 

[Lord  Salibbu&t,  in  his  article  in  the 
National  Mepiew  for  Noyemher,  makes  ftm 
of  Mr.  Fbidsuc  Ha&ribon's  assertion  that 
the  OoTemment  could,  at  a  pinch,  secure  a 
majority  in  the  Upper  C|uimoer  by  elevating 
fiye  hundred  Sweeps  (which  Lord  d.  calls  the 
"Black  Peerage'*)  to  the  House  of  Lords, 
with  the  assent  or  the  Crown.] 

FitbHuvdbxdP  Good  graoious  I  there 'b 

no  need  of  that. 
**  Black  Peerage  "  indeed  I    Though  as 

black  as  my  hat, 
They   could   hardly  be   blacker    than 

Salisbubt's  lot ;  frot. 

But  to  talk  of  Buoh  tooty  recruits  is  Bueer 
That  bad  Upper  House  to  reform— or 

degrade—  [Dark  Brigade. 

We  don't  want  the  charge  of  this  queer 
Fiye  hundred?    Fbsd  Haebisok,  you 

are  a  green  one ! 
I  'd  settle  the  business  with  one  sweep— 

a  clean  one  ! 


THE    COURT  JESTERS. 

Thaitks  to  Messrs.  Sncs  and  Ralbigh  and  the  Court  Company  for 
a  good  hearty  laugh,  and  many  of  them  at  thdr  new  three-act 
farcical  comedy.  The  Ouardsman^    It  Raleigh  is  good«  and  Sims 

likely  to  be  in  for  a  long  run. 

Therefore,  oonsratulationB  to  Mr. 

Chttdleioh^  who  is  in  the  proud 

SAtion  of  **Sole  Lessee  and 
anager,''  of  the  Court.  Odd,  as 
a  correspondent  remarked  in  a 
letter  to  Mr,  Punch  last  week, 
is  the  coincidental  resemblance  of 
the  master-motive  of  the  ^ot  to 
that  of  Incognita  at  the  Ljrric; 
yiz.,  the  young  man  refusing  to 
marry  the  girl  with  whom  he  is 
re^y  in  love,  because  he  is  in  lore 
with  the  yery  same  young  lady 
without  knowing  her  name  or 
anything  about  her.  But  hath  not 
the  old  Spanish  Comedy -writer. 
GK)KZALB8,  used  it  three  times? 
hath  not  his  fellow-countryman, 
Ykoj.  Mobtboa,  used  it  in  his  now 
obsolete  play  of  The  Dietreseed 
Mother?  ana  hath  not  YoDBimoL, 
the  Norwegian  dramatist,  abso- 
lutely nauseated  us  with  it,  not  to 
mention  its  constant  use  by  that 
imitation  of  GoLDOiri,  Count 
Ebftto  D'ALuicnrio  ?  And  to 
oome  nearer  home,  did  not  the 
German  —  but  why  pursue  the 
•* motive"  until  you  run  it  to 
earth,  and  even  then  it  won't  be  killed,  but  will  be  flourishing  thou- 
sands of  vears  henoe.  when  the  New  Zealand  playwright  among  the 
ruins  of  London  shall  take 
up  his  note-book  and  eom- 
menoe  a  scenario  on  the 
old,  but  to  him,  quite 
original  idea. 

llien,  in  the  last  Act  of 
The  uuardeman^  if  we 
have  a  French  room  with 
half-a-dozen  doors,  lead- 
ing to  half-a-dozen  differ- 
ent places,  with  whioh 
arrangement  not  a  few  of 
us  are  familiar  in  pieces 
brought  over  fresh  iroin 
the  Palais  Royal,  and  ooonr- 
linginfaroesof  which^/ft^, 
AngUee  Betsey^  at  the 
Ojrmnase  andCnterion  is  a 
type,  shall  we  complain  f  Shall  we  not  rather  laugh  heartily  over  the 
good  old  game  of  Hide-and-Seek,  which  on  the  stage  is  invariably 
the  cause  of  much  amusement  to  one  person  for  whom,  at  aU  events, 


An  Inhabitant  of  Noah's  Aik. 


^1^1.  :l. 


Axthur  Ceeil*!  CoUaid  Head  i  la  Q.  0.  M. 


I  can  answer  P  What  does  it  matter  if  to  some  it  recalls  a  few 
farcical  comedies— all  excellent  material?  Not  a  bit!  I  gather  from 
the  genuine  laughter  and  applause  of  the  crowded  house  at  tiie  Court, 
that  this  amuses— and  will  continue  to  amuse  some  hundreds  nightiy, 
as  long  as  it  is  all  done  so  well,  and  at  such  hiffh  pressure,  as  it  is 
now  in  The  Guardeman.  The  First  Act  is  gooa ;  tiie  Seoond  is  the 
best ;  but  the  Third  is  like  the  lost  figure  in 
an  after-supper  early-in  -  \h  o  -  m  omi  n  ^  I  .an^ 
cers,  ending  in  a  whirli^i^  ^^/opi  whi^n 
evei7thing[  is  fast  and  furioiis,  and  juai  the 
tune  and  its  measure  taltfci  pr^sitsstmo  and 
fortiseimo  keep  the  couples  goiDF  till  every- 
body is  breathless  and  exbauittc'd* 

Wbedok  Gbossmith  is  excellent.  In 
brief,  he  plays  the  part  of  a  thorough 
donkey,  who  wishes  to  ftppear  **  horsey*" 
Abthub   Cbcil   \e  admirable   as   the  Ex- 


Miss  Elkline  Terrisf  with  her  Special  Train- 
to  be  continued  in  our  next. 


Jud^  01  tne  invorce  I  oiirt  —  suggoatiuff 
the  idea  of  a  gav  old  gentleman,  who  is  still 
a  bit  of  a  do^out  a  dog  who  boa  had  his 
day.  If  this  is  not  his 
character,  how  is  it  he 
is  on  such  friendly 
terms  with  the  Modietei 
carefully  plajred,  and 
with  great  spirit  too,  by 
Miss  AeiTBS  Thomas? 
Mr.  Ellioi  is  all  go 
andbusde;  if  he  were 
not  so,  pop  would  go 
the  piece.  The  make- 
up of  Mr.  LnTLB  for 
the  old  Cai»tain  is  un- 
commonly good;  it  is 
a  small  part,  but,  with 
a  LiTTLB  in  it,  it  is 
big.  Mr.  Nambt.  as 
the  Irishman,  Mues,  first-rate ;  quite  MUee  glorioeut.  But  I  can't 
go  on  with  pfraise,  they  're  all  so  good,  and  Ellaxotb  Tebbiss  charm- 
ing. Miss  Cabolivb  Hill,  fresher  than  the  proverbial  paint,  makes 
a  rattling  part  of  Lady  Jones,  and,  as  the  motto  of  this  Company  is 
that  of  Racing  Eights,  *'  Swing,  swin^  together !  "—which  might,  in 
another  sense^  have  been  the  refrain  sung  by  a  brazen  band  of 
Highwaymen  in  the  good  old  times— it  is  likdy  that  they'll  keep  the 
Court-^oat  going  the  pace,  with  the  tide  sf  popular  favour,  for 
many  months  to  come. 

As  a  Postscript,  I  may  add  a  letter  on  the  subject  addressed  to 
Mr,  Punch, 

Deab  Mb.  PuircH,  Oct  26th. 

Ik  the  admirable  letter  of  **  Av  Old  Soldieb  "  in  your  paper 
this  week,  there  are  a  few  unimportant  errors— due,  no  doubt,  to 
your  Correspondent's  age,  and  the  shortness  of  memorv  oon8e<|uent 
upon  it— that  mar,  in  a  measure,  the  trenchant  force  of  nis  criticism. 
1  feel  sure  he  will  pardon  mv  reminding  him  that  the  Coldstresm 
Guards  do  not  wear  varnished  or  patent-leather  boots  with  a  tunic, 
except  in  '' L&v^e  dress;"  that  Mr.  Chablbs  Wabkeb  did 
not  play  a  private  soldier  in  **the  same  distinguished  regi- 
ment," mit  m  the  Grenadiers;  that  a  Captain  could  never, 
by  any  i^ssibility  be  *'on  ^uard"  at  the  Tower;  that  the 
ollicer  on  dntv  at  the  Tower  is  called  the  **Picquet,"  and  not 
tbe  "  Orderly ''  officer,  and  is  never  a  Captain ;  that  no  Guardsman 
has  cTer,  in  the  memory  of  man,  worn  a  **  scarf"  in  uniform ;  and 
that  no  B<^ldier,  worthy  of  the  name^  considers  ^e  mess  of  his  own 
BiLttalion  **  an  odd  sort  of  place  to  dine  at,"  even  *'  in  the  height  of 

1  may  add  that  my  mother  tells  me  she  has  often  had  her  Court- 
dreM  altered  on  the  very  morning  of  the  *' Drawing-Koom."  With 
these  few  trifling  exceptions,  **  Air  Old  Soldibb's"  letter  is  most 
accurate  and  just  I  am,  Dear  Mr,  Punchy 

Your  enthusiastic  Admirer,        A  Pbisutt  GuABDSicAir. 


"  HxBX  WB  ABB  AoAnrl "— Last  Friday,  a  Correspondent  of  the 
P.  M.  G.,  on  board  the  Ang^,  interviewed  **  the  Marine-mvstery, 
the  Sea-serpent,"  off  the  West  Coast  of  Africa.  It  showed  **  two 
tremendous  green  eves."  The  narrator  counts  upon  there  being  a 
eonsiderable  amount  of  greenin  the  eyes  of  those  iriio  don't  happen 
to  be  Sea-serpents— unlMs  after  using  very  itrong  glasses  (hot)  and 
plenty  of  'em. 


"Wi  ABB  NoTHnro  if'kot  Cobbbct."— In  last  week's  number 
the  title  of  Piotoie,  p.  198,  should  have  been  '*  Studies  in  Contra- 
pmUml  (not  *  Continental ')  Perspective ; "  and  at  p.  201.  in  Bpfib's 
reply  to  the  Qoremess,  **Air''  was  a  misprint  for  *'no."  This 
int  ormation  wiU  idkrve  a  vast  number  of  perplexed  inquirers. 


THE   GENTLE    EGOTIST. 


The  Doctor,  "  And  which  of  tou  Two  Ladibb  is  thb  Invalid  !  * 
BUUrSiaUr,  '^I'M  80RRT  TO  bat  it's  Jfx,  Doctor  1" 


THE  EOAD  TO  EUIN; 

Or,  The  Heal  MilUary  Long-Diitanoe  Side, 

["A  quarter  of  a  century  hence,  Prance  will 
have  more  than  four  million  trained  soldien,  and 
llussia  more  than  four  millions  and  a  half.  We 
may  deplore,  as  we  will,  this  conversion  of  Europe 
into  a  vast  camp,  but  the  German  Oovemment, 
witnessing  the  development  of  such  colossal  armies 
on  either  hand,  cannot  be  said  to  propose  anjthin; 
excessive  or  unnecessary  when  it  ssks,  as  it  now 
does,  for  the  means  of  raising  the  trained  soldiers 
of  the  Empire  to  4,400,000.'*— 7%*  **  Times'*  on 
the  Oerman  Army  Mills. ] 

RiDBon!    RideonI    'Tis  a  i>aoe  will  kill  I 
Like  Smuggler  Bill  and  Exciseman  Gnx, 
In  the  Ingoldehy  Legends^  yon  ride  a  raoe 
On  a  perilous  path,  at  a  breakneck  pace, 
In  a  mingled  spirit  of  hate  and  fear, 
Too  hot  to  heeo,  and  too  deaf  to  hear ; 
With  a  fierce  red  eye  on  each  other  oast, 
And  a  rate  of  goinff  that  cannot  last, 
On  a  road  that  leaas,  as  such  roads  lead  aU, 
To  a  orombling  cliff,  and  a  crashing  f alL 

*' The  Road  to  Ruin  f    Pooh  I  preacher  trite  I 
Tie  a  gallant  race,  and  in  glonoos  flight, 
With  the  clinkety-dank  of  seabbm  and 

spur, 
0*er  moor  and  meadow,  by  linden  and  fir, 
With  the  wind  of  speed  blowing  brisk  in  one's 

face, 
A  Long-Distance   Ride  is  a  soul-stirring 

racel" 

Verily  yes,— for  the  riders  gay, 
Saddled  softly,  in  armed  array. 
Hand  on  the  oridle,  heel  at  the  flank, 
And  that  martial  music,  olinkety-olank  I 


Charming  the  ear  in  galloping  time 

With  the  hoofs'  hud  rattle  in  clattering 

chime. 
ClumpetT-dump  I    Clankety-clink  I 
Out  on  the  caitiff  who  'd  pause  or  shrink ! 
Clinkety-dank !    Clumpety-dump  I 
The   stout  steed's  heart  at  his  ribs  may 

thump, 
In  spasms  the  breath  through  his  nostrils 

pump. 
The  strained  neck  droop,  though  'tis  held  at 

stretch, 
The  labouring  lungs  in  sheer  agonv  fetch 
Blood  -  mixed     breathings,     rea  -  dappled 

foam, 


Let  the  lash  descend,  let  the  spur  strike 

home  I 
Are  thev  not  racing  f    Is  not  their  pride 
£ng^;ea  in   winning    ih%$    Long-Distanoe 

Excouive  f    No  I    Who  dares  hint  so  ? 
The  going 's  hot,  and  the  steeds  must  go  ! 
Chargers  entered  for  such  a  race 
Must  not  complain  of  the  pounding  pace ; 
Must  not  grumble  at  crushing  weight. 
Tes;  they  appear  in  a  piteous  state. 
Almost  foundered,  and  well  nigh  blown, 
With  the  burden  big  o'er  their  shoulders 

thrown. 
Ever  swelling,  like  miser's  sacks ; 
But  why  have  horses  such  broad  strong  backs, 
If  not  to  &ear— to  the  death  at  need. 
Though  lungs  may  choke,  and  though  flanks 

may  bleed  ? 
Ride,  je  imZutotrM,  ruthlessly  ride  1 
Shouting  Emperors  hail  with  pride, 
** Gallant"  riders,  who  lash  and  goad 


Their  staggering  steeds  on  this   de^iente 

road; 
Their  whips  are  wet,  and  their  spnr-pointi 

8:ory, 
But— beasts  must  bleed,   in*  the  name  \>^ 

Glory  I 

Beasts  of  burden,  ye  peoples,  still 

Ridden  hard  by  a  ruthless  will  I 

Militarism  is  mounted  firm. 

The  saddled  slayes  may  shudder  and  squirm. 

The  bridled  brutes  may  shy  and  shrink. 

The  road  is  long,  and  the  gulfs  black  brink 

Seems  distant  yet,  and  is  scarcely  seen 

By  the  rival  riders,  whoee  pride  and  spleen     I 

Blind  them— save  to  each  other's  glare,  ' 

To  the  pace  they  make,  and  the  weight  they 

bear. 
Those  hot-urged  horses  I    Lash  and  goad. 
Rash  riders  I— but,  at  the  end  of  the  road. 
When  the  growing   burden's    last  poesifale 

pound 
Is  piled;  when  the  steed's  last 

bound  

Is  made,    when  the  last  short,   labouring 
Is  breathed,  when  orer,  in  shuddering  death, 
The  charger  rolls,  with  a  sickening  crash, 
And  responds  no  more  to  the  spur  or  lash; 
And  the  gulf  yawns  close,  sheer  slope  to  sir. 
Black,  unavoidable,  ruinous  there- 
Then,  gallant  rider,  how  will  you  fare? 


In  the  County  Council. 

CHABsnroToir  forgot  his  manners. 
Pleading  for  the  Jolly  Tannen : 
He  gave  his  ton^e,  at  serious  cost, 
The  Licence  which  the  Tannere  lost. 


PUNCH,  OE   THE    LONDON   CHARIVARI.— Novdibb«  5,  1892. 
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SIS 


THE  TROUBLES 


STALKING!! 


IraU  Gfillie  {on  diseovtring  in  Vu  didanee,  for  the  third  time  thai  morning,  a  "  Brute  of  a 
Man  "  moving  about  in  his  favouriU  hit  of  **  FvrtA  *'),  *'  Oa  I  dbil  takx  tbx  Pkoplk  1  Com 
AWA,'  MU8TBB  Bbown,  Sir  ;  JT*a  JUST  Peekadillt 1 1 1'* 


AN  AUTUMN  AFTERNOON 

AT  NAZARETH  HOUSE. 

0  WBALTST  and  world-weary  triflers,  0  idle 

and  opolent  folk. 
For  whom  time  is  a  foe  to  be  slain,  and  life's 

■elf  but  a  bore  or  a  joke. 
Take  yonrselyes,  and  your  hearts,  and  vonr 

nurses  to  Nazareth  House  and  behold 
The  oraye  serriee  of  well-bestowed  time,  the 

braye  uses  of  well-applied  irold ! 

Where  is  Naiareth  House,  then,  and  what? 

'Tis  in  Hammersmith,  Madam,  a  plaoe 
That  you  probably  seldom  illume  with  the 

liffht  of  your  beautiful  faoe. 
But  •rAol  f  That's  a  far  larger  question,  full 

answer  to  whioh  would  take  time. 
Far  better  so  see  for  yourself.     If  there's 

aught  of  the  moral  sublime 
In  these  gdld-grubbing  days,  'tis  in  soenes 

where  loye-servioe  unbought  and  un- 
paid— 
A  Tastly  unbusiness-like  thing  in  the  eyes  of 

the  Tassals  of  Trade  I— 
Is  devoted  in  silenee  unseen  to  the  ontoast, 

the  old,  and  the  poor. 
Fiye  hundred  suoh  waifs  are  here  housed, 

and  they  y Mm  to  find  refuge  for  more  ! 
That 's  the  mth  of  the  matter,  dear  Madam  I 

And  as  for  the  rest,  I've  returned 
From  a  Tisit,  and  f  anojr  your  heart,  like  mv 

own,  would  have  lightened  and  burned  I 
Had  you  walked  through  the  wards,  as  I 

walked,   with  a  Sister  as  franl  and 

unfeigned 
As  sweet  Charity's  serrant  should  be.    There 

was  nothing  o'er  piously  strained 


In  this  unrigid  Refuge  for  helplessness. 
Cheeriness,  oonfidenoe,  mirth 

Seemed  to  reign  in  these  ohild-crowded 
rooms — ^in  these  wards  where  the  aged, 
whose  birth 

Dated  weU-nigh  a  century  back,  whether 
sewing,  or  smoking,  or  prone 

On  the  pallet  of  sickness,  all  smiled,  and  no 
soul  seemed  forlorn  or  alone. 

How  they  sang,  those  close  clustering  tod- 
dlers, their  curly  heads  tier  above  tier. 

With  never  a  traoeof  restraint,  and  unknow- 
ing the  shadow  of  fear  I 

Here  timidity  checks  not  the  young,  and  here 
weariness  haunte  not  the  old. 

There  is  laughter  on  age-shrivelled  lips,  and 
the  eyes  of  mere  babies  are  bold 

With  the  confidence  bom  but  of  love.  Even 
imbeciles,  helplees  and  blind. 

Shut  out  at  each  sense  from  full  life,  yet  can 


feel  unseen  tendance  is  kmd. 
And  sit  silently  pladd,  or  burst  into  song  of 

a  heart-searohing  sort- 
Muffled  speech  from  unplumbed  spirit-depths, 

yet  inspired  by  the  impulse  of  s^rt 
Have  a  chat,  my  dear  Madam— shnnk  not, 

they  are  women  I — with  age- wrinkled 

dames. 
Who  are  busily  bed-qnilting  here,  while  the 

Autumn  sun  ruddily  flames 
On  the  walls  from  the  liberal  windows.     Be- 
stow but  a  smile  and  a  jest. 
They'll  respond  with  a  jest  and  a  smile,  for 

there 's  life  in  each  age-burdened  breast, 
And  oonfidenoe,  comfort,  and  dieer.    Here 

again  dnstered  oloee  round  the  fire 
Are  a  number  of  rrizzle-loek'd  men,  every 

one  is  a  true  *' noary  aire," 


Bowed,  time -beaten,   grey,   yet  alert  and 

reqwnsive  to  kindness  of  speech ; 
And  see  how  old  eyes  can  li^t  up  if  you 

promise  a  pipe-charge  a- piece. 
For  the  comforting  weed  Kikoslet  eulogised 

is  not  taboo  in  this  place. 
Where  the  whiff  aromatic  brings  not  cold 

reproval  to  Charity's  face. 
Ah  I  the  tale  is  o'erlong  for  full  telling ;  but 

never  a  bright  afternoon 
In  London's  (mill  leaf-strewn  October  was 

better  bestowed.    'Tis  a  boon 
To  be  able  to  speak  on  behalf  of  Samaritan 

kindness  so  schemed. 
In  a  way  in  which  lovers  of  man,  not  of 

mummeries,  ever  have  dreamed. 
On  such  wise,  wide,  benevcdent  lines,  with 

no  bondage  of  class  or  of  creed. 
But  the  helpless  Five  Hundred  still  swell, 

and  the  Sisterhood  feel  sorest  need 
Of  enlarsinff  their  borders  and   branehes. 

The  duloren  especially  swarm, 
And  for  every  poor,  pale,  nelpless  mite,  who 

can  here  find  a  pallet  and  f  ornu 
Home,  food,  clothing,  schooling,  life-settle- 
ment, hve,  there  are  hundieos  for  whom 
And  their  piteous  appeal  the  response  must 

unwillinglv  come,  **  No  more  room ! ", 
Room,  not  in  their  hearts  but  their  wards  is 

this  unselfish  Sisterhood's  lack  ; 
There  you,  my  dear  Maflam,  can  help,  if  your 

pnrse-stnngs  a  little  you  'U  slack. 
The  Home  for  Poor  Age,  Helpless  Childhood, 

Incurable  Sickness,  depends 
Not  on  fees  or  on  wealthy  endowments,  but 

alms  and  free  service  of  friends. 
Gifts,  not  only  of  money,  but  garments  and 

furniture,  beds^  tables,  chairs. 
The  Nazareth  ladies  will  welcome— Come  I 

Is  there  a  Christian  who  cares 
For  Ood's  poor  and  the  Christ-welcomed 

children,  who  will  not  respond  in  some  way 
To  the  modest  appeal  of  these  ladies,  who  care 

for  the  Waif  and  the  Stray  ? 

TO  MANKIND  IN  GENERAL- 

THiaiPOKl  TO  MB.  OLABSTONS  Df  PAaTICULAB. 

{8es  Speech  hy  Mitt  Cozen*  at  Meeting  of  Woman* e 
£maneipation  Union  at  Birmingham,  Oct,  27.) 

Thb  time  is  come,  beware  of  **  us," 
There 's  thunder  in  the  air : 

Tour  future 's  in  the  care  of  *'  us ;  *' 
Beware  of  **  us"— beware : 


Well  cease  to  coax  and  "  Cozen" 
By  fascinating  smiles,         ^ 

And  gaily  now  impose  on  yon 
By  dynamitio  wuea. 
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A  JUDGE'S  LAMENT. 

[Q.B.D.sQuMii*«  Bench  Dinrion.] 

Attir  the  lahoun  of  Yaoation, 

Ten  long  weeks  with  nothing  to  do, 
I  feel  that  I  need  some  reoreation, 
I  'U  sit  in  Conrt  for  a  week  or  two : 
It's  Inst  as  well,  now  and  then. 
To  snow  yonrself  to  the  public  ken. 
Ah  me  I  who  would  be 
Jnd^  of  the  High  Court,  Q  B.D.f 

But  it's  tiring  work  to  sit  on  the  Bench, 

Hearing  the  Counsel,  day  by  day, 
Canting  and  ranting,  while 
tner  clench 
Their  fists,  and  thump 
and  hammer  away : 
Bj    their    arguments 

weak  or  strong. 
Whatever  I  say  I  'm  in 
the  wrong* 
Ahmet  who  would  be, 
A  badgered  Judge  of  the 
a.B.D.  ? 

Wheneyer  I  crack  a  Judi- 
^  cialjest. 
Witnesses,  jurors,  suitors 
smile. 
They  auite  understand  I 
do  my  best, 
A  wearisome  action  to 
beguile: 
'•Silks"and"Juniors" 

seem  to  force, 
A  jeering  laugh  as  a 
matter  of  course. 
Ah  me  I  who  would  be, 
A  jocular  Judge  of  the 
O.B.D.  ? 

The     public,     solicitors, 
counsel,  frown 
And  grumble  and  growl 
at  the  law's  delay; 
I  'm  neyer  allowed  to  stop 
imtown, 
OS  on  Circuit  I  'm  hur- 
ried away : 
Election  Petitions  I  'm 

made  to  iudge^ 
On  Irish  Commissions 
I  have  to  drudge. 
Ah  me!  who  would  be, 
A   toiling   Judge   of  the 
aB.D.  P 

To  a  eau$e  cSlebre  I  don't 
object,         [me  sit. 
Leadersof  f ashioD  around 
My  robes  and  ermine  com- 
mand respect, 
I  rather  fancy  I  'm  mak- 
VM  a  hit: 
I  f  eelthere  's  a  chance  of 
getting,  who  knows  ? 
Into   Vanity  Fair  or 
Madame  Tussaud's. 
Ah  me  I  who  would  not  be, 
A  popular   Judge  of   the 
O.B.D.  ? 

When  the  Sittings  are  in  full  swing,  I'm 
bound* 
From  half  past  ten  till  the  dock  strikes 
four, 
In  Court  or  in  Chambers  to  be  found. 
With  half  an  hour  for  my  lunch  or  more : 
Summons  and  motion  and  cause  I  hear, 
I  'm  only  paid,  five  thousand  a-year  I 
Many  a  man  would  like  to  be, 
Judge  of  the  High  Court  Q.B.D. 

Akti-Txbiotal  Opou,  ^^ Eugene  Onegm^* 
at  the  Olympic.  Will  it  be  fcUowed  by 
Owy'ane  Twobrandi  t  and  subsequently  .by 
the  celebrated  Opera,  LoiowiM  t 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

"  FoH  graphic  touch  and  keen  appreciation 
of  humour,  for  easy  conyersational  narration, 

K' ve  me,"  quoth  the  Baztm.  **  thepapers now 
ing  iniblished  in  H6u$ekM  Wonk  (most 
apprmiate  place  for  them),  written  bT  Mok- 
TAeir  WILLIAMS,  Q.C.  and  Magistrate/'    His 

Saper  on  Rams^te,  telling  bow  he  trayelled 
own,  who  hu  companions  were,  is  as 
Hioroughly  amusing  ud  interesting  as  his 
tribute  to  the  health  -  giring  climate  of 
Ramsgate  is  true.  These  papers  under  the 
oomprehensiTe  title  of  **  Round  London,"  are 


Ethel  (wha  has  vieked  up  a  few  tportimg  phrates,  and  thinks  she  can  instruct  her 
Oovemess).  **  No,  I  havkn't  hkabd  fbom  Mummt,  but  I  'vn  hkabd  from  Poppa. 
Ha  HAS  KiLLXD  187  Gbousx,  but  I  don't  know  whxthsb  thbt  'rb  Bbaobs.'* 


to  be  republished  in  book-form  by,  as  I 
believe,  Messrs.  Macmillak,  and  assuredly 
they  will  be  as  popular  as  were  the  same 
author's  **LeaTes"  and  **  Later  Leayes." 
False  sentiment,  Montagu  Wiluams,  as  man 
or  magistrate,  does  not  encourage.  **  Strongly 
do  I  recommend  his  *  Round  London,' "  says 
The  Babon  db  Book-Wobms. 


"The  Mobbis  Dance,"— New  Fioube,— 
The  Premier  Danseur^  holding  laurel-crown, 
dances  up  to  Wiluam  Mobbis  offering  him 
the  laurel-crown.  Will  Mobbis  P  Mobbis 
won't.  Premier  retires  gracefully,  and  is  seen 
approaching  Lbwib  Mobbis. 


TO  SOME  AUTHORS. 

**  How  did  I  like  that  book  f*^    I  gained, 
From  reading  it,  jojr  unrestrained ; 
'Twas  perfect— had  it  but  contained 
An  Index! 

Brillianl^  jet  also  eruditCi 
Profound  in  facta,  in  diction  light, 
Why  failed  its  writer  to  indite 

An  Index? 

*Twa8  history,  on  its  sodal  side. 
With  stories,  good  to  quote,  sup 
Yet  how  quote  anything,  denic^i 

AnIndexP 

A  book  that  *' He  who  readf 
might  run" — 

Macaulat«    BOSWILL, 
Gbebn,  in  one  I 

Its    Printer,    too  —  whst 
made  Aim  shun 
An  Index  P 

I  missed  a  date,    hariced 
back.    "Afadl" 

You'll  say?    Perhaps.    It 
made  m«  mad. 

My  hunt  was  yain,  becaue 
it  had 

No  Index. 

0  Authors  of  inatruetiTv 

chat. 
Supply  this  want    when 

next  yon  're  at 
A  book  I  ^' Bis  dat  qm  cUh 

dot,'' 

An  Index. 


OUR  NEW  EXAM. 

Answkb  any  three  of  the 
following  five  qnestians  :— 
L  (a).  IHiat^Ha  a  casso- 
wary f  (6.)  Does  iti 
internal  oonstructioa 
render  it  capable  of  anthro- 
pophagT  Y  (e).  Describe 
its  habits,  nature  and 
food,  and  draw  an  outHne 
sketch  of  its  skeleton. 

IL  (a.)  Give  the  latitude 
and  longitude  of  Tim- 
buctoo.  (5.)  State  the 
n  umber  and  religious  belief 
of  its  inhabitants,  (c.) 
Discuss  its  natural  adTsa- 
tages  ;  (L),  as  a  port,  and 
(ii.)  as  a  centie  for  mission- 
ary enterprise. 

ill.  (a.)  Is  a  fnissionsiy 

best  wiien  serred  (L)  em 

natMtrei :  {iL)  a  la  meiitrs 

d'Mtel^  or,  (iiL)atix  M^sifei 

iivrettes  de  psaumee  f  Dit- 

euss  the  advantages  of  eaek 

method    of    prepjaratioB ; 

(b,)  Quote  any  advioe  given 

by  (i.)  LucuLLUB,  or  (iL) 

Epicubus  on  this  subject. 

IV.    What  version  of  .the  Prayer-book  ii 

in  use  amongst  the  nativesof  Centeal  Africa  ? 

y.    Discuss  the  authorship  of  the  poem 

entitled  Tinnbuetao,  and  adduce  any  roasoni 

for  believing  JuLi  us  Cjksab  to  have  written  it 


Thb   Othbb    Papeb.  —  Mr.  NBimES  ii 

bringing  out  a  rival  tothe  Pall  Mail  Omsette. 
Is  it  to  be  published  before  the  P.  M,  G^  sr 
later  in  the  day  ?  if  the  first,  ito  title  mirht 
be  The  Nootfs  Paper:  if  the  latfterTTA* 
After'  Newnss  Paper,  Whichever  yen  lik^ 
mv  little  dear!  Mr.  N.  pays  his  money  and 
takes  his  choice.  Anyhow,  **Nbwv£8' Paper** 
is  a  marketable  commodity. 
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THE  STEPNEY  THAT  CX)STS. 

r"  The  circumstanoei  will  indeed  hare  to  be  rery  remarkable  to  take  two 
Judges  into  Stepney."— ^aron  Folloek,  re  Stepney  Election  Fetition^  Oct,  26.] 

I  CHANCES  to  meet  a  man  the  other  day, 

Whose  store  of  legal  knowledge  was  amazing, 
He  stormed  at  me  in  quite  the  stormiest  way, 

With  ^eiy  indignation  simply  hlazing. 
I  wondered  if  he  ^  lost  his  (legal^  hair 

(Forffive  the  phrase)  against  a  oemi-rep  ?    Nay  I 
They  M  really  ventured  to  presume  to  dare 

To  ask  a  Judge  or  two  to  go  to  Stepney  I 

Now  if  it  had  been  merely  Peckham  Rye, 

They  would  have  gone  at  onoe,  and  gone  right  gladly. 
Then  Brondesbury,  Bamet— New  or  High, — 

Or  Shepherd^B  Bush  would  not  have  done  so  badly. 
Penge  would  have  brought  the  Crystal  Palaoe  near, ' 

And  Kensington's  Olvmpia  made  their  soul  burn. 
They  'd  have  enjoyed  tne  jaunt  to  Greenwich  Pier, 

And  Heaven  had  been  synonymous  with  Hoibom. 

Oh  I  had  it  been  Boho  or  Maida  Yale 

It  would  have  been  of  course  another  story.    A 
Delightful  trip  to  Euston  could  not  fail 

To  please  as  much  as  Broad  Street  or  Yiotoria. 
Belgravia  would  have  suited  very  welL 

They  could  have  done  with  Balham,  Bow,  or  Brixton, 
With  Flower-laden  Battersea.    But  tell 

Me  if  you  can— oh !  why  was  Stepney  fixt  on  P 


ROBERTS   VISIT  TO    IRELAND. 

WxLL,  it  isn't  for  one  like  me  to  say  as  how  as  good  luck  means 
wirtue  rewarded,  cos  I  have,  in  my  long  xperiense,  seen  not  a 
werry  few  cases  where  it  wasn't  so— no.  not  by  no  manner  of  means. 

But  this  I  can  most  trewlv 
say,  that  my  slice  of  luck 
during  this  larst  munth  is 
worthy  of  being  called  a  reel 
staggerer!  And  this  is  how 
it  cum  about  :— 

The  Amerrvoain  Gent,  at 
the  Grand  Hotel,  wanted  a 
change  for  about  a  weak  or 
two,  and  he  naterally  ardrod 
me  what  he  shood  do.  I 
made  lots  of  wise  suggeshons, 
in  course,  such  as  Margate, 
and  Grinnidge.  and  Hem 
Bay,  and  other  nily  arrister- 
cratick  places,  but  they  none 
on  'em  woodn't  do.  So  pre- 
sently he  calls  out,  **  Did  you 
ever  go  to  Ireland?"  I  was 
that  staggered,  that  I  coud 
ardly  amser  him ;  but  then  I 
says,  *'  Yes,  Sir— but  it  were 
sum  time  ago."  Then  he  stag- 
gers me  much  more  wiolently, 
for  he  says,  says  he,  **Why 
shoudn't  you  go  with  me 
then,  and  be  my  Wally!" 
When  I  recovered  my  breth. 
I  says,  "  I  don't  know  as  our 
gentelmanly  Manager  here 
woud  spare  me."  So  he  says. 
**I'll  soon  see  about  that" 
So  he  rings  the  bell  wiolently, 
and  arsks  for  him — and  he 
cums— and,  to  my  serpiize, 
ho  doesn't  make  not  no  objec- 
shun  at  all,  which  was,  in 
course,  werry  complementary 
to  me,  and,  strange  to  say,  no 
more  did  Mrs.  Kob£BT,  when 
I  told  her  of  it. 

Well,  I  passes  over  all  pre- 
limmenerry  derangements,  till 
we  finds  ourselves  on  board  a 
lovly  steemer,  bound  for  Old 
Ireland,  as  we  alius  colls  her,  tho*  I  don't  spose  as  she 's  any  older  than 
the  rest  ou  us.  It  was  that  rutf  that  Iperpwed  waitin  till  the  sea  got 
smooth;  but  m^  Master  ony  larft,  and  sed  I  ^ood  be  all  rite  if  I 
follered  his  adwioe,  as  he  was  used  to  the  sea,  and  rayther  liked 
it  a  little  ruflish.    So  he  got  me  a  sheet  of  brown  paper  to  put  on  my 


**  I  was  tlmt  6)tu^;;ercil,  that  I  could 
'urdly  aiiHwer  hiiu." 


manly  chest,  and  gave  me  some  champane,  and  one  glass  of  Perettie 
Sline,I  think  he  called  it,  and,  with  their  ade,  I  got  over  mudi  better 
than  I  xpected. 

We  went  as  strate  as  we  coud  go  to  the  Lakes  of  EUlamv,  and  if 
that  isn't  jest  about  as  lovly  a  plaice  as  the  hole  world  can  show,  whj 
then  let  sumbod  v  show  me  another  as  is.  If  anyboddy  arsksd  me  if 
it  never  rained  tnere,  trutii  wood  make  me  say  ^es,  it  most  suttealy 
does  sumtimes,  but  then  so  it  does  ewerywheres  in  oUidy  time  exo^ 
where  it's  most  speshally  wanted. 

My  Ghivner's  fust  harty  larf  was  at  dinner  on  Hie  fust  day,  when 
he  told  me  to  rinsr  for  sum  pepper.  Tim  the  Waiter  amseired  the 
bell,  and  I  told  nim  what  was  wanted,  and  I  scarce  xpecs  to  be 
bleeved  when  I  says,  as  he  oums  back  and  he  says,  says  he,  **  If  yoa 
plase.  Sir,  sure  the  Pepper 's  engaged  I "  I  thort  the  Guvnsr  Wood 
na  larfed  hisself  hill,  but  he  soon  recovered,  and  said,  "  Thin  ninr 
mind  Tnc ,  we  '11  do  without  it  to-day,  but  let  us  have  fust  ton  at 
it  to-morrow."    **  Suttenl^,  your  honour,"  says  Tnc,  and  waniihM. 

The  next  day,  after  driving  ua  round  the  naybourhood,  he  eameii 
without  being  arsked,  and  goea  to  the  fire  and  warms  his  hande,  isd 
then  says  with  a  broad  ^nn,  **  Sure  it 's  a  iolly  Inckv  oupple  as  joa 
are,  for  the  rains  a  bustin  down  like  thunder  1 "  Wnen  nandiogtb 
unpeeled  Potatows  to  .the  Guvner  he  wood  innt  his  finger  at  one'  tad 
say,  *'  That 's  a  rale  buty.  Sir! " 

1  spose  as  the  Guvner  was  rajrther  libberal  to  Tnc,  when  we  left, 
as  all  reel  gennelmen  alius  is,  for  the  tears  aoshally  came  into  tbe 
pore  feller's  eyes,  and  he  blessed  us  both,  and  wished  as  a  few  moe 
genelman  like  us  woud  sumtimea  wisit  poor  old  Ireland  I 

We  stayed  about  a  fortnight,  but  we  didn't  see  another  Waiter 
like  poor  Tim,  who  was  the  werry  fust  humane  bein^  as  hever  called 
me  a  gennelman,  pore  feller  I  but  we  had  a  werry  nice  time  of  it  oa 
the  hole,  which  I  may  p'raps  elude  to  sum  day,  when  thinn  ain't 
quite  so  brisk  as  thev  is  just  now,  and  I  must  say  as  my  GuToer 
behaved  like  the  reel  Gennelman  as  he  is,  when  we  cum  fortoeettel 

up.  E0B£BI. 

SECUNDUM  HABTY. 


.  with  enough  8ucoe«  ei  to 
ihed  literary  persons  ..." 
'—Daily  Cfraphic,  OeU  !&] 


["  I  haye  eren  gone  so  low  as  \d.  a  ooune 
elicit   effusife   eulogies  from   some   diftting 
— jtfr.  Enmt  Mart  %n  **  Where  are  the  Oookt 

Oh  I   where   are   the   Cooks ; 
where  on  earth  can  they  be  y 
Pray,    hark  to  the   House- 
keeper's pitiful  moan. 
Mr.  Hart  seems  to  know,  and 

he  tells  us,  with  rlee. 
Of  a  plan  which  la  his,  and  is 

his,  too,  alone. 
It 's  a  plan  for  a  dinner,  that 's 

easily  shown 
To  be  cheap,  and  of  pleasure 

the  joy-giving  source, 
'Tisa  wonderful  plan— hear 

the  epicure  groan—  • 
It  costs  just  exactly  one  penny 
a  course. 

The  dinner's  Hartistic.  Sweet 

Habt  says  that  he 
Had  a  meal  fit  to  soften  the 

heart  of  a  stone. 
There  were  guests — men   of 
letters,  and  lofty  degree— 

Who  were,  pleased,  and  not  only  saw  fit  to  condone. 
But  who  ransacked  each  counter,  land,  oontanent,  lone, 
For  encomiums  of  praise,  till  thev  reallv  grew  hoarse. 
But  would  they  nave  done  so,  had  only  they  known 
It  cost  just  exactly  one  penny  a  course  f 

Yes,  a  penny  a  head.    It 's  noteasy  to  see 

How  it 's  done  for  the jprice  of  a  bun  or  a  soone. 
When  the  Mistress  and  Cook  find  it  hard  to  agree. 
And  the  former  of  these  is  provokingly  prone 
With  the  latter  to  pick  a  most  terrible  bone, 
When  it  seems  that  disaster  must  follow  perf oroe. 

Oh !  whisper  them  this  in  a  Hart-rending  tone- 
It  costs  just  exactly  one  penny  a  course ! 

L'Envoi. 
0  Host,  if  all  other  ideas  have  fiown. 

Remember  this  plan  aa  a  final  resource, 
Be  Harty  I    Be  Earnest !    Make  Am  plan  your  own ! 

It  costs  just  exactly  one  penny  a  course  1 


^T 


The  Real  Akt  op  BooK-KssPiirG  .—Never  to  lend ! 


(^  liOIICS.— Aiueeied  Commnniflations  or  Contributions,  whether  M8.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Pictorea  of  any  dMehpuao.  wiii 
in  no  eaae  be  retnmed,  not  even  wl^qi  a^ipinaiiif^  by  #  ^tuaped  and  Addreaaed  Envelope,  Cover,  or  Wrapper;  T»  this  nis 
there  will  be  no  espeption. 
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THE    GAME   OF   THE    LITTLE   HORSES. 

(A  Sketch  at  tht  Caaino,  Dinar d,) 
On  either  nde  of  the  circular  Raee-couree^  with  iti  revohing  metal 
harsei,  is  a  Oreen  Table,  divided  into  numbered  e^/uaree,  around 
which  the  Players,  who  are  mostly  English,  aresUtina  or  stand- 
ing.   A  Croupier  with  his  rake  presides  at  each  taBle,    In  an 
obscure  comer  of^the  balcony  outside.  Mist  DABfTBEE  and  her 
Married  Sister  have  Just  established  themselves.    There  is  a  Ball 
at  the  Casino,  and  the  Orchestra  are  heard  tuning  up  for  the 
next  dance. 
The  Married  Sister,  But  Sylvia,  irhy  have  you  dragged  me  out 
here  to  sit  in  the  dark  ?    I  thought  you  were  engaged  for  this  ? 

Miss  Dainiree.  So  I  am— to  such  a  horrid  little  man.    That 's  why 
I  iied.    He  won't  think  of  coming  here  after  me ! 
The  M.  S,  What  made  3rou  give  him  a  danoe  at  all? 
Miss  D,  ZkCK  hrou^ht  him  up  to  me — so  naturally  I  thought  he 
was  a  dear  friend  of  his,  hut  it  seems  he  only  sat  next  to  him  at  table 
d'hote,  and  Jack  says  he  pestered  him  so  for  an  introduction,  he  had 
to  do  it^to  get  rid  of  him.    So  like  a  hrother.  wasn't  it  ?  .  .  .  Oh, 
Amt,  he 's  eomtn^what  shall  I  do  ?    I  know  he 
can't  danoe  a  little  hit !    I  watched  him  trying. 
The  M,  S.  Can't  you  ask  him  to  sit  it  out? 
Miss  D.  That  '■  worse  !    Let  '■  hope  he  won't 
notice  us.— Ah— he  has! 
[Mr.  CuBSOir,  a  podgy  young  man  with  small 
eyes  and  a  scrubby  moustache,  wearing  a  taiU 
less  evening-coat  and  a  wrinkled  white  waist- 
coat,  advances, 

Mr.  Cubson.  Our  dance,  I  helieve?  {The 
Orchestra  strikes  up,)  Isn't  that  the  Pas  de 
Quatre  f  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  'm  not  very 
well  UD  in  these  new  steps,  so  I  shall  trust  to  you 
to  pull  me  through  —soon  get  into  it,  v'know. 

Miss  D.  {to  herself).  If  I  could  only  get  out 
of  it !  (She  rises  with  a  look  of  mute  appeal  to 
her  Sister.)  We  can  go  through  this  room. 
{They  pass  into  the  Salle  des  PetiU  Chevaux.) 
Stop  one  minute— I  just  want  to  see  which  horse 
wins.    Don'tyou  call  this  a  fascinating  gome  ? 

Mr,   C,    Well,  I  don't  understand  the  way 
they  play  it  here— too  complicated  for  me,  you 
know! 
Miss  D,  [to  herself).  Anything  to  gain  time  \ 
Oh,  it '  •     • 


{Aloud.)  Oh.  it 's  quite  simple — you  just  put 
your  monev  down  on  any  numher  you  choose, 
and  say  ^^ Sur  fo"— whatever  it  is,  and,  if  it 
wins,  you  get  seven  times  your  stake. 

Croupier,  Tons  sont  payes — faites  vos  jeuz, 
Messieurs, — ^les  jeux  sont  nartis  I 

Miss  D,  I  know  what  i  should  do— I  should 
hack  7  this  time.  I  've  a  presentiment  he  '11  win. 

Mr,  C.  Then  why  don^  you  hack  him  ? 

Miss  D,  Because  I  don't  happen  to  have 
hrought  anv  money  with  me. 

Mr,  C.  Oh,  I  duresay  I  can  accommodate  you 
with  a  franc  or  two,  if  that 's  alL 

Miss  D.  Thank  you,  I  won't  trouhle  you :  hut 
do  hack  him  yourself,  jilst  to  see  if  I  'm  not  right. 

Croupier.  Les  jeux  sont  faits.  Rien  ne  va 
plus! 

Mr,  C.  (throwing  a  franc  xm  the  table),  Sur  le 
sept!  (To  Miss  D.)  I  say,  he's  raked  it  in. 
WhuVs  that  for? 

Miss  D,  For  the  Bank,  or  Charity,  or  something— they  always  do 
that  if  you  stake  too  late. 

Mr,  C.  Swindle,  /call  it.  And  I  should  have  won,  too— it  is  7. 
I '  ve  had  enonsrh  of  this— suppose  we  go  and  dance  f 

Miss  D,  Why,  you're  not  going  to  give  in  already— after  so 
nearly  winning,  too  ? 

Mr,  C.  Ah,  well,  I'll  have  just  one  more  go— and  then  we'll  he 
off.    I  'm  going  to  try  the  9  this  time.  [He  stakes. 

Miss  D,  I  should  have  gone  on  the  4— it 's  time  one  of  the  even 
numhers  won  again. 

Mr,  C,  Oh,  would  you?  All  right,  then.  (To  Cr.)  Pas  surle 
neuf—le  quatre.  (The  Criyxpiet  transfers  the  franc  to  ^,)  They're 
off— can't  tell  the  winner  vet.  Now  they're  slower— 4 's  good— 
4  's  very  good.  See  where  ne 's  stopped,  not  an  inch  from  the  post  I 
This  isn't  half  a  had  game. 

[A  horse  with  a  red  flag  at  his  head,  labelled  No,  9,  creeps 
slowly  up,  and  steps  Just  ahead  of  A. 

Croupier.  Neuf ,  impair,  et  rouge ! 

Mr.  C.  It's  9  after  all— and  I  hacked  him  first.  {In  an  injured 
tone,)    1  should  have  won  if  you  hadn't  said  that  ahout  4 ! 

Miss  D,  (with  secret  delight).  I  won't  advise  any  more.  What 
are  you  going  to  haok  It 

VOL.  aa. 


Mr.  C.  We  really  ought  to  he  dancing— hut  I'll  try  my  luck 
once  more  on  No.  4.    I  shall  put  on  two  francs  this  time. 

Miss  D.  Shidl  youP    How  reckless!    I  heard  someone  say  just 
now  that  No.  1  hani't  won  for  a  long  time. 

Mr.  C.  I  took  your  advice  once  too  often.    There— 4  's  going  to 
win— see  how  he 's  goinff  round— no,  he 's  passed. 

\_A  horse  with  a  yeUow  Jlaf,  labelled  No.  1,  stops  close  to  the  post. 
Croupier.  L'As,  impair,  etjaunel 
Miss  D.  Didn't  I  tell  you  so  ? 
Mr,  C,  You  only  said  1  hadnH  won— not  that  he  would.    If  you 

had  spoken  more  plainly !    I  don't  think  much  of  this  game— 

I  've  (uopped  four  francs  alreadv.    How  ahout  that  dance  ? 

Miss  b,  (ironically).  It  would  he  rather  a  pity  to  go  away  without 
getting  all  that  money  hack,  wouldn't  it  ? 

Mr,  C,  (seriously).  Perhaps  it  would.    You're  sure  you/re  in  no 
hurry  ahout  this  dance  ? 
Miss  D,  On  the  contrary ! 

Mr.  C,  Well,  look  here,  I  'm  going  to  put  on  a  five-franc  piece 
this  time— so  be  careful  what  you  advise. 
Miss  D,  Oh,  I  really  couldn't  undertake  such  a  responsibility. 

Mr.  C.  I  shall  follow  this  man  then,  and  back 
five.  (He  does ;  the  horses  spin  round,  and  the 
race  is  won  by  a  horse  with  a  tricoloured  flag 
labelled  No.  5.)  There,  I've  done  it  without 
:[rou,  you  see.  (The  Croupier  pushes  a  heap  of 
ivory  counters  towards  hsm,  which  he  takes  ujp 
with  trembling  hands,)  I  say,  I  scooped  in 
thirty-five  fnmcs  over  that  I  Not  had,  is  itP 
I'm^ladlwaitedl 

Miss  D,  Yes,  it's  better  fun  than  dancing, 
isn't  it  P 
Mr.  C.  Oh,  lots— at  least  I  didn't  mean  that 

quite 

Miss  2>.  Didn't  you  P  /  did.  What  are  you 
going  to  back  next  P 

Mr.  C.  Well,  I  must  just  have  one  more  turn, 
and  then  we  'U  go  and  get  that  dance  over.  I  'm 
going  to  plunge  this  time.  (He  spreads  his 
counters  about  the  board.)  There,  I  've  put  five 
francs  on  each  colour  and  ten  each  on  8  and  9. 
You  see,  by  hedging  like  that,  you  're  bound  to 
pull  off  somethinq  I 

Miss  D.  (as  the  horses  spin  round).  All  the 
yellow  flags  are  out  of  it. 

Mr.  C.  Doesn't  matter,  9  's  red,  and  he 's 
going  first-rate— nothing  to  beat  him  I 

Miss  D.  Unless  it's  5,  and  then  you  lose. 
(No.  5  wins  aaain.)  How  unfortunate  for  you. 
5  generally  does  win  twice  running,  some- 
how. 

Mr.  C.  ivnth  reproach).  If  you  had  thought  of 
that  a  little  sooner,  I  shouldnH  have  lost  twenty 
francs  I  (A  plaver  rises,  and  Mr.  C.  secures  the 
vacant  chairT)  More  comfortable  sitting  down. 
I  must  get  that  back  before  I  go.  I've  got 
about  twenty  francs  'left  I  '11  put  five  on 
yellow,  and  ten  on  9.  (He  does.  Croupier. 
^'Betix,  pair,  et  rouge  J  ")  Only  five  left  I  I  '11 
h^ck  yellow  agDUQ,  tis  red  won  last  {He  does. 
Croupier,  **  Qu(itr^,  pair^  et  rouge  ' "  He  turns 
tii  ^iss  D,  for  symnutht/.)    1  say,  did  you  ever 

see  suoh  beastly  bad ? 

A  lYenchman  {btihind  him).  Platt-ilP 
Mr.  C.  («m/u*«f/).  Oh^  rien.  I  wasn't  speak- 
ing to  you,  M'soo.  [Ta  himself]  Where  on  earth  has  that  girl 
ffot  to  ?  She  might  have  waited  I  She  ^e  gone  liack  to  the  balcony ! 
{He  goes  out  in  pursuit  of  her*)  Oh.  I  sav,  Mias— er— Daintkee,  if 
you  're  ready  for  that  **  Pas  de  Quatre,  I  Jun.  Hope  I  haven't 
kept  you  waiting. 

Miss  D.  (sweetlY).  Not  .in  the  very  least  Are  you  sure  you 've 
quite  finished  playing  ? 

Mr.  C  As  I  've  lost  all  I  'd  won  and  a  lot  on  the  top  of  that,  I 
should  rather  think  I  had  finished  playing. 

Miss  D.  So  has  the  Orchestra— quite  a  coincidence,  isn't  it  P  You 
were  so  absorbed,  you  see !— No,  I  won't  keep  you  out  here,  thanks  ; 
my  sister  will  take  care  of  me. 

Mr.  C.  (to  himself,  as  he  departs  rather  sheepishly).  I  've  offended 
that  girl— I  could  see  she  was  wild  at  missing  that  Bam  Dance.  I 
wish  I  hcul  danced  it,  I  'm  sure,— it  would  have  saved  me  several 
francs.  It  was  all  her  own  fault  However,  I  '11  ask  her  for  a  waltz 
another  evening,  and  make  it  up  to  her  that  way.  Confound  those 
Petite  Chevaux, * 

Miss  D.  Amt,  he  'a  gone, — and  I  havenH  danced  and  I  haven't  sat 
out  with  him— and  he  can't  say  it's  my  fault  either !  (Sthe  l^es 
her  hand  to  the  Petite  Chevaux  inside.)  ,  Thanks,  ever  so  much,  you 
dear  little  beasts !  igitized  by  \3v_. 


"Ourdance,  Ibelieye?" 


S18 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHABIVARL 


[Si 


ii.int 


THE   BRUMMAGEM   BIRDCATCHER. 

[A  Lay  tf  a  Labottr  Pngranme.)      Ant—"  Th»  SakatAm'i  DoMgUtr," 


*?         t 


Ht»  ^Pii  wt  x«feai4  a  VMteLwiipr.  Sit  a  a  iiftft 

At  MMrar  Wrii»  W  tm  a  4iK  ^  «tts  u^  i4)C&-  a  koc&Mr 
Afti  W  i«i  mIM  pMs;  Tadi^  Jot,  ^  "^ 


;«Aii#V  ^  Ah  !  I  FAJVCT  I  CKJLLL  BATS  TmBi 

Jokt; 


Tm«  Joe  «f  OfwA  Oli  Tiu-Mii,  «l  tal  ^w  yil  1 

^^   -  ^  ^il  g^  I&  Bi 

2 ^'\y(='rii 


No 


12.  1892.] 


PUNCH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHAEIVARL 


219 


Mtm.  Guthir.  **0h,  good-bti,  Sib  Johk.    So  borrt  vot  to  hayi  vouko  tour  mobt  ohabminb  Wifs  at  homx.** 
Sir  John,  **  Thanks— thanks  !    By  thk  way,  let  xx  absubx  yoxt  I  'vk  only  got  Oiws;— and—  " 

[Think$  that  the  rmnainder  of  the  aetUence  ii  **  better  wutentood  than  eaepre$9ed," 


**  I  am  as  artful^  qTite,  as  he,  and  maoh  more  yoang  and  actiye ; 
I  'ye  a  sweet  listle  of  my  own  the  birdB  find  most  attraotiye. 
My  nets  may  he  nnauthorised.  and  my'deooys  not  his  'n ; 
Yotodds,  yen  those  deeoys  yill  draw,  those  nets  the  hirds  imprison  ^ 

"  YiLUAX  's  a  old  Monopolist,  or  yonld  he  ill  'd  let  him ; 
But  on  this  here  pertikler  field  I  'U  lick  him,  that  1  'U  het  him. 
I  am  a  ooye  as  hates  the  Nohs ;  I  dearly  loyes  my  neishhonr ; 
And  if  I  have  a  feeling  heart  it  is  for  Honest  LaDonrl 

*'  YiuJAic^s  deeoys  areoat  of  date,  hntyen  I'd  shake  andmmmage'em 
He  gets  his  hack  np  like  a  shot.  He 's  jeabos  of  Toong  Brummagem  I 
I  'U  set  up  on  m^  own  aoooont ;  and  I  'ye  a  new  half  dozen 
Of  nice  deooys  yioh  I  am  sure  the  shyest  hirds  yill  oosen. 

'*  I  am  not  arter  nigrhtinffales,  the  pappy  poet's  darlings, 

I  'm  oyite  oontent  yith  hlaokhirds  hnsk,  and  eyen  hosy  stsrlings. 

The  birds  yot  delye,  yot  trsok  the  piongh,  yot  yatoh  the  rostio 

thatoher, 
Are  good  enough— m  numftsrs— for  the  Brommagem  Birdoatoher. 

*'  YiuiAX  may  lore  his  Irish  larks,  and  redpoles,  tits,  and  finches, 
Oood  British  mrds  yill  do  for  me.    I 'm  ynn  as  neyer  flinches 
From  spreading  of  my  nets  all  yide ;  yot  comes  /can't  determine, 
Bat  I  don't  care  for  oarrion-hirds,  I  looks  on  'em  as  wermin  I 

"  And  so  I  nps  and  spreads  my  nets.    Yot  if  the  hirds  see  idsinly  P 
My  yistle  is  so  yondroos  syeet,  I  shall  not  spread  'em  wainly, 
Themmydeocrysl    Ah  I  them's  the  hoys  I    In  patienoe  ana  in  skiU 

lam 
The  ooye  to  oatoh  a  hig  hird-hatoh.  and  qyite  a  match  for 

YlLL-I-AMl" 

Old  YmiAX  and  yoong  YisUing  Jox  are  riyals,  yot  yere  pardners  I 
And  some  yill  hack  the  Bmmmyites,  and  some  the  Grand  Old 

Harwsrd'ners ; 
But  yichsoeyer  from  the  fight  of  yictory  he  the  snatcher, 
The  Midlands  own  a  champion  in  the  Brommagem  Birdoatoher. 


*'  A  Royal  Lnn  "  (nr  ihx  Bills).— The  snooessor  to  King 
the  £ighih  (at  the  Lyceum)  will  he  King  Lear  the  I^et.  '^j 
eetmaril    ViveieAn!*' 


Henry 
Le  Roi 


OUB  BOOKINQ.OFFICE. 

Thx  Baron  pauses  in  the  midst  of  his  yaried  literary  and  philo- 
sophic stndies  to  look  into'No.  46,  YoL  iy..  Part  ii.,  of  Our  CeMnitiee, 
a  puhlication  which  has  been  admirably  conducted  by  the  late  and 
the  present  Count  AsTR0R6e,  which  is  the  title,  when  he  is  at  home, 
of  the  eminent  photompher  and  proprietor  of  the  Walery- 
Oallenr.  First  comes  lue-Iike  portrait  of  the  stem  Sir  Edwabd 
W.  WATKiN,  on  whose  brow  Time,  apparently,  writes  no  wrinkles, 
though  Sir  Sdwabd  could  put  most  of  us  up  to  a  few.  Nor,  strange 
to  say,  are  there  any  lines  on  his  countenance,  probabljr  because  he 
has  so  many  other  bnes,  exiBting  and  contemplated,  in  ms  eye. 

But  'tis  not  alone  thy  inl^  doak,  good  Sir  Sdwabd.  that 
attracts  the  Baron,  nor  is  it  the  business-like  profile  of 
Thomas  ds  Gbxt,  sixth  Ixnrd  Valwingham,  Chairman  of 
the  Ensils^  Committee,  that  giyes  the  Baron  matter  for 
special  admiration ;  but  it  is  the  perfectly  charming  portrait  of 
'^'Daisy  Flsss"  H.  S.  H.  the  Princess  Hknry  of  Plbss,"  which 
riyets  the'Baron's  attention,  and'causeslhim  to  exclaim, ' '  She  m  pretty, 
Pless  her  I "  Miss  Cobnwallis  Wist,  but  now  a  Daisy,  now  a 
Princess,  came  up  as  a  fiower  at  Ruthin  Castle,  and  "  in  1891  Prince 
HsNXY  OF  Pubs/'  says  the  brief  narratiye  written  by  A.  Bull  (an 
example  of  **  a  bull  and  no  mistske")  *' wooed  and  won  the  beauty 
of  the  Season,"— looky  'Aery  Plsss  (—and  then  Prince  'Asry  took 
his  bride  to  Furstenstein^  in  Silesia,  *'  a  fine  sohloss,  with  beautiful 
gardens  and  terraces,"— in  short,  '*  a  Pleasaunce."  Count  Asirob6o 
may  do,  as  he  has  done,  many  excellent  photographic  portraits  but 
this  one  will  be  uncommonly  *'  hard  to  beat,"  and  King  of  Photo- 
graphers as  he  seems  to  be,  it  is  noteyeryday  that  he  has  so  charming 
a  subject  as  Princess  Daisy  presented  to  him.  Receiye,  Count 
Astbob6g-Walkry,  of  the  Walery-Ghdlery,  without  anyraillery, 
the  congratulations  most  sincere  of  the    Babon  de  Book- W  osms. 

"  The  Playera  are  Gome  I  »*  ^^^  ^^  ^^  ^^j  ^ 

Firet  Player  (who  hae  had  a  run  of  iU-lueh),  I  'm  regularly 
haunted  by  the  reoolleotion  of  my  losses  at  Baccarat. 
Second  Player.  Quite  Shakqwarian  I    "  Banco's  "  Ghost 
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COITTEBSATIOHAL  HIVTS  FOB  TOTJVO  SHOOTEBS. 

LwcR  {continued). — ^How  delightful  it  is  to  awaken  interest  in 
the  female  hreast,  to  make  the  hcMurt  of  lovely  woman  go  pit-pat,  as 
her  eyes  read  Hie  words  one 's  pen  has  written.  Eyen  in  drawing- 
rooms  and  houdoirs,  it  seems,  bright  eyes  have  marked  these  attempts 
to  teaoh  a  correct  conyersational  manner  to  those  who  engage  in  game- 
shooting.  Here  is  one  letter  of  the  hundreds  that  Mr*  Punch  has 
one  by  one  pressed  to  his  gallant  lips  with  an  emotion  that  mi^ht, 
perhaps,  not  have  been  expected  from  one  of  his  years  and  discretion. 
But  how  shall  time  or  caution  prevail  against  universal  love  ?  The 
flame  bums  on  with  an  unquenchable  ardour.  Beautif  nl  beings,  the 
Punch  of  your  affections  is  true 
to  you  all.  He  takes  you  in  a 
lump  and  loves  you.  He  takes 
you  sinff Iv and  adores you^pas- 
sionately  out  paternally.  Here, 
therefore,  is  the  letter : — 

Deabsst  Mb.  Punch, 
We  have  all  been  bo  de- 
lighted to  read  your  articles 
about  shooting.  I  read  them  to 
Papa  after  dinuer  in  the  draw- 
ing-room. Mamma  says  she 
doesn't  understand  such  mat- 
ters; but,  of  course,  things  have 
altered  very  much  ^nce  her 
young  days,  as  she  is  always 
telling  us.  Now  I  want  to  ask 
your  o^nion  about  an  im^r- 
tant  point.  i)o  you  think  girls 
ought  to  go  out  and  join  the 
men  at  lunch  P  We  all  think  it 
to  delightful,  but  Feed,  mv 
eldest  orother,  makes  himsefi 
extremely  disagreeable  about  it 
— at  least  he  did  till  last  week, 
when  Smilt  Ratbuek,  who  is 
my  very  dearest  friend,  was 
staying  with  us.  Then  he  told 
me  we  might  come  for  a  change, 
but  we  were  to  go  home  again 
directly  afterwards.  Qenerally 
he  savs  that  women  are  a  bore 
out  snooting.  Please  tell  us, 
dear  Mr.  Punch,  what  yon 
really  think  about  it. 

With  much  love,  yours 
always,        EosB  Lareikg. 

P.S. — I  am  so  glad  you  write 
the  word  '*  lunch,"  and  not 
**  luncheon."  I  told  Feed  that 
— buthe  went  to  Johnson's  Die 
tionary,  and  read  out  some- 
thing about  "Lunch"  being 
only  a  colloquial  form  of ' '  lun- 
cheon." ,  Still,  I  don't  care  a 
little  bit  Dr.  Johnson  lived 
so  lonff  ago,  and  couldn't  pos- 
sibly know  everything— QOJilii 
he?  R.  L. 

My  darling  young  ladv,  I 
reply,  your  letter  has  made  a 
deep  impression  on  me.  Dr. 
Johnson  did,  as  you  say,  live 
many  years  ago ;  so  many  vears 
ago,  in  fact,  that  (as  a  little 
friend  of  Mr.  Punch  once  said,  with  a  sigh,  on  hearing  that  someone 
would  have  been  one  hundred  and  fifty  years  old  if  he  nad  been  alive 
at  the  present  day)  he  must  be  "  a  orne  old  angel  now."  The  word 
*  *  lunch  "  is  shorty  crisp,  and  appetising.  The  word  "luncheon"  is  of 
a  certain  pomnosity,  which,  though  it  may  suit  the  mansions  of  the 
great,  is  out  of  place  when  applied  to  the  meals  of  active  sportsmen. 
Bo  we  will  continue,  if  you  please,  to  speak  of  "  lunch."  And  now 
for  your  question.  My  charming  Rose,  this  little  treatise  does  not 
profess  to  do  anything  more  than  teach  young  sportsmen  how  to  con- 
verse. I  assume  that  they  have  learnt  shooting  nom  other  instructors. 
And  as  to  the  details  of  shooting-parties,  how  tney  should  be  composed, 
what  they  should  do  or  avoid,  and  how  they  should  bear  themselves 
generally — the  sutject  is  too  great,  too  solemn,  too  noble  to  be 
entered  upon  with  a  light  heart.  At  anv  rate,  that  is  not  my  pur- 
pose here.  It  was  TUQ»—very  rude — of  Feed  to  say  you  were  a 
bore — and  I  am  sure  it  wasn't  true.  I  can  picture  you  tripping 
daintily  along  with  your  pretty  oomnanions  to  the  lunch  rendez- 
vous.    You  are  dressed  in  a  perfectly  ntting,  tailor-made  dress,  out 


LiUU Spijfkins.  "Don't  tou  think  one  mioht  get 

SOME  EVENING  t " 

Young  Brown.  "Not  Girls  knottoh,  my  Boy  I* 
LiUU  Spiffkins,  "Not  Girls  enough  I    Wiit,  /'ye 'got 
OFP  Me  with  a  Stick  1 " 


short  in  the  skirt,  and  displaying  the  very  neatest  and  smallest  pair 
of  ankles  that  ever  were  seen.  And  your  dear  little  nose  ii  just  t 
leeUe— not  red,  no,  certainlv  not  red,  but  just  delicately  nink  on  its 
jollv  little  tip,  having  ^raliantly  braved  the  north  wind  withont  a 
veil.  To  call  you  a  bore  is  absurd.  But  men  are  such  brutes,  and  it 
is  as  certain  as  that  two  and  two  (even  at  our  public  schools)  mike 
four,  that  ladies  are— what  shall  I  say  P— not  so  popular  as  they 
always  ought  to  be  when  they  come  amongst  shooters  engaged  in 
their  sport.  Even  at  lunch  tney  are  not  always  welcomed  with 
enthusiasm.  This  is,  perhaps,  wrong,  for,  after  all,  they  can  do 
no  harm  there. 
But,  .darling!  Rose,!  I'  am  sure  Feed  was  perfectly  right  to  send 

you  home  again  directly  the 
meal  was  over,  though  it  mnit 
have  wrung  his  man^  heart  to 
port  from  Emilt  Katbuie. 
Even,  I,  the  veteran  sportsman 
Punch,  ba^d  qualms  when  t 
poor  bird  has  been  merelT 
wounded,  or  when  a  waiinwl 
hare  shrieks  as  thedo^  seizes  it 
I  cannot,  as  I  say,  discuss  the 
ethics  of  the  questian.  The 
good  shot  is  the  merdfnl  shot 
But,  after  all,  in  killing  of 
every  kind,  whether  by  the  (fim 
or  the  butoher's  knife,  there  ii 
an  element  of  orueltv.  And 
therefore,  my  pretty  Rose,  ym 
must  keep  away  from  the 
shooting.  Besides,  have  I  not 
seen  a  good  shot  '"tailor" 
half-a-dozen  pheasants  in 
succession,  meray  because  a 
chattering  lady— not  a  dear, 
pleasantutUe  lumD of  delight 
fike  you.  Rose— had  po^ 
herself  beside  him,  and  made 
him  nervous?  By  all  meani 
come  to  lunch  if  you  mnit, 
but,  equally  by  all  means, 
leave  the  guns  to  themselTei 
afterwards.  As  for  ladies  who 
themselves  shoot,  why  theheit 
I  can  wish  them  ia,  that  thef 
should  promptly  ahoot  them- 
selves. I  can't  abide  thesL 
Away  with  them ! 

But,  in  order  that  the  por^ 
pose  of  this  work  may  be 
rulfilled,*  and  the  !  oonvena- 
tional  method  inoulcated,  I 
here  give  a  short  *'  Ladiee-at- 
lunch  -  dialogue,"  phonogrt- 
phically  recorded,  as  a  partf 
of  five  guns  was  approaching 
the  plaoe  of  lunch,  at  aboot 
1*30  p.x. 

First  Sportsman  {addresstng 
his  companion).  Now  thtSL, 
ToiQCT,  my  son.  just  smarten 
yourself  up  a  bit,  and^  kok 
pretty.  The  ladies  are  coming 
to  lunch. 

Tommy     {horror  -  strudu) 

What  f  The  women  coming  to 

lunch  P  No,  hang  it  all,  von 're 

Say  you  are — aol 


joking. 


First  Sp.  Joking  P  Not  1 1  I  tell  von  six  solid  women  are  going 
to  lunch  with  us.  I  heard  'em  all  talking  about  it  alter  btealEfast, 
and  thinking  it  would  be,  oh,  such  fun  I  By  the  way,  I  soppoae  yoa 
know  you '  ve  got  a  hole  in  your  knickerbockers. 

Tommy  {looking  down,  and  perceicing  a  huge  and  umlisg%tisetis 
rent).  Good  Heavens  I  so  I  have.  I  must  have  done  it  getting  orer 
the  last  fence.  Isn't  it  awful  P  I  can't  show  like  this.  Have  yoc 
got  any  pins  P 

[The  Keeper  eveniually  promises  that  there  shall  he  pins  si  tk§ 
farm-house. 

Another  Sportsman  {bringing  up  the  rear  with  a  companion). 
Hope  we  shan't  be  long  over  lunon.  There's  a  lot  of  gnrand  to 
cover  this  afternoon,  and  old  Stkss  tells  me  they've  got  a  ralendid 

headof  birds  this  year.  I  always  think {Hebreaks^Tfuddsmlg: 

an  expression  of  intense  alarm  comes  over  his  face.)  'SThj,  what's 
thatP^  No,  it  can't  be.  Tea,  by  Jingo,  it  is.  It 's  the  whole  blesMd 
lot  of  women  come  out  to  Innoh,  my  wife  and  alL  Well,  poor 
thing,  she  couldn't  help  it.    Had  to  come  with  the  lest^  1  nppoBS. 
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But  it 's  mean  of  Chal- 
iCERS—IswearitiB.  He 
ought  not  to  haye  al- 
lowed it.  And  then, 
never  to  let  on  about 
it  to  ut.  Well,  my 
day's  spoilt  if  they 
come  on  with  us  after- 
wards. I  couldn't  shoot 
an  ostrich  sittinf^  with 
a  woman  chattering  to 
me.  MissCmcKWEBD's 
got  her  eye  on  you. 
Llotd.  She 's  marked 
you.  No  good  trying  to 
do  a  ramp.  You're 
nailed,  my  boy,  nailed ! 
Uoyd,  Hang  Miss 
Chickwssd  I  She  half 
killed  me  last  night 
with  all  kinds  of  ully 
questions.  Asked  me 
to  be  sure  and  bring 
her  home  a  rocketing 
rabbit,  because  she'd 
heard  they  were  very 
yaluable.  Why  can' t  the 
women  stay  at  home  ? 
[They  waui  on  moodily, 

A  few  minutes  later. 
Lunch  has  j'uH  begun. 
Miss  Chickweedimid- 
die-aged,  hut  skittish). 
Oh,  Tou  naughty  men, 
howlonj3:  you  haye  kept 
us  waiting  I  Now,  Cap- 
tain Llotd,  did  you 
shoot  reaUy  well  P  Or. 
were  you  thinking  of 

Well,  perhaps  I 

oughtn't  to  say.     See 
how  discreet  I  am.  But 
do  tell  me,  all  of  jrou, 
exactly  how  many  birds 
you  shot— I  do  so  like 
to  hear  about  it.    You 
begin.  Captain  Llotd. 
How    many    did    you 
shoot?    {Without  wait- 
ing   for    an   answer,) 
I  m    sure    you    must 
haye  shot  a  dozen.  Tes, 
I  guess  a  dozen.    And, 
oh,  do  give  me  a  feather 
for  my  hat  I    It  will  be 
BO  nice  to  haye  a  real 
feather  to    put  in  it. 
And  we 'ye  got  such  a 
treat  for  you.     Mast, 
you  tell  them.   No,  I '11 
tell  them  myself.     If 
you  're  all  tery  good  at 
lunch,  we're  goinf  to 
walk  with  you  a  little 
afterwards.    There ! 
[But,  at  this  awful  pro- 
speet,   consternation 
seizes  the  men,  Chal- 
MXBS      (the      host) 
makes  frantic  signs 
to    his    wife,     who 
(having,    somehow, 
been      "  squared  ") 
affects   not   to   see, 
A    few     desperate 
attempts  are  made 
to  express  a  poltte 
joy;   but  the  lunch 
lanauishesy     and 
darkness  closes  over 
the     melancholy 
scene. 


A  NiyAL  iKauiEY.— 
T^  JTbfTtf  and  the  why  P 


THS   VAKISHZNG   BTJPEE.— A  Cry  from  India. 

A  Colonel  laments  the  disappearance  of  the  Rupee,  and  shows  how  ^whenever  he  had  a  step  up  in  his  ReginutU  {each  time  growing 
in  importance  and  having  more  calls  on  his  purse),  the  Rupee  at  once  took  a  step  down,  decreasing  in  importance  and  reputation, 

II.— Captaik. 


As  a  *'  Sub,"  free  from  family  tiep, 
With  constant  **  liyers  "  from  the  Pater, 

The  Rupee  I  thought  a  goodly  size, 
Though  once  its  yalue  was  much  greater. 

III.— Majoi, 


Raised  to  Captain's  rank,  it  so  fell  out 
I  fdi  in  loye  with  the  Station  belle.* 

Oot  spliced ;  the  Rupee,  at  once,  no  doubt. 
In  spite,  not  in  loye,  but  yalue  f  elL 


17,— C^ILOITEL. 


Children  came,  money  went,  all  U  P,  (Vamming  I    Schooliug  I    Bills  by  eycry  post  I 

I  thought,  when  promotion  brought  more  pay  But  now,  as  Colonel,  I  think  I  see 

(What  luck  I) ;  but  that  slippery  Runee  My  way ;  but  I  count  without  my  host. 

Decreased  more  yiaibly  from  that  day.  Vanished,  like  a  ghost,  has  the  Rupee  I 

*  By  this  I  do  not  mean  the  Barmmid  who  presides  oyer  the  stale  buns  at  our  Bailway  Befrethment-room ;  I  refer  to  the 
prettiest  gvl  at  the  Military  Station  where  I  was  qoaitered. 


PREMIER  AND  PHYSICIAN. 

(Imaginary  Report  of  an  utterly 
impossible  Interview. ) 

So  you  got  through  your  labours 
at  Ojaord,  my  dear  friend,  without 
feeling  any  ill  effects  P~  Certainly, 
neyer  ei^oyed  myself  more.  Eyery- 
one  paid  the  deepest  attention.  One 
Don  actually  used  an  ear-trumpet. 

Well,  andlwhat  do  you  intend  doing 
next  P— Oh,  lota  of  things.  You  see 
my  Parliamentary  work  is  next  to 
nothing—not  a  moment  more  than  ten 
hours  a-day .  So  I  must  do  something 
with  mj  spare  time. 

CertainW,  I  haye  no  objection.  But 
I  should  like  to  hear  your  programme. 
— I  haye  only  got  it  into  form  for  a 
week  or  so.  Before  the  end  of  the  year 


I  shall  haye  it  shin-shape.  But  say  for 
Noyember.  Shall  we  say  Noyember  P 

Certainly.  What  doyou  projKMe 
doing  in  Noyember  P—WelL  I  think 
Ishallretranslatetheworksof  Hovxr, 
andwrite  an  exhaustiye  article  in  the 
JBnepliMeedia  Britannica  (new  edition) 
on  the  ^*  life  of  Wslluvoton." 

And  that  is  all  P  Well,  and  a  fair 
amount,  too !— All  I  What  ncmsense  I 
Why,  that  will  take  me  less  than  no 
time.  Then  I  think  I  shall  ascend 
Mont  Blanc,  so  as  to  be  able  to  see 
how  the  summit  looks  in  winter. 
Then  I  shall  translate  the  Waverley 
Novels  into  Swedish. 

Well,  youmight  be  worse  employed, 
but  you  must  not  oyerdoit.— Oyerdo 
it  I  Certainly  not  1  Why,  I  am  stronff 
as  a  horae.  And  that  reminds  me,  I 
think  I  shall  attempt  along-^^^^e 


ride  on  my  own  account.  I  feel  sure 
that  I  can  do  better  than  those  Oerman 
and  Austrian  fellows. 

Where  do  you  propose  to  ride  P— 
From  John  o'  Groats  to  the  Land's 
End,  I  fancj,  will  be  the  course.  I 
ought  to  do  it  in  three  days. 

Of  course  you  will  use  more  than 
one  horse  P  —  Oh,  certainly.  No 
cruelty.  And  I  think  I  shall  try  the 
walk  mjself  on  foot,  just  to  see  if  a 
horse  will  be  able  to  keep  up  with  me. 

And  is  there  any  other  exploit  that 
you  eontemidate  P — I  thought  I  might 
perhaps  dine  with  thenew  Lord  Mayor. 

What  I  dine  with  the  new  Lord 
Mayor !  Why.  you  would  neyer  be 
able  to  bear  the  strain ;  the  great 
exertion  I— I^  was  half  afraid  you 
might  say  this,  so  I  haye  written  and 
re  peotf  ully  declined  the  inyitation  I 
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FELINE   AMENITIES. 

"How  Kind  of  toxt  to  Gall— I 'ii  so  sobbt  to  havi  kept  toxt  waitiko  I  •• 

"Oh,  don't  Mxntion  it— rvs  not  bkkn  at  all  bobid  t    fys  bbbn  tbtxno  to  Ixaoinb  what  I  shoitld  do  to 
Room  look  Coxfobtablx  if  it  wbbb  Mikb  I " 


MAXB  TEU 


^aCHABOD!" 

Ck)0,  loquitur:^ 

Hkre'i  a  pretty  fine  bosbiesB,  my  ICagoo  1 1 1 

Where  are  we  a-drifting  to  now  f 
These  here  tears  in  my  eyes  yoa  most  twig ; 

I  detect  the  ginm  gloom  on  your  brow. 
Most  natural,  Magoo,  moit  natural!    Loyal 

old  giants,  like  us. 
Must  be  out  to  the  heart  by  these  times,  which 

they  get  every  year  wus  and  wus  I 
It's  Ikybod,  Maooo;  I  see  it  a-written  all 

oyer  the  shop. 
Our  fflory's   departed,    old  partner.    And 

where  is  it  going  for  to  stop  ? 
That  Feast  of  BKuraAZZKB  weren't  in  it  for 

worritting  warnings  of  woe ; 
Which  our  beautiful  Annual  Banquet  will 

soon  not  be  worth  half  a  blow. 
It 's  not  half  a  blow-out  as  it  is,  not  com- 
pared wilh  old  glorious  gorges. 
I  wish,  oh  I  wish,  MAGoemine,  we  was  back  in 

this  times  of  the  Gboboss, 
Or  eren  Dick  WHErmiGTOK's  days,  which 

for  giants  was  quite  good  enough ; 
But  thev  'ye  spoilt  all  the  good  things  of  life 

with  their  Science,  and  Progress,  and 

stuif. 
I  see  how  it's  drifting,  dear  Maooo.    The 

Munching  House  and  the  Gildhall 
Did  use  to  be  London's  fust  pride.    Is  it  so 

in  these  days?    Not  at  alii 
Whippersnappers  cock  snooks  at  us,  Maooo  ; 

A  ignerent  pert  L.  C.  C, 
To  whom  Calipash  is  a  mistry,  whose  soul 

never  loved  Calipee, 


A  feUer  elected  by  groundlings,  who  can*t 

tell  Madeira  from  Port, 
Some   sour-faced  suburban  Dissenter— As, 

Magoo^  may  make  us  his  sport. 


Without  being  peeped  in  the  pillory  I 
dsni 


As 


old  punishment  that  I 

all  the    oitf  punishments  wot. 


Proper 
We're 


a-ffetting  too  flabby,  that 's  flat. 
The  gailowB,  the  stocks,  and  the  pillory  kept 

rebel  rascals  in  hor, 
But  now  every  jumped-up  Jack  Cadb,  or 

Wat  Ttlbb  can  give  us  his  jor 
Hot-and-hot,   without  fear  of  orave  Wal- 

wobth's  sharp  dagger,  or  even  a  shower 
Of  stones,  rotten  heggs,  and  dead  cats.  Tab  I 

The  People  has  far  too  much  power 
With  their  wotes,  and  free  speech,  and  such 

fudge.  Ah  I  if  Gladstofb,  and  Asqttith, 

andBuBNS, 
And  a  tidjr  few  more  of  their  sort,  in  the 

pillory  just  took  their  turns, 
like  that  rapscallion,  Daniel  Defoe,  what  a 

clearance  he  'd  have  of  the  cads 
Who  worrit  us  out  of  our  lives  wilh  Reform, 

and  such  humbugging  fads  I 

Magog,  loquitur,'-^ 

Ah,  Gog,  I  am  quite  of  jour  mind !    Which 

I  don't  mina  admitting  that  Khill 
To  a  Protestant  Giant  like  me  was  the  least 

little  bit  of  a  pill. 
Stillsomever,  he's  Lord  Mayor  now,  and  did 

ought  to  be  backed  up  as  such, 
For  what  City  Fathers  determine  it  ain't  for 

outsiders  to  touch. 
But  where  are  the  Big  PotsP   The  Banquet 

seems  shorn  of  its  splendour  to-day. 


No  Promier.  nor  no  Foreign  Sec,  nor  bo 

Chancellor  MI    ReallyTi  say 
This  is  rascally  Radical  imperenoe  I  How  can 

they  dare  stop  awav. 
From  the  greatest  event  of  the  year,  when  the 

words  of  ripe  wisdom,  well  wined, 
Should  fall  from  grave  turtle-fed  lips  to  mike 

heasy  the  poor  Public  mind, 
As  when  Palmebston,  Dizzr,  and  Salii- 

BUBT,  spoke  from  that  time-honoai«<i 

Chairl 
And  that  Gladstone— A«  ain't  no  great  lots! 

—but  to  think  the  Woodchopper  should 

diWB 

To  neglect  his  fust  duty  like  thisIII   Obi 

it 's  Ikybod,  just  as  you  say. 
My  GoG.     Civic  glory's  burst  up,  and  the 

splendour  of  Lord  Mayor's  Day 
Is  eclipsed  by  that  L.Cr.C.  lot  and  their 

backers.    I'm  full,  Gog.  of  fears; 
The  look-out's  enough  to  depress  us,  and 

move  the  poor  Turtle  to  tears. 
It's  Ucybod,  Kybod,  IkybodI    Oh,  for  the 

days  that  were  gayer, 

Ko    GLADSIONE^nO    ROSEBEBT.     SO    HaI- 

coitbtI  1 1    Wy,  next  we  $haU  have  m 
Lard  Mayor/  [Ltift  lammUmg* 


Yebt  Cbttel.— Mrs.  R.  was  very  much 


Lady; 
and  gargles  everything  I  say.'' 

Often  taikbd  about  but  Nevbb  Snv. 
—••A  Clean  Sweep." 
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Goa.  "NO  PRIME  MINISTER  I     NO  FURRIN  8ECKETARTI     NO  CHANCELLOR  0'  TH'  EXCHEQUER**- 
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THE   MAN  WHO  WOULD. 

I.-THE  MAN  WHO  WOULD  BE  LAUREATE. 

HiB  name  was  LvoiOK.  He  had  kept  his  eye  on  the  Lanreateahip 
from  his  early  boyhood,  when  he  sent  verses  to  the  Poets'  Comer 
of  the  Ptfll^ay^Mi^^iHat/,  which  sometimes  paUiBhed  them;  then 
he  out  them  oat,  and  pasted  them  neatly  in  a  book,  which  he  still 
possesses.  He  always  wrote  on  an  oocasion.  '*  Lixies  on  the  Re- 
coyery  of  My  Bister  Emilt  from  the  Momps";  "Dirge  on  the 
Decease  of  a  Fayoorite  Sqtiirrel«"  beginning,  '*No  more!"  but 
there  was  always  plen^  more  where  that  came  from,  and  is  stilL 
At  College  he  was  one  of  the  three  men  who  wrote  in  College 
Rhymeey  and  secnred  for  that  periodical  a  circulation  by  taking  a 
honored  copies  each.  Legiov  sent  dozens  of  his,  marked,  to  eyery 
poet  he  heard  of,  generally  addressing  them  ''Dear  Alxtbed"  (if 
that  was  the  Minstrel's  Christian  name),  or,  in  yerse,  '*  Brother,  my 
Brother,  my  sweet,  swift  Brother  I "  This  annoyed  same  noets,  who 
did  not  answer ;  others  were  good-natored,  and  would  reply. — 

*'  DxiJK  Snt,— I  haye  to  acknowledge,  with  many» thanks,  yoor 
Cebren  and  Parit.  and  anticipate  much  pleasure  from  its 
perosaL" 

Leoion  kept  all  these  letters  in  a  book,  and  published  some  of 
them  as  adyertisements  of  his  C«- 
hren  and  Paris  (an  unsuccessful 
Newdigate),  when  it  appeared  in  a 
y<dume,  with  an  astomshingly 
decoratiye  coyer.  It  was  a  classi- 
cal piece,  in  blank  verse.  Cebren. 
the  father  of  (Enone,  is  represented 
asking  Paris  what  his  intentioiiB 
are  as  regards  that  lady.  It  was 
a  piece  of  classical  genre,  the 
author  said :  such  interviews  must 
have  occurred  when  a  young 
Trojan  ]^rinoe,  with  no  particular 
expectations,  paid  marked  atten- 
tions to  the  daughter  of  a  River- 
god,  like  Cebren.  Here  is  a 
specimen  piece,— 

**  Now  mark  me,  Paris,"  aaid  the  Rirer- 

god,  [weed*, 

Seated  among  the  damp   lush  water- 
His  tresses  crowned  with  crow*B-foot, — 

**  Hark  my  words, 
Thou  dalliest  with  my  daughter ;  what 

thine  aim, 
I  ask,  and  crare  an  answer— great  th y 

line, 
The  lineage  of  renowned  Laomedon. 
Thy  sires  have  wedded  goddesses  ere 

now. 
But  wealthy  though  the  House  of  Troy 

maybe. 
Thy  father  has  a  monstrous  family, 
Daughter!  and  sons  as  countless  as  the 

rills 
That  Ida  sends  to  be  my  tributaries. 
What  he  can  give  thee,  what  thy  pro- 
spects are. 

What  settlements  thou  art  prepared  to  make, 
If  thou  wouldst  lead  CEnone  to  the  altar. 
This  would  I  know ;  excuse  an  anxious  sire !  '* 

Then  Paris  murmured : — 

"  Honourable  but  yague, 
Bemote,  but  honourable,  my  purpose  is :  " 
And  that  great  Birer-god  arose  in  flood, 
Monstrous,  and  murmuring,  and  to  the  main. 
Ha  sweot  the  works  of  men  and  oxen  down, 
And  haa  not  Paris  climbed  into  a  tree. 
He  ne'er  had  crossed  the  ocean ;  never  seen 
The  fairest  fiaoe  that  launched  a  thousand  ships. 
And  burned  the  topless  towers  of  Ilium. 

Some  accused  Legiok  of  {plagiarising  the  last  line  !and  a  half, 
which  reminded  them,  they  said,  of  Maklowx.  But  he  replied  that 
great  wits  jump,  that  it  was  an  accidental  ooincidenoe.  The  public, 
which  rar^  cares  much  for  poetry,  was  struck  by  Cebren  and 
Paris.  '*  There  is  in  it,"  said  the  Parthenon^  *'  an  original  music, 
and  a  chord  is  struck,  reverberating  from  the  prehistorio  years, 
which  will  find  an  answer  in  the  heart  of  every  father  of  a  family." 
The  Clergy  at  larse  quoted  Cebren  and  Paris  in  their  charges 
and  sermons,  and  the  work  was  a  favourite  prize  at  seminaries  for 
young  ladies.  Consequentlv  all  the  other  poets,  whom  nobody  buys, 
arose,  and  blasphemed  Ce6ren  and  Parts  in  all  the  innumerable 
reviews.  This  greatly,  and  justly,  added  to  the  popnlarity  of 
Lboiov'8  book.  He  followed  it  up  by  Idylls  of  the  Nursery^  a 
volume  of  exquisite  pieces  on  infants  as  yet  incapable  of  speaking  or 


/-^/"^^ 
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walkinff.  This  had  an  enormous  success  among  young  newly- 
married  people,  fOi  enthusiastic  class  of  the  communj^.  At  recita- 
tions you  might  hear — 

Tootsy,  wootsT)  pooty  sing,  Save  "  astrolabe," — 

Mammie*B  darling,  icky  tmng !  And  Tippoo  Saib ! 

Coral  lips  that  frix  the  coral,  Oh.  tmy  fSsoe, 

Innocence  completely  moral.  And  tiny  feet, 

Sweet  Babe,  Oh,  infant  grace, 

They  say,  So  incomplete. 

Naught  rhymes  to  Babe,  Sat  me,  my  oweet ! 
In  any  lay 

In  sequence  to  these  effusions,  Lxoiok  poured  forth  Ballades,  and 
Rondeaux,  and  wrote  a  Chant  Boyal  on  a  (General  Election  which 
occupied  a  whole  column  of  a  newspaper,  and  needed  three  .men  to 
read,  with  a  bov  for  the  '*  envoy."  But  this  ditty  was  not  thought 
to  have  seriouslV  affected  the  votinsr  classes  in  anv  direction.  Lxgiok 
was  now  usually  spoken  of  as  '*  the  versatile  itr.  Ltoiov,"  a  com- 
pliment which  never  failed  to  annoy  him  hugely.  Sated  with 
popular  applause,  he  turned  into  a  vein  of  new  poetry,  and 
produced  The  Song  of  the  Spud,  whioh^  his  admirers  averred 
was  **raoy  of  the  sou."  A  grand  English  Opera,  on  the  Pil- 
grimage of  Graoe^  was  performedi  at  immense  expense,  Lboiok 
Being  the  Librettist.    It  was  patriotic,  but  not  exactly  iN>pular. 

Still,  with  all  these  claims  on 
his  country,  LxaiOK  lived  in 
hopes  which  were  wofully  disap- 
pomted;  for,  when  his  chance 
came  at  last,  a  Prime  Minister  of 
modem  ideas  declared  that,  as  a 
Laureate  is  not  useful,  he  must 
be  omamentaL  Now,  neither 
Legiov,  nor  any  of  ms  rivals, 
could  be  called  decoratiye,  what- 
ever they  might  have  been  in  their 
youth.  They  needed  laurels,  for 
the  same  reason  as  Julius  Cx^lr, 
The  wreath  was  therefore  offered 
(by  a  Plebiscite  conducted  in  a 
newspaper)  to  the  young  Lady-poet 
whose  verses  and  photoigraiili 
secured  the  ffreatest  number  of 
votes;  the  Laureate,  in  every 
case,  to  resign,  on  attaining  her 
twenty-fifth  birthday.  The  beau- 
tiful and  accomplished  Mrs.  Jnro- 
LKT  Joins  triumphed  in  this  truly 
modem  competition,  and  her  book 
was  rushed  into  a  sale  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  copies.  After 
this  check  the  writing  of  poetry 
ceased  to  attract  male  enterprise — 
to  the  extreme  jov  of  Publishers 
and  Reyiewers ;  though  the  mar- 
ket for  waste-paper  received  a 
rhock  from  which  it  never  rallied. 
The  youthful  male  population  of 
England  determined  never  to  be- 
come Poets,  unless  they  were  bom 
,,   .  Poets,  a  resolution  on  which,  at 

all  tunes,  a  minority  of  the  race  had  acted,  with  the  best  results. 

"Notes  ato  Papkb."— There  is  a  lot  of  "paper"  about  from 
"Walker— London."     No,   Mr.  JoHinm  Toole,    Sir,   not  your 


"paper,"  for  pour 
Houi 


ouseisoranuned 
and  your  "paper" 
is  at  a  premium* 
But  this  par- 
ticular WiLLXEK, 
of  Warwick 
House,  London, 
Bends  forth  "  So-  \N 
ciety  Stationery"  ' 
— '^which,"  as  ; 
Ifrs.  ^amp  would 
have  said,  "  spel- 
ling of  it  with  an 
*a' instead  of  an 
*e,*  Society  never 
is."  Amnnff  the  lot 

there 's  m  "  An-  Mr.  J.  L.  "  Walker »»  Toole  and  "  Pull  Company." 
tique  SociehrPap^,"  which  should  be  a  Society  Paper  as  old  as  the 
world  itself,  or  it  might  be  used  by  a  Fossilised  Fogey  Club. 
Walker  ft  Co.'s  new  "  Society  Paper,"  whether  antique  or  modem, 
is  pretty  and  quite  harmless— till  pen  and  ink  are  at  work  on  it ; 
and  fhia but  that 's  another  story. 
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COSTS  AS  THEY  ABE  AND  WILL  BE. 

[Two  Semu  fr<m  a  Farcieal  Tragedy  $howing  that  some  of  the  Judges' 
reeommendaUons  might  be  adopted  immediately, ) 

THE  PRESENT  [oithey  are).    Somr>— Solioitor*8  Private  Boom. 
Sdidtor  awaiting  weaUhy  Client.    Olerk  in  attendance* 

SoUcOor,  The  lady  is  to  be  shown  in  the  moment  she  axriTes ;  and 
mind,  I  am  not  to  be  disturbed  as  long  as  she  is  here. 

Clerk.  Yes,  Sir.  [ExU. 

Sol.  Quite  pleasant  way  of  spending  a  morning.    (Enter  Giient.) 
Ah,  my  dear  lady,  and  how 
are  yon  P 

Client.  Very  well,  thank 
yon ;  bnt  Bobbt  is  not  so 

well,  and  as  for  Mast 

ISntere  into  long  domeetie 
detaile. 

Sol.  (tit  a  eympathetie 
tone).  Dear  me  I  And  what 
has  giTen  me  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  you  here  to-day^  ? 

CUeni.  I  only  looked  in 
to  ask  you  how  you 
thought  our  suit  was  go- 
ing on? 

JSol.  Oh.  capitally  I  You 
know,  we  have  had  seyeral 
appointments  before  the 
Chief  Clerk  in  Chambers, 

and 

[Enters  tnto  lonp  explan- 
ation,^  hrifthng    with 

^teehniealitiee. 

Client  {quite  at  sea). 
Dear  me,  what  a  oompb- 
cated  affair  a  Chancery 
suit  is  I  I  had  no  idea  we 
should  haye  to  do  all  this. 
But  won't  it  be  yery  ex- 
pensiye? 

Sol.  {smUina).  WelL  yes; 
but  it  will  all  be  paid  out 
of  the  estate.  Ton,  my 
dear  lady,  won't  haye  to 
pay  anything  for  it  — I 
mean  out  of  your  own 
pocket. 

CUent.  Oh,  that  is  de- 
lightful I  Because  you  see 
with  the  carriages  and  the 

opera-box And  that 

reminds  me,  I  think  I  shall 
giye  up  the  opera-box.  Do 
you  know  last  Season  the 
music  was  magnificent,  but 
quite     too     learned.      I 

think {Gfives     her 

views  at  great  length  upon 
the  Opera,  past,  present 
andfiUure.  At  the  end  of 
her  remarks-^  But  how  I 
do  run  on  I  I  am  afraid  I 
am  taking  up  your  time. 

Sol.  Not  at  alL  I  haye 
nothing  jMurticular  to  do, 
and  our  interyiew  comes 
out  of  the  estate.    Now  are 


Client.  No  thanks— I  think  not.  And  now  I  must  sqr  good-bye. 
I  am  ashamed  to  take  up  so  much  of  your  yaluable  time. 

Sol.  l^ot  at  alL  I  shall  be  am^  remunerated  out  of  the  estate. 
(Exit  Client.  Solicitor  gives  his  Clerk  the  heads  for  six  foUos  of  a 
oiU  of  costs,  and  then  observes—)    Not  a  bad  morning's  work ! 


THE  FUTURE  (at  they  wiU  he). ,  Scsx^-The  Same, 
and  Clerk  discovered* 


Solicitor 


you  sure  we  can  do  notlung 

lOI 


For  you  this  morning  ?  The 
last  time  you  were  here  we 


Sol.  Now  mind,  on  no  account  is  she  to  be  admitted.  She  talki 
about  all  sorts  of  things  and  takes  up  my  time  dreadfully,  and  now 
the  Court  won't  pass  "  luxurious  costs,"  and  oljeots  to  nayment  out 

of  the  estate,  1  can  charip 
nothing.  So  mind,  she  is 
not  to  DO  admitted. 

Clerk.  Yery  good.  Sir. 
[ExiL 

S(d.  Yes.  At  my  yerj 
busiest  time,  w^ien  eyezy 
moment  is  yaluaUe! 
(^it^  Client)  What  you, 
my  dear  Madam  I  I  really 
am  too  busy  to  attend  to 
you  this  morning. 

Client{astonished).  Why 
you  said  you  were  always 
pleased  to  see  me ! 

Sol.  But  that  was  before 
the  Judges'  recommenda- 
tions were  adopted.  Nowa- 
days we  must  not  let  yoa 
run  up  costs  until  we  haye 
explained  to  you  in  writinr 
what  you  are  about  And 
as  all  you  say  will  come 
out  of  your  own  pocket, 
and  not  out  of  the  estate, 
it  is  only  fair  to  warn  joo. 

Client.  What  out  of  my 
own  pocket  I  Then  I  shall 
be  off. 

SoL  Sorry  to  giye  up  our 
pleasant  oonyers&tions,  bat 
they  run  into  money.  [ExU 
Client,  when  the  Solidtar 
shakes  his  head  to  the  CMi 
who  has  brought  his  romgh 
draft  of  costs,  and  to  whik 
nothing  now  can  be  legally 
added,  and  observes — )  Not 
agoodday's  woikl 


O/£Aj0Ji2^Hiij:i  l<iJi*jg 


BALANCE   OF   PROBABILITIES. 

Eigh  Church  Lady.  *'I  svrposx  that  was  the  Ladt  Chapil  Brann)  thv 
Choib!" 

Low  Church  Verger.  *'I  don't  fakot  thxbi's  Hant  sxtoh  nakx  ^Erkabouts, 
M*]c    I  think  it  was  only  thb  Paw-OnENxx  1 " 


got  copies  of  all  the  orders  for  you.    I  hope  yon  receiyed  them  safely. 

Client  {laughing).  Why,  I  do  not  think  I  naye  opened  the  packet  1 
I  came  across  a  bundle  the  other  day,  and  could  not  make  out  what 
it  was,  and  laid  it  aside,  because  I  saw  your  name  upon  it  and  thought 
it  must  haye  something  to  do  with  that  troublesome  Chancery  suit. 

Sol.  {laughing).  WeU,  my  dear  Madam,  that  parcel  represented 
seyeral  pounds.  Howeyer,  it  doesn't  matter :  you  won't  haye  to  pay 
for  it,  as  it  will  come  out  of  the  estate.  Ana  nom,  what  can  we  do 
for  you  P    Haye  you  looked  into  the  accounts  carefully  P 

Client.  No,  and  I  am  rather  fond  of  figures. 

Sol.  Then  we  will  send  you  a  copy  for,  saj,  the  last  fiye  years. 

CUent.  Shall  I  be  able  to  make  them  out  P 

Sol,  Ton  ought  to  be  able  to  do  so,  my  dear  Madam.  They  will  be 
prepared  by  a  leading  firm  of  AccountantSi  and  we  will  check  them 
ourselyes  before  we  send  them  to  you.    Is  there  anything  else  P 


THE  BOOM-DB-AT 
POET. 

["Mr.  BxcHAaD  Kobton, 
the  author  of  '*  7*-r»-inf- 
boom-de-^y"  hiB  been  ctUad 
to  proTo  what  would  be  t 
reaaonable  fi^[ure  for  the  whole 
proprietary  rights  of  a  sooff.'* 
—Ttmes  lew  SfperU,  Jm. 
Zrd.] 

Hb  came  before  the  pdUio 

f  other  day  I — 
The  Author  of  **  ro-m-ro- 

Boom-'de-ay  /  ^* 
'Twas  in   a   caae    befbro 
Judge    Gbanthax 
brought 
(It  should  haye  been  in  Jus- 
tice *'  CoLLnre' "  Court) 
When  the  Inspired  Bard  the  Jury  faced. 
As  he  within  the  witness-box  was  plaoed. 
He  told  us  how  his  Pegasus  would  fly 
From  plain  (two  guineas)  up  to  (ten)the  sky  t 
But  for  the  song  he  wrote  for  Lottie  fair 
We  hope  he  was  a-Lottie'd  a  larve  share 
In  all  its  earnings.    May  it  not  Be  lung 
Ere  he  produce  another  catching  song ; 
But  should  he  fail,  then  wh^  the  poet's  clay 
Be  laid  to  rest,  it  will  suffice  to  say, 
••  Vixit.    He  wrote  '  Ta^a-ra-Boom-de-ay  ! ' '» 

==— =—      ^_T^ 

Mbs.  R..  on  hearing  that  a  Cribket-team,  though  not  first-rate,  had 
a  leaven  oi  good  players,  inquired  how  they  could  haye  more  of  then. 
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OPERA-GOERS'    DIARY- 

CovetU  Garden^  Tuesday,  Nov.  Ut — Tristan  und  Isolde,  About 
the  dullest  thing  that  even  a  much-enduring  Wagnerite  eyer  heard. 
Glass  down  to  zero. 

Our  CaiTic  at  Thb  Opb&a. 


He  heareth  Trittan     I     He  heareth  Caval-     I     He  seeth  and  heareth 
und  Isolde  WTvpt 'm  Uria  £ustieana  Aida,  "More  power 

Blomber.  |     rapt  in  ecstasy.  |     tojour  lielba!^' 

'  Wednesday,~-<}ltM  up  again.  Orfio  with  the  two  Rayooli  and 
the  marrellouB  BAxnERMSiSTEB  as  Cupid*  Wonderful  little  lady 
BAUBRiOEiSTEB-singer'I  I  'to  said  it  before,  and  I  repeat  it  emphati- 
cally, Bauebmsistbb  is  "a  little  treasure''  to  an  Operatic  Manager. 
Mascaoni's  CavaUeria  Bustieana  was  ike  second  course  to-ni^ht, 
in  which  this 
old  heart-broken 

Were  Sir  Auou .    ^ 

jocosity  into  this  serious  Opera,  he  might  giye  a  line  to  the  im- 
placable Alflo,  sajring,  "'I've  come  to  rid  you  of  Turiddu!**  If 
Mascaoni  had  heard  this,  he  would  haye  composed  an  additional 
Intermezzo  expressing  the  whole  force  of  the  idea. 

Thursday/.— Carmen  expected,  but  tenor  off  colour,  so  change  of 
air  (or  should  say  airs)  recommended,  and  adopted.  Audience  sent 
to  tne  country,  or,  rather,  Rusticana  brought  to  them. 

JVtd^y.— House  crammed.  Great  excitement  to  hear  Melba  as 
Aida.  the  darky  girl.  Everybody  delighted,  except  perhaps  Melba 
herself,  who,  on  seeing  the  bouquets,  must 
have  murmured,  **  Trop  defleur^!  "  Eyery- 
body  good.  Quite  the  best  night  of  the 
Season.  To-night  Baujerxxisteb  appears  as 
Sacerdotessa.  So  this  week  she  has  been 
Capid,  an  old  Peasant  Woman,  IVasquita^  a 
Brigand's  Young  Woman ;  and  then,  being 
repentant,  she  finishes  as  a  Priestess  I  It 's  a 
whole  life-time  in  a^^few  days. 


Punehf  who  was  "  wonderful  good  " — (it  was  just  the  time  when  ahe 
did  blunder  on  to  a  winner>~and  I  made  up  m^  mind  to  follow  Hie 
new  Prophet  Dakisl  ;  but,  by  Joye  I  it  resulted  in  a  loss,  and  Damtkl 
landed  me  among  the  lions  in  no  time  I  These  are  yio^  jokes,  but  aober 
facts— I  plunged  heavily  on  all  the  '*  Selections,"  ana  am  now  in  the 
pleasant  position  of  owing  the  Hing  a  substantial  sum  in  addition  to 
^'  the  old/'  throuffh  following  My  Wife's  advice — whilst  her  banking- 
account  is  oonsiaerably  augmented  through  having  laid  against  hyer 
own  tipa  I  This  may  be  humorous,  but  as  1  said,  I  don't  approve  of 
humour  when  exercised  on  myself  I 

I  laughed  most  oonsumedly  at  some  of  her  articles,  but  on  looking 
them  over  agaui-^she  has  kept  the  lot,  pasted  in  a  book — a  mona- 
ment  to  my  fatuity  I) — I  don't  think  so  much  of  them  now  I  know 
she  wrote  them,  and  see  that  I  could  have  made  numberlesa  vmlaabk 
suggestions  had  she  only  seen  fit  to  consult  me  I  Of  coursd  I  eould 
stop  any  further  contribution  on  her  part,  but  consideration  for  your 
readers  (P)  prevents  that— to  say  nothing  of  her  determinaticii  to 
continue — so  I  have  therefore  consented  to  her  odd  whim,  (m  the 
condition  that  in  future  I  "  edit"  her  oontxibutions ;— I  need  hardly 
assure  you  that  I  shall  confine  my  *'  editing  "  strictly  to  theae  limits, 
and  that  vour  own  Editor  need  be  under  no  apprehension  as  to  my 
usurping  ms  place,— ably  as  I  should,  no  doubt,  nil  it ! 

My  Wife  begs  me  to  follow  her  example,  and  conclude  with  a  vem 
— (I  don't  know  where  she  picked  up  such  a  bad  habit)— but — while 
bowing  to  her  wishes — (I  am  always  polite)— to  a  certain  extent,  I 
absolutely  decline  to  make  the  verse  other  than  blank  ! 
Believe  me.  Tours  obediently, 

Chaeles  PoicPBHSov  (Bait.). 

JOUBKAUSIIC  SsLECnOK. 

I  HxrsT  conf esa  that  if  compelled    1 1  should  prefer  as  a  matter  of 
To  write  for  any  Journal,  |     To  write  for  Punch !      [choiee 

[On  a  slip  of  paper  found  in  Sir  Charles's  envelope,  we  have  the 
following  from  our  valued  contributress— PEd.]  : — "  Dkar  Mb. 
PuKCH,— I  am  too  upset  to  write— you  shall  hear  from  me  next 
week.    Yours  as  devotedly  as  ever,— Laj)t  Gay."] 


AKBCfDOTAOE.— Ifr.  Punch  one  day  was  reading  aloud  from  a  hotik 
of  anecdotes  when  Mr.  Wsedon  Gbossmith  was  present.  ''  What 
rot ! "  observed  the  representative  of  Lord  Arthur  Pomeroy,  And 
Mr,  Punch  agreed  witn  him. 


LADY  GAY'S  DETECTION. 

Mb.  Pctkcf,  Sir,  Berkeley  Square^  W, 

I  AM  surprised  to  find  a  Journal  of  your 
standing  lowering  itself  to  foUow  the  example 
of  the  so-called ^* Society  Journals"  by  in- 
serting contributions  from  women  I — I  have 
discovered,  no  matter  how,  that  My  Wife, 
who  always  c'eolares  she  hates  letter- writing, 
has  for  mcntii)  past  contributed  a  long 
weekly  letter  to  Punch,  dealing  with  racing 
from  a  humorous  (save  the  mark !)  point  of 
view  I  Now  I  never  make  jokes  myself— at 
least  intentionally— nor  do  I  think  it  becomes 
a  man  of  position  to  do  so— and  I  quite  agree 
with  Swift  or  Shebidak  (I  know  it  was  one 
of  these  infernal  clever  literary  chaps)  who 
said,  '*  A  humorous  woman  is  a  delusion  and 
a  snare !  "—so  you  may  imagine  my  disgust 
at  finding  My  Wife  writing  for  a  Journal  I 
— why  couldn't  she  have  asked  Me  to  help 
her  ? — and  signing  her  articles  anonymously 
tool— for  I  need  hardly  tell  you  she  is  no 
more  **  Gat"  than  I  am !— at  all;events  when 
in  mv  society ! 

Like  most  busy  idlers  (that  is  not  intended 
for  a  joke)- 1  go  racing  a  bit,  and  of  course 
'*  have  a  bit  on  "  like  other  people,  and  having 
tried  all  the  turf-prophets  in  turn,  with  un- 
satisfactory results,  I  was  delighted  to  hear 
from  a  friend  that  "  a  new  Dakiel  had  come 
to  judgment"  in  the  person  of  a  tipster  on 


PHANTASMA-GORE-IA, 

Picturing  the  various  Modes  of  Melodramatic  Murder.    {By  Our  *  *  Off-his  "-Bead  Poet, ) 
No.  n.— THE  POISON  MUBDEE. 


Srr  close  to  your  friend,  for  a  frightful  end 

Is  at  hand  for  the  miser  Jew  I 
Sit  tiffht  to  your  seat  while  the  pulses  beat- 
Nestle  dose  to  your  neighbour,  do  I 
For  he  'U  perish,  alas ! 
From  a  property  glass 
Filled  with  nothing  whatever— neat  I 


He's  there  by  himself,  counting  piles  of 

Of  a  counterfeit  gamboge  hue. 
He 's  wizened  and  dried  like  old  Arthur 
Gride, 
That  the  novelist  Dicxehs  drew. 
In  the  midst  of  his  heaps. 
He  conveniently  sleeps 
With  his  glass  at  his  right-hand 
side  I 

Keep  watch  on  the  door  while  he  snores 
his  snore — 
See  it  open  a  foot  or  two  I 
Oh  I  well  is  it  planned  I  for  the  wobbling 
hand 
Of  the  villain,  with  bottle  blue. 
Knows  at  onoe  where  to  pass 
To  the  property  glass 
Of  the  melodramatic  orand  I 

The  murderer  goes ;  the  Jew's  eyes  un- 
close, 
And  they  look  for  his  liquor  true ! 
Sit  tight  whue  the  treat  is  at  fever  heat ; 
1  or  I  saw  by  that  bottle  blue, 
And  I  knew  by  its  label  too. 
That  the  stuff  it  contained. 
If  by  anyone  drained, 
Must  prove  fatal  if  taken  neat  I 


The  Doison  he  lifts,  and  the  lot  he  shifts ! 

Oh!  unfortunate  miser  Jew ! 
What  use  is  your  gold,  now  your  time  ia  told. 
And  your  moments  in  life  are  few  ? 
You  may  writhe  where  you  sit 
Like  an  eel  in  a  fit. 
But  you  '11  die  like  the  Jews  of  old ! 


You  may  struggle  a  lot, 

And  ffet  awfulfy  hot. 
But  you  'u  have  to  lie  stiff  and  cold  I 

I  ou  may  wrigffle  no  end. 

But  you  're  a  dead  'un,  my  friend — 
Till  the  Curtain  is  quite  unrolled  t 


^f*  NOTICE.— Rejected  Commnnioations  or  CoatribaUons,  whether  1C8.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or  Piotures  of  any  desoripUoa,  will 
in  no  case  be  returned,  not  even  when  aooompanied  by  a  Stamped  and  Addressed  Envelope,  Cover,  or  Wrapper,    Xo  this  mla 
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THE   MAN   WHO   WOULD. 

XL— THE  MAN  WHO  WOULD  PLAY  GOLF. 

BuLesB  was  no  orioketer,  no  tenniB-player.  no  fportsman,  in 
fact  Bat  his  Bootor  recommended  exennBe  and  fresh  air.  **  And 
I  'm  thinking.  Sir,"  he  added,  **  that  yon  cannot  do  hetter  than  just 
take  ▼oorseif  down  to  St.  Andrews,  and  pat  yoorself  onder 
Tom  Mobkis."  ''Is  he  a  great  Scotch  physician F "  asked  Bulokb ; 
*'  I  don*t  seem  to  have  heard  of  him."  '* The  Head  of  the  Faculty, 
Sir,"  said  the  medical  man— '*  the  Head  of  the  Faculty  in  those 
parte." 

BuLOKB  packed  his  effects,  and,  in  process  of  time,  he  arrived  at 
Leuohars.  Here  he  obseryed  some  TeneraUe  towers  within  a  short 
walk,  and  fancied  that  he  would  presently  arrive  at  St.  Andrews. 
In  this  he  was  reckoning  without  the  railway  system— he  was  com- 
pelled to  wait  at  Leuchars  for  no  inconsideraDle  time,  which  he 
occupied  in  extracting  stotistics  about  the  consumption  of  whiskey 
from  the  young  lady  who  ministered  to  traveUers.  The  revelations 
now  communicated,  convinced 
BuLOBB  that  either  Dr.  Mobris 
was  not  on  the  lines  of  Sir 
Akdbbw  Clabk,  or,  as  an 
alternative,  that  his  counsels 
were  not  listened  to  by  travel- 
lers on  that  line. 

Arriving  in  the  dusk,  Bul- 
OKB  went  to  his  inn,  and  next 
morning  inquired  as  to  the 
address  of  the  Head  of  the 
Faculty.  *' I  dinna  ken,"  said 
an  elderly  person,  to  whom 
he  appealed,  *'that  the  Pro- 
fessors had  made  Tom  a 
Doctor,  though  it's  a  sair  and 
sad  ovenicht,  and  a  disgrace 
to  the  country,  that  they 
hae'na  done  sae  lang  .  syne. 
But  I  jalouse  that  your  Doctor 
was  jist  making  a  gowk  o* 
ye-V  "What I"  saidBuLexB. 


**  Jist  playin'  a  plisky  on  ye. 
and  he  meant  that  Tom  wad 
pit  ye  in  the  way  o*  becoming 
aplajer.  Mon,  ye 're  a  bull- 
neckitj  bow-leggit  chid',  and 
ye'd  shape  fine  for  a  Gbwfer ! 
Here's  Tom."  And,  with  this 
brief  introduction,  the  dd 
man  strolled  away. 

BvLGKB  now  found  himself 
in  the  presence  of  Mr.  Mobbib, 
whose  courtesy  soon  put  him 
on  a  footing  of  friendliness 
and  confidence.  He  pur- 
chased, by  his  Mentor's  advice, 
a  driver,  a  deck,  a  putter, 
a  brastey,  an  iron,  a  niblick,  and  a  mashy.  Armed  with  these 
implements,  which  were  "carried  by  an  orphan  boy,"  and,  under 
the  ^dance  of  the  Head  of  the  Faculty  himself,  BuLexB  set  forth 
on  his  first  round.  His  first  two  strokes  were  dealt  on  the  yielding 
air ;  his  third  carried  no  inconsiderable  pared  of  real  property  to 
some  distance ;  but  his  fourth  hit  the  ball,  and  drove  it  across  the 
road.  "As  gude  as  a  better,"  quoth  the  orphan  boy^  and  bade 
BuLOKB  propel  the  tinv  sphere  in  the  direction  of  a  neighbouring 
rivulet  Into  this  affluent  of  tibe  main,  Bxjlokb  finally  bit  the 
ball  \  but  an  adroit  lad  of  nine  stamped  it  into  the  mud.  whilepre- 
tending  to  look  for  it,  and  Bulokb  had  to  put  down  anotheiv  When 
he  got  within  nutting  ranfe,  he  hit  his  ball  careering  back  and 
forward  over  the  hole,  ana,  "  Eh.  man,"  quoth  the  oiphan  boy, 
"  if  ye  could  only  drive  as  vou  put  I " 

In  some  fifteen  strokes  he  aocomplidied  his  task  of  holing  out; 
and  now,  weary  and  desponding  (for  he  had  fanded  Qolf  to  be  an 
easy  same),  he  would  have  desisted  for  the  day.  But  tbe  Head  of 
the  If  acuity  pressed  on  him  the  necessity  of  "  The  dailv  round,  the 
common  tsisk."  So  hb  ball  was  tee'd,  and  he  lammed  it  into  the 
Scholar's  Bunker,  at  a  distance  of  nearly  thirty  yards.  A  nibluk 
was  now  nlaced  in  his  grasp,  and  he  was  exhorted  to  "  Tiike  |)k  nty 
sand."  Presently  a  kind  of  simoom  waslobserved  to  ra^e  id  tlie 
Scholars'  Bunker,  out  of  which  emerged  the  head  of  tli^  niblikk, 
the  ball,  and,  finally,  Bulobb  himself.  His  next  hit,  however,  was 
a  fine  one,  over  the  wall,  where,  as  the  ball  was  lost,  Bulobb  de- 
podted  a  new  one.  This  he,  somehow,  drove  within  a  few  feet  of 
the  hole,  idien  he  at  once  conceived  an  intense  enthusiasm  for  the 
pastime.  "  It  was  a  fine  drive,"  said  the  Head  of  the  Faculty. 
^*  Mr.  Bligkwell  never  hit  a  finer."    Thus  inflamed  with  ardour, 


Bulobb 


He  learned  to  wanle  his  dub  in  a  knowing 
way.  Helistenedintently  when  he  was  bidden  to  "keep  his  eye  on 
the  ba' ",  and  to  be  "dow  up."  True,  he  now  missed  the  globe 
and  all  that  it  inhabit,  but  socm  he  hit  a  prodi^ous  swipe,  well  over 
cover-point's  head, — or  rather,  in  the  oireotion  where  cover-point 
would  have  been.  "Ye 're  awfu'  bad  in  the  whuns,"  said  the 
orphan  boy;  and,  indeed,  Bulobb's  next  strokes  were  played  in 
distressing  circumstances.  The  spikes  of  the  gorse  ran  into  his 
person— he  could  only  see  a  small  part  of  the  m11,  and,  in  a  few 
minutes,  he  had  made  a  useful  clearing  of  about  a  quarter  of 
an  acre. 

It  is  unneoefisory  to  follow  hb  Utar  achievements  in  detaiL  He 
returned  a  worn  and  weary  mim,  ha  ring'  Aocampliflhed  the  round  in 
about  a  hanclr<:d  and  eighty,  but  in  pons^sioa  of  an  Appetito  which 
astonished  him.  and  U^oae  with  whom  he  kmobed.  In  uie  afternoon, 
the  luck  of  bef^innera  att^ndiag  bim^  he  joined  a  fourBome  of  Pro- 
fessors, and  tnumpbantiy  brought  in  hia  p&rtner  nti  emf  victor.  In 
a  day  or  two,  he  whj  drinking  beer  (which  he  would  pr^ vioudy  have 
rejected  as  poison),  was  sleeping  like  a  top,  and  wm  bjing  down  the 

law  on  stuny.  and  other  "mys- 
teries more  than  Eleusinian." 
True,  after  the  first  three 
days,  his  play  entirdy  deserted 
Bulobb,  and  even  Professors 
gave  hun  a  wide  berth  in 
making  up  a  match.  But  by 
steady  perseverance,  reading 
Sir  W  alxbb  Sdcpsok,  taking 
out  a  TOof esnonal,  and  prac- 
tising his  iron  in  an  adjacent 
fidd,  Bulobb  soon  devehnped 
to  such  an  extent  that  few 
third-rate  players  could 
him  a  stroke  a  hole.  He 
been  in  condderable  danger  of 
"a  stroke  "  of  quite  a  different 
diaraoter  before  he  left  Lon- 
don, and  the.ddighto  of  the 
Bar.  But  he  returned  to  the 
Capitd  in  rude  health,  and 
may  now  often  be  seen  and 
hewL  topping  into  the  Pond 
at  Wimbledon^  and  talking  in 
a  fine  Fif  eshire  -  accent.  It 
must  be  admowiedged  that 
his  story  about  his  drive  at 
the  second  hole,  "equd  to 
BLA.CXWELL  himself,  Tom 
MoBBis  himself  told  me  as 
much,"  has  become  rather  a 
source  of  diverdon  to  his 
intimates;  but  we  have  all 
our  failings,  and  Bulobb 
never  dreamt,  when  anyone 
says,  "What  is  the  record 
drive?"  that  he  is  bdog 
drawn  for  the  entertainment 
of  the  sceptical  'and'unfeding.  Bulobb  will  never,  indeed,  be  a 
player;  but,  if  his  handicap  remains  at  twenty-four,  he  may, 
some  day,  carry  off  the  monthly  medaL  With  this  great  aim  before 
him,  and  the  consequent  purchase  of  a  red-coat  and  gilt-buttons, 
Bulobb  has  a  new  purpose  in  existence,  "  something  to  live  for, 
something  to  do."    May  this  brief  but  accurate  history  oonvej  a 


moral  to  the  Pessimist,  and  encourage  those  who  take  a  more  radiant 
view  of  the  posnbilities  of  life  I 

A  Plebiscite  for  PamaMus. 

[The  retdi  of  the  Fail  MaWa  oompetition  for  the  Lanrestediip  hsi  boen 
to  place  Mr.  S&ic  Mackat  and  Mr.  OiLBAaT-SMiTH  fint  and  lecond,  and 
Swiv  BURNS  and  Mobbis  nowhere.] 

A  POPULAB  vote  the  Laureate's  poet  to  fillP 

Aj  I  if  Parnassus  were  but  Primrose  HilL 

The  Penny  Vote  pate  Hon  bdow  monkey. 

'lis  "Tuppence  more,  Qento,  and  up  goe$  tha  damkeyl** 


Quits  Moviko. — From  Far  and  Near  and  All  Alive,  are  two 
excellent  "  moyable  toy-books  "  that  will  please  the  little  ones  (when 
their  seniors  are  tired  of  playing  with  them)  far  into  the  Tule-tide 
season.  The  author  is  Lothab  MAoeBimoBFBB,  agentleman  to  whom 
Mr,  Pwich  wishes  a  "Merry  Christmas  and  a  ^ppy  New  Tear." 
This  may  appear  a  little  premature J^t  it  is  a  far  cry  from  Eng- 
land to  QerBuny  •  and  the  Sage  of  fleet  Street  has  allowed  for  any 
delays  that  may  be  caused  byfogs,  ryiwayunponetoality,  and  other 
evihu Digitized  by  VjCJO^LC 


VOL.  oni. 
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THE   AMERICAN   GANYMEDE. 


[The  extraordinary  triumph  of  Mr.  Orovbe 
Clbyblaxo,  Democratic  Candidate  for  the  Ameri- 
can Presidency,  it  attributed  to  a  'general  revolt 
againit  the  Hc&inley  BilL] 

0  FLUMP  and  pant-ftriped  boy,  upborne, 

like  Ganymede  of  old. 
Punch  hails  yon,  with  your  slaok,  nntom, 

Fast  in  the  Eagle's  hold. 
It  is,  indeed,  a  startling  sight 

That  speonlation  tames  on; 
And  it  most  siye  an  awful  fnght 

To  Hebe  {aUoi  Habbisov  !) 


Up,  up  to  the  Olympus,  where 

The  White  House  spreads  its  board. 
Whirled  high  through  the  electoral  air, 

A  boy  less  long  than  broad  I 
He  looks  not  like  the  Tammany  breed, 

That  with  high  tariffs  dally ; 
He  proYOs,  this  Yankee  Ganymede, 

The  Democratic  rally. 

This  eagle 's  a  odossal  fowl, 
like  SindbacPt  monstrous  Eoo. 

A  bird  of  prey  some  say,  a-prowl 
Like  that  Stymphalian  flock, 


With  iron  daws  and  brazen  beak. 

Intent  to  dutch  and  collar. 
Fired  with  devotion  strong,  yet  weak. 

To  the  Almighty  Dollar. 

Pooh  I    Plunder 's  not  his  only  joj. 

He  hovered  till  he  saw 
"  A  something-pottle-bodied  boy," 

Who  spumed  McEnrusT's  Law. 
He  stooped  and  dutched  him,  fair  and  rood. 

Flew  nigh  o'er  roof  and  oaaement. 
Whilst  the  BepublicaDS  all  stood 

Agape  in  sheer  amazement. 


gitized  by 
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He  soAn  with  inroudl]^  gwelling  orest 

And  fdlowea  with  aoolaims, 
A  cause  of  wonder  in  the  Weet, 

And  crowing  by  the  Thames. 
For  Engknd,  glorruig  in  the  tight, 

Greets  Boy  and  Bird  together ; 
Whilst  watching  with  serene  delight 

That  big,  black,  falling  feather! 


they  ushally  is.  At  my  pertiokler  tal)el,  the 
two  gents  at  the  too  was  that  tmbblesnm 
about  the  reel  Tnrtel-soup  as  I  ain't  a  tall 
acoomstomed  to,  and  I  amost  poured  a  hole 
ladel-full  down  the  fine  shirt-front  of  one  of 
em ;  and  then^trring  at  the  next  help  to  awoid 
him,  I  sent  my  helbow  full  into  the  face  of 
the  other,  and  a  pretty  fuss  he  made,  you  bet, 


BOBERT  ON  LORD 
MARE'S  DAY. 

Tsi  most  ewentfooUest 

day  of  the  hole  year  broke, 

as  the  poets  says,  without 

almost  not    no    fog,    on 

Wensday  larst,  to  my  grate 

■erprise  and  joy;  butnoing, 

from  lon^  zperiens,  how 

unsertain  is  whether  at  this 

orful  seasun  of  the  year,  1 

took  jest  one  leetel  glass  of 

hold  brandy  before  setting 

out  on  my  aijus   dootys. 

I  was  encurraged  to  do  so 

also  by  the  horful  rumers 

as  was  spread  about,  weeks 

afore,  as  to  threttend  ataoks 

on  the   sacred    Show   by 

some  diianintedprottestens, 

I  think  the  Y  called  their- 

aelyes,  as  hadn't  bin  in- 

wited  to  the  Bankwet,  and 

so  meant  to  prottest  accord- 
But    I    needn't    a  bin 

alarmd,  for  the  most  re- 

spekfui  mob  as  filled  the 

streets  was  as  oniet  as  mice, 

havin  heard,  I  'm  told,  as 

how  as  the  Cc^perashunhad 

had  the  lectno  light  turned 

on  at  Gildhall,  by  which 

means,  of  course,  they  coud 

oomunicate     with     any  - 

wheres.  and  so  know  where 

to  send  an  hole  army  of 

Waiters  to,  well  fortyfide, 

and  armed  to  the  teeth 

with    a  splendid  Lunch, 

to  help  the  pore  Perlice  in 

their  sijus  dootys. 
From  wot  1  seed  of  the 

butifool  Sho,  I  shood  give 

the   cake   to   the   Frute- 

Makers'  splendid  Car,  all 

oorered  with  the  most  buti  - 

fool  Frute,  all  made,  too,  in 

England,  as  it  trewthfoolly 

said  on  both  sides  of  the 

high -backed    Oar.     The 

second  plaice  I  shood  ^ve 

to    the  numerus  butifool 

▼oimg  Ladjrs,  with  most 

Dutif  ool  flazin  air,  all  most 

bisily  ingaged  in  a  twist- 

lin    ana    a  twiddlin    of 

lurlygold  and  sOyer  wire, 

on  a  Car  belongin  to  the 

Mskers  of  Gdd  and  Silver 

Wire     Dnnvrs,    inch.    I 

heard  a  most  respectfool  carpenter  declare, 

must,  he  thcrt,  be  most  uncomf eral  to  wear. 

With  that  good  fortun  as  allers  atends  the 

Hed  Waiter,  1  seem  to  have  atraoted  the 

notis  of  one  of  the  most  butifool  of  the  young 

Ladys  afoursaid,  for  she  acshally^  tossed  me  a 

\ny\j  littel  bit  of  reel  golden  wire,  which  I 

shall  treznre  nex  my  art  for  years,  if  so  be  as 

how  it  don't  skratoh. 
The  grand  Bankwet.  with  its  nine  hunderd 

Oestes,  was  as  ushal,  about  the  grandest 

thing  of  the  kind  as  the  worid  has  erer  seen, 

but  somhows  it  struck  me  as  the  fents  was 

much  more  impashent  for  their  wittles  than 


him,  and  when  I  took  it  to  the  himpashent 
GFent,  and  told  him  so,  he  fairly  roared  with 
larfter,  and  told  it  all  round  as  a  capital  jdce  I 
I  wunders  where  the  joke  was. 

When  the  dinner  was  oyer  and  the  speaches 
began,  I  got  permiahun  to  stand  unner  the 
gallery  for  to  hear  them ;  but  strange  to  telL 
not  a  word  coud  I  hear,  and  them  as  I  did 
hear  I  coudn't  unnerstand. 
So  I  began  for  to  fear  as 
crewel  age  was  a  tarnishing 
of  my 'earrings,  so  1  mored 
to  the  otherendof  the  'All 
jest  in  time  for  to  hear  a 
worry  dark  but  gennel- 
manhr  young  feller,  as  was 
called  the  Qayqueer,  or 
some  such  wonderfool 
name,  and  who,  I  was  tdd, 
come  all  the  way  from 
Indier,  make  sitch  a  grind 
and  nobel  speaoh,  and  in 
quite  as  good  Inglish  as 
ewen  I  coud  use,  as  got 
him  mm  mdone  fx^ 
the  distinguisnt  hordiens 
than  all  the  speaohee  maid 
by  Her  Ma4]erty's  Ministers 
put  together.  Always 
xceptin  the  Lawyers,  for 
they  seems  to  have  sitch  a 
jolly  good  time  of  it,  that 
they  are  allers  as  reddy  to 
cause  a  larf  as  to  eigoy 
one.  We  all  seemed  sum- 
how  to  miss  the  werry 
Pbdcb  Mnrasm— we  are 
all  so  aeustomd  to  seethe 
wer^  top  of  the  tree,  that 
we  don't  guite  like  being 
put  off  with  a  mere  bew, 
howerer  big  and  himport- 
ant  it  may  be ;  besides,  I 
mustoonfess  as  1  do  like  to 
hear  his  luyly  wdce,  ewen 
when  I  don't  quite  unner- 
stand all  as  he  says.  So 
I  don't  suppose  as  any  one 
of  my  numerus  readers 
will  quarrel  with  me  when 
I  says,  better  luok  nex 


CANDID  CRITICISM. 

*'LixB  MY  Kiw  Froox,  Aunt  JahxT" 

"  WXLL,   /  SHOULD  SAT  TOU  'D  OOT  SKIBTB  FOE  TOUB  SlIXVIS,  AHD  A  SlSXVX 

roa  TOUB  Skibt  ! " 


time. 


ROBXBT. 


Proofii  before  Letters. 

HuiCBir«8  will  alwajrs  ape 

their  betters, 
Fools  fancy  the  alphabet 

brings  them  lame; 
But  you  don't  become  a 

man  of  letters 
By  tacking  the  letters 

after  your  name. 
One  suffix  only  the  fact 

expresses. 
And  that's  an  A  and  a 

couple  of  8*8 1 


and  acshally  torked  of  sending  for  the  souper- 
intendent,  ewidently  not  knowing  who  I  was. 
The  same  himpashent  Qent  amost  worried 
my  life  out  srterwards,  and  all  about  a  glass 
of  plam  water  as  he  called  it,  and  when  1  told 
him  as  I  didn't  think  as  we  hadn't  not  none 
in  the  plaice,  but  1  coud  get  him  a  bottel  of 
amost  any  land  of  Shampane  as  he  liked  to 
name ;  he  again  said  as  he  wood  call  for  the 
souperintencfent.  8o  in  course  I  had  to  go  for 
some,  and  a  preshus  lonr  time  it  took  me  to 
get  it ;  the  wine-steward  naterally  sayin  as 
he  nerer  before  herd  of  sioh  a  order  on  sich 
a  ocasion,  and  he  had  only  one  bottel  with 


Ajtothsr  MxAimrG.— 
/  EmUMou  is  the  title  of 
MAflOAevi'snewOpera.  The 
title,  an^lieised,  would  be  suitable  for  an 
old-fashioned  transpontine  melodramatio 
tragedian,  who  oonld  certainly  say  of  him- 
sdf,  •'/raiUso.'" 


Shakape&rian  Oonundrum. 

At  what  time  would  Shaufsabb'b  heroine 
of  The  Tammg  of  the  Shrew  haye  been  emi- 
nently fitted  to  be  a  modem  Sunday-School 
teacherP 

Antwer,  When  PeitMehio  kissed  her:  be- 
cause then  she  was  a  foM  JTtM'd.  (Ueml 
ACate-chist) 
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SCEHS— ^  ttrest  of  Oingerhread^  SweeUtuff,  and  Totf-gtatts,  ^^Cocoa^ 
ntU  JShisiy**  "  BoX'pttching  Saloons,     ^c,  'forming  the  ap- 
proach to  the  more  festive  portion  of  the^  fair,  from  tohtch 
proceeds  a  cheerful  cacophony  of  orchestrions,  barrel-organs, 
steam-whistles,    gongs,    hig    drums,    rattles,    and    speaking- 
trumpets. 
Proprietors  of  Cocoa-nut  Shies.  Now,  then,  play  up  all  o'  you— 
ar-har  I    There  goes  another  on  'em  I    That  *s  the  way  to  'it  ^em- 
win  all  yer  like,  &o* 


fit  a  good  oigar  I    (As  the  hy-standers  hang  hack,  from  motives  of 


humanify.)  ~^£re« 
enoonragementl 

The  Head  Xplainiivekfl 
to  please  yer,  gen*rmen  I ) 
sofi^hearied  Bystander  takes 
a  shot  at  him,  out  of  sheer 
compassion,  and  misses.)    Try 

ren,  Sir.  I  ain't  'ere  to  be 


o'  you— give  'im  a  litde 
Don't  negleot  a  man  as  is  doing  his  best 


agen 


Ai  I      Qniiiun    TUfT    CTAID  f^^^t  successfuf.)     Theer— now,  ye  oan  please  yourself,  and  doan't 

ALL    ROUND    TTIt    l-AIK.  choose  nawthen' foolish  Mm  time  I    {Ke  sU-oUs  on  with  lordly  mdif- 

No.  I.  ference.  and  is  presently  rejoined  ^  Melia.)  Well,  what  did  ye  take 

arterall? 

MeUa.  I  got  so  flustered  like,  for  fear  o'  losin'  you,  I  just  up  and 
took  the  first  that  came  'andy. 

Joe.  Why,  if  ye  ain't  bin  and  took  another  cup  an'  saroer  I  hor — 
hor  I  that's  a  good  'un,  that  is!  Take  keer  on  it,  it's  oost  money 
enough  anjr  'ow— 't  wouldn't  be  no  bargain  if  it  wur  a  'ole  tea-set ! 
What 's  goin'  on  'ere  f 

[A  venerable  old  Sportsman,  whom  the  reader  may  possibfy  n#- 

collect  having  met  before,  has  collected  a  smtM  crowd  in  a 

convenient  comer  ;  nis  stock-in-trade  consists  of  an  imtoeent^ 

looking   basket,   with   a  linen-cover,    upon   which   are   a 

sharpened  skewer  and  a  narrow  strip  of  doth. 

The  Sportsman,  I'll  undertake  to  show  you  more  fun  in  five 

minutes,  than  jou  '11  get  over  there  in  two :  (with  a  vague  susmcion 

that  this  is  rather  a  lame  oonelusion)^iD.  ten,  I  should  say  I  Thia^ere  's 

a  simple  enough  little  game,  when  jpn  know  the  trick  of  it,  and  I  'm 

on'y  a  leamin^  it  myseu.    I  ain't  doin'  this  for  money,    I  got  moner 

enough  to  sink  a  ship— it's 
on'y  for  my  own  amusement. 
Now  you  watoh  me  a  doin'  up 
this  garter— keep  yer  eye  on  it. 
[He  coHs  up  the  strtp.)  It 
goes  up  'ere,  ye  see,  axid  down 
there,  and  in  'ere  agin,  and 
then  round.  Now,  I  'm  ready 
to  bet  anythin|[  from  a  8ot»- 
reign  to  a  shilling,  nobody 
'ere  can  prick  the  middle. 
I'UteUyeifyewin.  I'mola 
BiLLT  Faibplit,  and  I  don't 
cheat  I  {A  Sfotty-faeed  Mam^ 
after  intently  following  the 
process,  says  he  believes  he 
could  Jtnd  the  middU.)  Wdl, 
don't  tell— that's  alL  I*m 
'ere  all  alone,  agin  the  lot  o* 
ye,  and  I  want  to  win  if  I 
can— one  dog  to  a  bone !  {7%e 
S.-F.  IL  produces  a  florin 
from  a  mouldy  purse^  and 
stakes  it,  and  makes  a  dab  at 
the  coil  with  the  skewer.)  No. 
yo  're  wrong — that 's  outside  I 
(p.  B.  F.  pulls  the  strip  out.) 
By  Gum,  ye  'ye  done  it,  after 
ail  I  'Ere 's  four  bob  for  yoiu 
and  I  'm  every  bit  as  pleased 
asifi'dwonmyselfl  'Oo'U 
try  next? 

A  Smart  Young  Man  [with 
a  brilHtmtpin  in  a  dirty  nodt^ 
tie,  to  Job).  I  don't  see  bow 
it 's  done— do  vou  ? 

Joe,  Ye  will  if  you  don*i 
take  yer  eyes  off  it— theer,  I 
could  tell  ye  the  middle  now, 
I  could. 

The  Sp,-F.  M.  Law, 
it's  simple  enough. 

♦*  Now  then,  play  up,  sU  o'  you-ar-har  I  •'  qi^  j^jp  qj^  ^  ^j|^ 

a  chance  to  get  a  bit.    If  any  paitv  'ere  'jis  found  me  out,  let  him 
'old  'is  tongue— it 's  all  J  ask.    {To  Joe.)    You  'ye  seen  this  afore, 
/know! 
ee  1  'd  get  waun  in  I    {To  his  roung  fvoman.)    wnat  are  ye  goin'  |     Joe.  Noa,  I  ain't— but  I  could  tellye  th'  middle, 
to  'aye,  mblia  ?  Old  B.  F,  WUl  ye  bet  on  it?    Come— not  too  'igh,  but  just  to 

MeUa  (hoverina  undecidedly  over  a  gUtterina  array  of  sheU-loxes^  '  show  you  'ye  confidence  in  your  opinion  I 

cheap  photograph-albums  and  crockery).  I  'U  take  one  o' no,  I  \     Joe  {cautiously).  I  woant  bet  wi'  ye,  but  I  'U  hey  a  try,  just  for 

won't  neither.  .  .  I  really  don't  know  what  to  'aye  I  '  nawthen,  if  ye  uke  I 

«7o0  (with  masculine  impatience).  Well,  f[o  on— take  summat,  can't  i     Old  B,  F.  Well,  I  want  to  see  if  you  really  do  know  it— so. 

-      .    -  -  - .-     i^  garter.)    Yes, 

goodjob  there  waa 


A  Sharp  Little  Girl  (pre- 
siding over  a  sloping  Chmese 
BHUard  -  board).  Now,  my 
dears— (2V>  a  group  of  boys, 
of  about  her  own  age) — ^'aye 
what,  yer  like.  A  penny  a 
pdl,  and  a  nrise  eyery  time  I 
Whereyer  the  marble  rolls, 
you  'aye  any  one  artide  on 
Uieboardl 
lOne  of   the    boys    pays    a 

penny,  and  pulls  a  handle, 

propelling  a  marhle.  which, 

after  striking  a  bell  at  the 

top  of  the  ^ope,  wobbles 

down  into  a  compartment. 

The  Boy  (indicating  a  gor- 
geous chuM  ornament  on  the 
board).  1  'U  'aye  one  o'  them— 
to  take  'ome  to  mother. 

The  S.  L.  O.  (with  pitying 
superiority).  No,  my  boy,  you 
oan  go  to  a  shop  and  buy  one 
o'  them  for  sixpence  if  you 
like—but  *ere  you  must  'aye 
what  you  ^/ 
IShe  awards  him  a  very  dingy 

lead-pencil,  with  which  he 

departs,  abashed,  and  evi- 
dently revolving  her  dark 

saying   in    his    perplexed 

mmd. 

Proprietor  of  a  Box-pitchmg  Sakm 
Tor  heyery  ball  that  goes  in  the  bax«a 
you  \jkel  (With  sorrow  and  syfnpaitif/^  fo  €t  jemair  vom- 
petitor.)     Too  'ard,  Lady,  too  *ard!     (To  a  maifi   Comp., 
whose  baU  has  struck  the  edge  of  the  box,  and  bounced  off.) 
y^Tf  near.  Sir  I 

[Several  Competitors  expend  penny  after  penny  unsuccessfully,  I 
and  walk  away,  with  agrtn  of  entire  satisfaction.  \ 

Joe  (landitig  a  ball  in  one  of  the  boxes,  after  four  failures),  I  told 
'  w  I  'd  get  waun  in  I    (7b  am  Young  Woman.)    What  are  ye  goin'  | 


ullLtOW 


»  7^ 

done 


a  cup  and.  saroer  so  partickler.    I  wonder  if  the  man  'ud  change  it, 
supposin'  we  was  to  go  back  and  ast  'im  I 

Joe  [slapping  his  thigh).  Well,  you  are  a  gell  and  no  mistake  I 
Come  along  back  and  ffit  whateyer  'tis  you 'ye  a  mind  to.  (JRetum- 
ing.)  'Ere,  Master,  wiU  ye  gi'  this  young  woman  summat  else  for  this 
'ere  P  (He  extracts  the  cup  in  fragments.)  'UUo,  look  a'  that  now  I 
(TbMxLLL.)  Theer,it'sfUlright—doan't  take  on 'bout  it— I'll 'aye 
another  go  to  make  it  oop.  (He  pitches  ball  after  ball  without  eueeess.) 
Iwawn'tbebett.    I  lay  I '11  git 'un  in  af cor  I 'ye  done  I    (Heisat 


„ another  try. 

The  l^m.  Y.  M.  I  "wovStD^t.  You'll  lose.  I  could  see  you  on'y 
guessed  the  first  time.  (The  Sp.  F.  M.,  however,  extracts  a  shilling^ 
stakes  it-^and  loses,)  There,  I  could  ha'  told  you  you  was  wrooc 
— (2V>  Job)— couldn't  you  ? 

Joe.  Yes,  he  art  to  ha'  pricked  moor  to  waun  ride  of  'un.  (The 
Sp.-F.  M.  stakes  another  florin.)    Now  he 's  done  it,  if  ye  like  I 

O.  B.  F.  There,  ye  see,  I  'm  as  often  wrong  as  not  myself. 
(To  the  Sp.-F.  M.)    There's  your  four  bob.  Sir.    Now,  jest 
morel 
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.  I  'U  ffit  the  price  o'  that  theer  cap  an'  sarcer  out 
(lb  0.  B.  P.r  I  'U  ha'  a  tanner  wi' yel 
I  a  Borerin,  if  yon  like—  it  'a  all  the  lame  to  me 
?kmf).  1  thari  I  'ad  'on  that  time,  too,  I  did  I 
tf.  You  shouldn't  ha'  changed  your  mmd— yon 


-you  were 


Jo€  {to  Mxiia) 
of  'un,  any'ow. 

O.  B.  I.  'Alf 

Joe(aftet 

TriB  Sftim  J  •  Jbf. 
right  enough  afore  I 

Jo€.  Yes,  I  should  ha'  stuck  to  it  {To  0.  B.  F.)  1  'U  het  ye  two 
hob  on  the  next  go— come  I 

O.  B,  F.  Well,  I  don't  like  to  sajr  no,  though  1  can  see,  plain 
enough,  you  know  too  much.  (Job  mricki :  0.  B.  F.  piMt  away  the 
Urip.  and  UavM  the  tkewtr  ouUide!)  1  could  ha'  sworn  you  done 
me  that  time— but  there  ye  art,  ye  see,  there.'s  never  no  tellin'  at 
this  game— and  that 's  the  charm  on  it  I     . 

[Jos  walks  on  with  Mkua  in  a  more  tubdued  frame  of  mind. 

The  Sm.  Y.  M.  (m  the  ear  of  the  SpoUy-faced  One).  I  sar,  I  got 
a  job  o'  my  own  to  attend  t<>-^est  pass  the  word  to  the  Old 
Man,  i^ien  ne  's  done  with  this  pitch,  to  turn  up  beyind  the  swing- 
boats  there,  and  come  along  Touraelf ,  if  yer  can.  it 's  the  old  lay 
I  'm  on — ^theprize-packets  lake. 

The  Sp.'FTm.  S^t— we'll  give  yer  a  look  in  presently- it  '11 
be  a  little  change  for  the  Ole  Man— trade 's  somethin'  cruel  *ere  I 

HIS   MAb-JESTY  AT  THE    LYCEUM. 

ExcBPT  when  Hkitbt  iBvnro  impersonated  the  hapless  victim  of 
falM  imprisonment  in  the  Bastille,  whence  he  issued  forth  after 
twenty  years  of.  durance,  never  has  he  been  so  curiously  and 
wonderfnUy  made-up  as  now,  when  he  represents  Lear,  monarch  of 
all  he  surveys.     Bless  thee,  Hbkbt,  how  art  thou  transformed  I 

Sure  such  a  JTm^ 
Lear  was  never  seen 
on  any  stage,  so  per- 
fect in  appearance, 
so  entirely  the  ideal 
of  Shakspsabs's 
ancient  King.  It 
must  have  oeen  a 
vision  of  Inviiro  in 
this  character  that 
the  divinely-inspired 
poet  and  dramatist 
saw  when  he  had  a 
Lear  in  his  eye.  For 
a  moment,  too,  he 
reminded  me  of 
Booth— the  **  Gene- 
ral," not  the  "jNirti- 
cular"  American 
tragedian,  —  and 
when  he  appeared  in 
thunder,  lightniug, 
hail,  and  rain,  he 
suggested  an  embodi- 
ment of  the  **3foMff  " 

of  MiCHAKL  AkOKLO. 

A  strange  weird 
play;  much  for  an 
audience,  and  more 
for  an  actor,  all  on 
his  own  shoulders,  to 
bear.  A  one  -  part 
play  it  is  too,  for  of 
the  sweet  CordMif— 
and  sweet  did  Ellsn 
Tksrt  look  and  so 
tenderly  did  she 
playl— ^ttle  is  seen 
or  heard.  With 
Ooneril  and  Regan. 
the  two  proud  and 
wicked  sisters,— asso- 
ciated in  the  mind  of 
Bather  mixed.  Mr.  Irring  at  "  Ophe-Lear."  ^e  modernest  British 
Public  with  Messrs.  Hkrbebt  Cahpbill  and  Habbt  Nichous,  as 
is  also  Cordelia  associated  either  with  Cinderella  or  with  Beauty  in 
the  story  of  Beauty  and  the  Bea$t—m  have  two  fine  commanding 
fiffures ;  and  well  are  these  parts  played  by  Miss  Ada  Dtab  and 
iGss  Maud  Miltoit.  The  audience  can  have  no  symiMthy  with 
the  two  wicked  Princesses,  and  exce|it  in  OonenPe  brief  Lady- 
Macbethian  scene  with  her  husband,  neither  d  the  Misses  Lbui  has 
much  dramatic  chance.  Pity  that  Mrs.  Lbas— his  Queen  and  their 
mother,  wasn't  alive  I  Let  ns  hope  she  resembled  her  youngest 
daughter  Cordelia,  otherwise  poor  Lear  must  have  had  a  hard  life  d 
it  as  a  married  man. 

Why  should  not  Mr.  btvnr*  give  the  first  part  of  this  play  recon- 
sideration? Why  not  just  once  a  week  try  him  as  adifferent  sort  of 


Lear  T  t  or  mflt&iiM,  suppose,  to  begin  tdth,  that  he  had  had  a  bad 
time  of  it  with  his  wife,  that  for  miinf  yenrs  as  a  widower  he  had 
httn  Ec?€kicg  for  the  opportunity  of  di^ixMinz  of  hiu  daughter*, 
handmgover  to  them  and  to  their  htiabanda  th.e  leaae  and  goodwill  of 
"  The  Crown  and  Sct^ptre/*  while  he  would  be,  as  Kiiig»  *'  retired  from 
hEsmesa;'^  and  poiag  out  for  a  lark  g-enerally.    Thuja  jovially  would 


"jolly  old  cock!*^  And  then— "Oh,  what  a  diiierenoo  in  the 
moTningr'— when  ftll  his  pltinfl  for  a  gay  career  had  boea  ship- 
wrecked hy  Curdelia^s  capriciom^  and  unnatural  affcetatiou. 


Then  must  comtnen^a  his 
seniUty ;  then  he  would  begin 
to  bn^ftk  np*  A  atrug-^le,  to 
fthow  that  there  waa  life  in 
the  old  dog  yet»  could  be  seen 
when  the  old  doir  had  been 
oQt  huntinir,  in  Act  IL^  and 
had  shot  som^  itraofr^  ani- 
malt  Bome thing-  between  'a 
Btag  and  a  drome  dary«  whioh 
no  doubt  wa^  a  natiTti  of 
Britain  in  tho«e  ^ood  old 
sporting  days*  RowcTer, 
more  of  this  anon.  Soffic^e  it 
to  »ay  now,  that  our  H  kjtry 
IitTiNo*ft  Lettr  u  a  triumph 
in  every  reepeet,  and  that 
the  audience  only  wanted  a 

_      littlo     more     of     CorthHa^ 

„    rp     *         u   i^    J  t3i  *  which    ifl  the    fault   of  the 

Mr.  TxttiM  ^  I  he  ii  ^  f^nj.  immortal  and  unequal  Bard. 

To  those  unacqaaintod  with  thia  pTay»  Mr.  Ti:aui&.s »  sudden 
appc'aranceinaomewhat  an ti^ Lord- Cham ti«'rlatn  attire,  as  he  bomidt'd 
on t  with  a  wand,  and  stmck  an  attitude,  wo^  auj^geative  of  the  Guod 
Kairr  in  the  pantomime  ;  and  his  subsequc^nt  procecdiufc^f  when  ho 
didn  t  change  anybody  into  Harlequin,  Clown,  and  so  forth,  puzzled 
the  unlcarnt'd  ipec tutors  considerably.  But  Mr.  Ter&Iss  came  out 
all  right,  and  acquitted  himself  (bfing  bis  own  judge  and  jury)  to 
the  satisfaction  ot  tho  public*  His  ffi>eech  about  Dover  Clilf,  gene- 
rully  supposed  to  convty  tome  a  Hub  km  to  the  Channel  Tunnel,  was 
eicellently  delivered  *  «nd  oerlainlf  after  Lcar^  "on  the  spear  side,** 
Mr.^  TERfiias  must  take  the  Goodelof  Cake. 

Kelt  to  him  in  ordc^r  of  merit  come.?  Mr,  FfiAin  CoorKH^  pj  the 
wicked  Edmund,  on  wh»m  the  g:ood  Edmttnd,  "  EdmunduA  Mundi,*' 
umiled  beniisfnautly  from  a  private  box.  There  was  on  the  lirat  night 
a  great  nictption  given  to  Howb — th*  veteran  actor,  not  the  wreck, 
and  very  far  from  it — who  took  the  small  part  of  an  old  Evicted 
Tenant  of  the  EnH  of  G hotter,  a  character  very  carefully  played  b^ 
Mr.  ALFEEn  Bisnor,  Fioreai  llmricin!  "Uur  Hesiu  has  his 
work  out  out  for  bim  in  thii  **  Titanic  work/'  a^  in  his  i)ef ore- curtain 
and  after- J il ay  Bjieeoh  he  t«rmed  it*  This  particular  "  Titanic  work  '* 
is  (or  ct-rU inly  was  that  night)  in  favour  with  "the  gods,"  who 
'*  very  much  applauded  what  heM  done.^^  But  the  gods  of  old  were 
not  quite  so  favourable  to  "  Titanic  w^rk  "  generally^  and  punished 
eternally  Titanic  workmen.  To« night  gods  and  groundlln^i  applaud 
to  the  echo,  and  then  everyone  goes  home  ai  best  he  can  in  about  as 
beautiful  a  specimen  of  a  November  fog  as  ever  delighted  a  Jaek- 
o'- Lantern  or  disguAted  Privatk  Bojc. 


An  Ope h Aire  Note.— TTeJnfA/rty*— Lord  Mayor's  Day  and  Shorif! 
8ir  ArouiTua  DRimiotAitts's  Show*  L^Amt)^  Fnts.or  *^The  old  Min 
is  friendly,**  as  Dick  Sipiteller  would  have  put  it,  Not  hy  any  means 
as  bright  as  CiTtaiieria,  Mile.  Dkl  Toehb,  del-ljghtful  aa  6'uteL 
M,  DrPEiCHJE,  very  gofid  as  Rahbino ;  Crbmon ori,  weak  aa  Fritz ;  and 
Mile.  Mj^xaA-CuFrn-BjicrKBH BISTER,  good  ai  uiual  in  the  port  of  the 
* '  harmless  aeoesaaiy  Cat  "-triiid,     Operft  genenlly  **  going  strong," 


IlEPOETED  DECtSlO.H*— U 

Thtn,  order  of  the  day,  "■  & 


randii^%  t<^  b0  ^pi||ii^A  ^^^^' 
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"SAFE  BIND,  SATE  FIND  I" 
P.  C.  JoHir  Bull  loquitur  .•— 

Krep  them  ?    Bight  my  Gallic  friend  I 

'Tis  my  dutv,  sad  hut  binding. 
Free  the  Wolf— to  what  good  endP 

Loose  the  Snake— what  yantage  finding  P 
Faction  flusters,  Cant  appeals 

In  the  name  of  sham-nomanity. 
Right,  not  wrath,  my  bosom  steels ; 

Softness  here  were  sheer  insanity. 

lutt 'ye  my  wannest  sym- 
pathy,        [Terror ' 
Yiotimof  the  new  Bed 
ify  caged  Ba.yachols  to 
£ree  [of  error. 

Were  the  maddest  kind 
Prison  waUs  and  dungeon 
wards  [gaoler, 

Love  I  not,  I  'm  no  bom 
But  just  Law  which  Free- 
dom guards 
Must    ignore    anarchic 
raileri 

Blind  offence  of  men  half 
mad 
'Neath  the  ^oad  of  brute 
oi)pression, 
Blunderings  of  fierce  fools 
of  fad, 
Demoniacal  possession 
Of  red  rage  at  law  unjust, 
I  can  check  with  calm 
oomi>assion ; 
But  must  firmly  crush  to 
dust 
Murder-;in  the  newest 
fashion. 

Dynamite    as    Freedom's 
friend? 
'lis    the    foul    fiend's 
latest  ju^gld. 
We  must  fight  it  to  the  end, 
Firm,  unfaltering  in  this 
struggle. 
Mere** Political  Offence," 
All  this  murder,  mash- 
ing, maiming  ? 
'Tis  a  pitiful  pretence, 
Honour  -  blinding,  wis- 
dom-shaming. 

Indiscriminate,      ruthless 
raid; 
Mad   chance -medly   of 
disaster  1  [aid. 

Sophistry,  the  fiend's  sworn 
Never  better  served  its 
master 
Than  in  calling  such  hell- 
birth        [human. — 
A    new    gospel,    holy. 
Blasting  as  with   maniac 
mirth 
Blameless      men,      and 
guiltless  women  I 


TO  A  MODEL  YOUNG  LADY. 

[It  ii  reported  that  it  ii  a  oommon  custem  in 
Paris,  amongst  ladies  of  position,  to  pay  for  their 
dresses  by  wearing  them  in  publie,  and  letting  it  be 
known  from  whom  they  obtained  them.] 

Mr  dear,  I  like  voor  pretty  drees, 

It  suits  your  figure  to  ax. 
I  'm  free  to  own  that  I  confess. 

It 's  just  the  kind  of  dress  for  me. 
Tet  wul  you  kindly  tell  me,  dear, 

Not  merely  was  the  costume  made  for 


Or  rather  of  the  dress  you  wore,         [meant, 
For  though,  maybe,  no  harm  or  nort  ii 

Remember,  dearesL  I  implore, 
I  wonH  be  fond  of  an  advertisement! 


A  TEST  OF  TRUE   GENTILITY. 

"  What  's  thb  new  Lodobb  likb,  Makiabann  f " 

"HB  'S  NO  ObMTLBMAN,   WHATBVBB  HB  '8  LIKB  1  " 

"No  Obntlbman  I    What  'b  hb  bbbx  and  dokb  f " 

"Wht,  hb  bbb  xb  a-oabbtin'  ttp  thb  Goals,  an'  hb  sats,  'I'm  afbaid 

that  ScUTTLB  'S   too    HBAVT    fob    you/  'B  SATS, — *  PEAT  LBr  MM  OABBT  IT  I '  'B 
SATS.      An'  'B  up  and  OAKRIBS  it  I88BLF,   JUST  LIKB  A  FOOTXAN  I  " 


No !    The  Dynamiter's  creed — 

Though    hate    swagger,    though 
snivel- 
Fires  no  **  patriotic"  deed; 

Base-born,  all  its  ends  are  evil. 
Let  caged  wolves  and  tigers  free  ? 

What  more  wicked,  what  absurder  ? 
Amnesty  to  Anarchy 

Means  encouragement  to  Murder  ? 


cant 


Whbbe  TO  Placb  Him.— Why  ought  the 
future  Poet-Laureate,  whoever  he  may  be,  to 
occupy  rooms  over  or  close  to  the  stables  at 
Buckingham  Palace?  Because  he  would 
then  be  inspired  by  the  Royal  Mews. 


Yourself  alone— but  is  it  clear 
And  certain  that  your  dress  is  paid 
for? 

Mistake  me  not    I  do  not  dread 

That  you  'U  think  fit  to  run  away 
And  leave  the  bill  unpaid.    Instead, 

I  fear  that  vou  inll  never  pay, 
Because  no  bill  will  ever  come ; 

And  since  when  you  decide   to 
toddle 
Abroad,  jon  'U  ro  amidst  a  hum 

Of  pnuse  for  Madame's  lovely  Model 

Oh!  promise  me  that  when  I  read 

My  paper  (as  I  often  do), 
I  shall  not  with  remorseless  speed 

See  endless  pars  in  praise  of  you, 


OUE  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

••Days  with  Sir  Roger  da  Coverley!'' 
exclaimed  the  Baron,  on  seeing  the  ftlntrmmg 
littie  book  brought  out  at  tiiis  season  bv 
Messrs.  Machill AN.  ••Delightful I  Immortall 
Ever  fresh!  Welcome,  wiui  or  without  illus- 
tration ;  some  of  Mr.  Thox- 
son's  would  not  be  missed 
There  is  a  breezv,  frank, 
boyish  air  about  tJie  •*  Be- 
miniscenoes  "  of  our  great 
Baritone,  Chablbs  Bast- 
LBT,  which  is  aa  a  tooie— t 
tonic  sol-fa— to  the  reader 
a- weary  of  the  many  Bemi- 
niscences  of  these  latter 
days.  Santlet,  who  seems 
to  have  made  nis  wav  hy 
stolid  pluck,  said  without 
very  much  luok,  may  be 
considered  as  the  musiosl 
Mark  TapUy,  ready  to  look 
always  on  the  sunny  side. 
With  a  few  rare  excep- 
tions, he  appesov  to  have 
taken  life  very  easily. 

Muchly  doUi  the  Banm 
like  Mr.  Hall  Caivx's  story 
of  Captain  Dat^9  Sene^- 
moon,  only,  sho^  as  it  u, 
with  greater  effect  it  might 
have  been  shorter. 

The  Baron,  being  in  a 
reading  humour^  tried  Th« 
Veiled  Hand,  by  Fredsr- 
ICK  Wicks,  a  name  awk- 
ward for  anyone  unable 
to  manage  his  **  r's." 
What  Fwedewickwioks' 
idea  of  A  Veiled  Hand 
is,  the  Baron  has  tried 
to  ascertain^  but  without 
avail.  Why  not  a  Gloved 
Hand?  Hands  do  not  wear 
veils,  any  more  than  oar 
old  friends,  the  Hdlow 
Hearts,  wear  maaka.  Hands 
take  '•  vails,"  but  •'  that  ii 
another  story.*'  However. 
The  Veiled  Hand  induced 
sleep,  so  the  Baitm  extin- 
guished both  candles  and 
Wicks  at  the  same  time, 
and  slumbered. 

I  have  also  had  time  to 
read  An  Exquieite  iW, 

Kublished  bv  Osooob. 
[cIlvaine  &  Co.,  and 
written  by  Nobody,  No- 
body's name  being  men- 
tioned as  being  the  author. 
It  begins  well,  but  it  is 
anoldj  old  tale-— Blanchi 
Amobt  and  the  Chevalier,  and  so  forth— and 
as  Sir  Charles  Coldstream  observed*  when 
he  looked  down  the  crater  of  Mount  Yeauvius, 
'•  There 's  nothing  in  it." 

Most  interesting  is  a  short  paper  on  ••The 
Green  Boom  of  the  Com^die  Fran^aise,"  in 
tiie  Englinh  Illustrated  Magasine  for  this 
month,  pleasantiy  written  by  Mr.  Fredkbkx 
Hawkins,— Hawkins  with  an  aspirate,  not 
•*  'Ensbt  'Awkins"  at  present  asaooiated 
with  ••  A  Chkvalier  "  in  London.  Mr. 
Hawkins  tells  many  amusing  aneodotea,  and 
gives  a  capital  sketch  of  M.  HxNi  MqlI 
But  the  article  would  be  dsimaged  by  ex- 
tracts. Therefore,  •'  Tolle,  lege^^^nja  youn 
and  everybody's,  very  truly, 

The  Bason  db  Book-Wokmb. 
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bWAlf^it— 


a 


SAFE  BIND,   SAFE  FIND!" 


STOQurr-DE-ViLLB.   '•  HA,  M'SIEU  I— FOIT  HAVE 

TR£8  BIEN  I    KEEP 


YOUR  DYNAMITERS  UNDER  I^iz^y^OOQlC 
EEP  THEM  II"  y  y  ^ 
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WHAT  ABOUT   GLASS   HOUSES? 

Fint  Jovial  Cahby  (to  Second  Ditto),  '*  Hi  sat,  Bill,  did  txr  heybk  sn  sice  Outs  as 
THiSB  'BBS  Girls  makbs  of  thbibsblybs  f     Now,  tb  'd  kiybb  sbb  ▲  Man  go  aud  make 

SrOH  A  BIDnc'LOVS  HOBJICK  OF  'iSSBLF  !  1  " 


A  PUFF  OF  SMOKE. 

( fFkat  ike  heart  of  the  young  Voealiet  eaidto  the 
AnH' Tobacconist f  after  reading  Mr,  Charles 
8antley*s  sage  observations  on  Singing  and 
Smoking,  in  his  new  book  **  Student  and 
Singer.") 
[**  Smoking  ii  an  art ;  it  may  be  made  useful  or 

otnenrifle,  according  ai  it  is   exercised.*'  —  Mr. 

Santlbt.] 

Tell  me  not,  je  moomful  oroakert, 

Smoking  is  a  dirty  habit. 
Brainless  are  je,  soar  non-smokers, 

As  a  TiTiseoted  rabbit. 

"  Smoking  is  an  Art,"  says  Savtlit  ; 

There  is  Beauty  in  the  dowL 
They  who  donbt  it  most  be  soantlf 

Blest  with  sense,  or  dowered  with  soul. 

As  an  Art  it  claims  attention ; 

Studj  is  the  only  way. 
Smoking  skill,  not  smoKe-preyention, 

Is  the  thing  we  want  to-day. 

Art  is  long  and  smoke  is  fleeting ; 

Bat  pan  on  ontil  yon  learn 
Good  tobacco 's  not  tor  eating  f 

Fipe-bowls  are  not  meant  to  bum  ' 

Smoke  withoat  expectorating, 
Do  not  spatter,  do  not  chew ; 

Puff  not  as  thoagh  Amnlfitinjr 
Some  foal  factory's  sooty  floe  * 

Let  not  oily  dark  defilement 
Sting  yonr  lips ;  there  is  no  need. 

Joy  and  oare  need  reooncilement 
Fat  eigoynient  of  the  weed. 


Trast  no  •*  Germans."  bay  no  "  British," 

Sonnd  Hayanas  only  smoke  I 
"  Lady  Nicotine  "  is  skittish. 

Penny  Pickwicks  are  no  joke. 

Smoke  no  strong  shag,  no  rank  "  stinger," 
Pick  yonr  baccy,  poff  with  skill, 

And— althoagh  yon  are  a  singer^ 
Ton  may  smoke,  and  not  feel  ill. 

Let  as  then  be  ap  and  smoking. 

An  an  Art  the  thing  parsae ; 
As  great  Sahtlbt,  who^s  not  joking. 

Says  he  does,  and  all  majf  do  I 

LADY  GAY'S  DISTRACTION. 

Dbab  Mr.  PrmcH,— You  are  as  fickle  as 
the  rest  of  yonr  sex,  I  fear,  otherwise  yoa 
woald  not  haye  requited  my  deyoUon  to  yoa 
and  yoar  interests  in  such  an  awf al  manner 
as  yon  did  in  pablishing  my  husband's  letter 
last  week  I — iad  such  a  letter  I  Oh,  I  coald 
write  saoh  a  scathing  reply  to  it  I 

Of  coarse,  it  was  jealousy  on  the  part  of 
Sir  Chablbs  at  mj  literary  success— (setting 
aside  the  wonderful  ti^)---whioh  oaiised  the 
explosion  that  led  to  his  writing  to  you,  but 
I  neyer—ntyer— thought!  you  would  insert 
his  letter,  especially  as  I  slipped  in  a  post- 
script which  to  my  mind  explained  every' 
thing-^^LB,  indeed,  postscripts  should  do,  or 
what  is  the  good  oi  writing  a  long  letter 
about  nothing  in  front  of  themf  The 
wretch  confesses  that  he  laughed  at  my 
articles  until  he  knew  who  wrote  than,  and 
thenthousrht  less  of  themi  Isn't  t^  like 
a  husband  ?— I  won't  aay  like  a  man^  as  so 


few  husbands  are  men  I — at  least,  in  the 
eyes  of  their  wiyes.  The  moment  a  wife 
does  something  her  husband  can't  do,  he 
dislikes  and  pooh-poohs  it;  whereas,  the 
more  acoompkshments  a  husband  displays, 
the  more  a  wife  appreciates  him,  or  says  so 
eyen  if  she  doesn't !— which  is  a  noble  false- 
hood, for  how  few  women  are  lar^-minded 
enough  to  pretend  to  admire  quahties  which 
they  despise  because  thcjr  don^  possess  them 
— I  'm  not  sure  that  this  is  what  I  mean,  nor 
do  I  quite  understand  it,  but  it  reads  welL 
which  is  more  than  Sir  Charles's  stuff  does  I 

And  then  his  impertinence  in  proposing  to 
•*  edit "  my  letters  1— as  if  anyone  could  be 
more  capable  of  doing  that  than  ffou  f — (you 
will  obserye  that  it  is  solely  on  your  account 
that  I  am  annoyed !) — I  could  not  brook  such 
interference!—!  don't  know  exactly  the 
meaning  of  ''brooking"  anything,  out  I 
know  I  wept  enough  tears  of  annoyance  to 
form  a  decent  "brook"  of  themselyesi  I 
need  hardly  tell  yoa  that  it  was  a  biting 
sarcasm  on  my  part  to  suggest  that  he  should 
finish  his  letter  with  a  "  yerse,"  as  I  always 
do— but  there— men  don't  understand  sar- 
casm—lone of  our  most  frequently  employed 
weapons  of  offence  I)— and  the  Door  thing 
thought  I  was  in  earnest,  and  did  it !  And 
what  a  yerse !  I  could  write  better  with  my 
left  hand  I 

I  need  scarcely  teU  you  that  I  haye  left 
him— (this  is  why  my  address  is  not  to  be 
published)— as  I  consider  my  duty  to  the 
rublic  rendered  it  imperatiye  that  I  should 
do  so,  for  I  should  not  think  much  of  any 
woman  who  allowed  a  paltry  consideration  of 
domestic  obligations  to  weigh  against  the 
pursuit  of  a  career  of  usefulness. 

If,  therefore,  a  yein  of  sadness  and  cynicism 
runs  through  this  letter,  you  will  understand 
that  it  does  not  proceed  horn  any  regret  at 
the  "  breaking  up  of  the  happy  home,"  but 
rather  from  sorrow  at  the  thought  that  once 
again  the  intellectual  superiority  of  one  of 
the  softer  sex  has  not  been  accepted  in  the 
ri^ht  spirit  by  the  possessor  of  the  weaker 
mind,  to  whom  she  owes  obedience  I 

I  trust  I  haye  done  with  Sir  Charles  for 
oyer  I — especially  if  he  speaks  the  truth  in 
saying  that  **  following  my  tips  has  ruined 
him"— for  why  should  any  woman  burden 
herself  with  an  impecunious  husband?  He 
does  not  know  where  I  am.  and  I  fed  still 
more  secure  in  my  retreat  rrom  haying  just 
heard  that  he  has  enga^r^  the  seryices  of 
seyeral  of  the  most  prominent  London  Deteo- 
tiyes  to  trace  me  I 

Owing  no  deyotion  now  to  Sir  Charles^ 
who  will  appreciate  the  following  tender  linea 
with  which  1  close  my  letter— 

0  WoMAJr !  in  our  hours  of  ease, 
Thou  art  not  very  hard  to  please  I 
Thou  takest  what  the  gods  may  send ; 
But,  thwarted  I— thou  wilt  turn  and  rend  I 

I  am  able  to  subscribe  myself,  dear  Mr  Punch, 
Yours  more  deyotedly  than  eyer, 

Ladt  Gat. 

fFrom  internal  eridence,  we  are  inclined  to 
belieye  that  this  present  letter,  or  the  one  last 
week  from  '*8ir  Chablbs,"  ii  a  forgery.  In 
former  correspondence  Lady  Gat  mentioned  "  Lord 
Arthub*'  as  her  husband.  We  pause  for  an 
explanation.— Ed.] 

PrOTERB    for    YoOALISTS,    1    PR0P06    OF 

Sir  Joseph  Barhbt*s  Remarks  ov  Articu- 
LATioir.— '*  Take  care  of  the  sense,  and  the 
sounds  will  take  care  of  themselyes." 


Wht  is  pepper  essential  to  the  health  of 
the  new  Lord  MatorF — Because  withoat 
"  Kn."  (cayenne)  he  would  be  "  ill." 
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Then,  when  someone  elae  deliTered 

an  "  addrefls  to  educated  mothen,"  she  sayi 
that  it  exdted  deep  interest,  and  *' almost  tM 
manj  eduoated  mothers  threw  themaelTes 
into  the  disoossion  that  followed." 

Then  she  ohserres,  ''It  was  disappointinff 
that  Ladj  Absbdsxn  was  at  the  last  moment 
forbidden  by  her  Doctor  to  undertake  the 
long  jonmej  from  Scotland."  So  it  was, 
most  disappointing ;  and  **  at  the  last 
moment,"  too ! 

Then  she  announces  that  *'8ome  ladies 
expTMsed  a  feeling,  that  introdnoioff  younf 
men  and  women  in  business  to  each  other, 
when  assembled  in  their  hundreds  at  Pnnee*s 
Hall,  was  an  office  fraught  with  considerable 
resDonsibilit^."  To  be  sure  1  Great  respon- 
sibility !  Might  eren  be  improper  1  Eyery- 
one  should  be  9o  careful  I 

Howerer,  there  was  one''good  thing  in  this 
Woman's  Conference  that  ereryone  will 
praise.  The  deliffhtfuL  genial,  charitable 
females  seem  to  haTe  kept  to  themaelyes. 
No  men  were  present.  What  a  Uessing^or 
the  men  !        Tours  gratefully, 

Air  Old  Bachxlos. 

The  Oroufleries^  ZoeUmUonburif^  SmgUUm. 

CHRISTMAS  IS  CGMINQ  I 

WsKf  the  ruddy  autumn  leaTea 
Flutter  down  on  golden  sheayes. 
And  on  plum-trees  one  perceiTea 

No  more  plums — 
All  the  swallows  haye  not  fled« 
Hardly  is  the  summer  dead— 
Then,  alas,  it  must  be  said 

Christmas  comea  I 


Christmas!    Hang  it  all! 

)?    'Tis  weeks  from  now. 


But  how 
Can  that  be !        " 
What  a  fearful  thought,  I  tow 

That  It  numbs  1 
"  Order  Christmas  papers  "  fills 
Bookshops,  bookstalls.    WithitaHlla, 
Taxes,  tips,  fogs,  frosts,  coughs,  ohilla, 

Christmas  comes  I 


NATURE   AND  ART. 

A.ILA,    <*Bt  QlOBOB,  THIS  YlBW  'S  MAOKIFIOSHT  t     I  SAT,  FlVFTSB,  TOV  BBALLT  OUGHT 
TO  HAYS  THOSB  WOODB  PAIKTBD." 

Mr.  Fluffer  (laU  in  ih$  Upholstery  line,  retired,)  <"M— ir.    Do  TOir  thikx  that  would 
iMPBOTx  'em  t    What  Coloitb,  now  ? " 


LEFT  TO  THE  LADIES. 

Mr  DiAB  Mr.  Puvch, 

Etibtonb— I  mean  ereryone  with 
a  right  mind— will  sympathise  with  those 
nice  pwple  at  Bristol  who  hare  been  holding 
a  '*  Woman's  Conference."  So  kind  ana 
thoughtful  of  them,  isn't  it?  I  notice  that 
Lady  Battxbssa  gaye  a  spirited  account  of  a 
Confederation  of  Temperance  of  some  thir^ 
Tillages  in  Norfolk.  The  dear,  good  inhabi- 
tants are  to  keep  off  the  allurements  ol  drink 
by  **  listening  to  such  shining  lights  as  Canon 
WiLBVBFOBCi,  and  social  teas,  processions 
with  banners,  and  magic-lanterns,  {day  their 
part"  How  they  are  to  listen  to  the  teas, 
processions  and  luitems,  I  don't  quite  under- 
stand, in  spite  of  the  fact  that  they  (the 
aforesaid  teas,  ftc.)  seem  to  be  *'  {laying  their 


parts."  Eyidently  teas,  ftc,  are  amateur 
Actors* 

Then  somebody  who  described  herself  as 
"  a  nobody  from  noidiere,"  is  said  to  ha^e 
**  touched  a  moring  ohord,  as  she  spoke  with 
neat  feeling  of  the  sympathy  and  the  moral 
nelp  the  poor  riye  biack  to  those  who  work 
amonsr  them.''^  What  '*moying  chord  P" 
Sounos  like  a  bell-rope  I 

Then  another  lady  who  wore  "  the  Uaek 
and  layender  dress  of  the  SLiters  of  the 
People."  followed  with  a  paper,  "perhaps 
oyerfull  of  details."  And  here  let  me  say 
that  I  am  quoting  from  "a  woman  corre- 
reepondent "  who  seems  to  be  full  of  admira- 
tion for  her  talking  sisters.  But  in  spite  of 
this  admiration,  she  knows  their  little  faults. 
For  instance,  she  describes  a  siweoh  as 
"yigorous,  racy,  and  perhaps  a  trifle  len- 


Etcu  Christmas-cards  appear. 
They  are  with  us  half  the  year, 
I  would  banish  them  from  here. 

Say.  to  Thrums, 
Or  to  a^  mournful  place. 
Where  I'd  nerer  show  my  faoe, 
For  they  tell  one  that,  apace, 

Christmas  comea ! 

T 


SlABOKABLB  CHRISTIIAS  MoTTO  TOE  WXLL- 

nrowHFiHE-AKrPuBLiHHiBs.— ••Tuck  inl** 


Google 
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TO    "THE    LAZY   MINSTREL" 

?rt  th* pubVteation ofhin Eighth  Edition^  with  therein  XineUen  Poetna  originally  written/or  Mr. ISmeh. 

Who  would  not  be  a  Minstrel  Lazy  ? 
A  trifle  crazy, 
The  best  of  them!    Ah! 


l)-^>' 


Stskrt,  in    punt  or 
ring  "hey  down 


'  t 


The  Laiy  Laureate  of  the  Thamei. 
[The  Nymph  PantaUtHna  U  heard  iinging,) 
Come  where  my  Ashbt  lies  dreaming, 

Dreaming  for  hours  after  lunch. 
Softly  I  for  he  is  scheming 

Poems  for  Mister  Punch  ! 
Graceful  is  his  porition— 

Hark !  how  he  sweeps  the  strings, 
While  of  his  Eighth  lotion 

The  Warbler  Stbrbt  sings  :— 

( The  Bard  chirpeih  his  roundelay.) 


Here's   Ashby 

wherry. 
He  's  ever  merry 
derry," 

Or  anything  very 
LikeTral  la]  la!  lal 

On  sunny  days  he  trolls  his  lays 

With  gay  guitar  and  Tra !  la!  la!  la! 

From  groves  and  glades  come  meadow- 
sweet maids, 

None  of  your  saucy^  minxes  or  jades ; 
The  poet  is  there 
Without  a  care, 

With  no  regret,  with  mild  cigarette. 

With  gay  guitar,  and  whiskey  from 
Leith, 

Will  he  be  crowned  with  the  Laureate 
wreath? 


•On 


^^&> 


Delights'   in  *Hambledon 


•  My  Country  Cousin'  may  hap— 
With  her  I  'U  go 
'  In  Rotten  Bow,' 
Stop  on  an  'oss 
'  At  Charing-Cross,' 
For  a  '  Tarn  0'  Shanter  Cap.' 


No  gout?    Oh  no  I     But  I'm  '  Taken  in 
And  suffering  from  dejection,        [Tow,' 
'  Spring  Cleaning '  I  'U  use  for  a  pair  of 
old  shoes 
(Queer  rhyme  upon  reflection), 
*  Sound  without  Sense^'  I  'ye  no  pretence,' 
To  write  Shakspeanan  Sonnets. 
Of  her  and  him, 
As  suits  my  wlum, 
I  sing,  and  I  hymn  her  bonnets  I " 

(Chorus   of  PantdUitina   and    River 
Nymphs.) 

So,  hail  to  the  Bard  so  merry, 
To  Lazy  Laureate  Sterbt  ! 
He  'U  ring  of  a  Lock  on;  the  Thames  I 
oh  rare! 
Or  hymn  a  Lock  of  his  Lady's  hair. 


CONYEESATIOVAL  HINTS  FOB 
TOTJH 0  SHOOTEBS. 

The'  subject  of  Lunch,  my  dear  young 
friends,  has  now  been  exhausted.  We  have 
done,  for  the  tune,  with  poetry,  and  descend 
again  to  the  ordinary  prose  of  every-day 
shooting.  Tet  stay— before  we  proceed  further, 
there  is  one  matter  apart  from  the  mere  de- 
tails of  sport,  which  may  be  profitably  con- 
sidered in  this  treatise.  It  is  the  diyine,  the 
delightful  subject  of 

SMOKING. 

First,  I  ask,  do  you  know— (l),'the  man  who 
never  smokes  from  the  night  of  the  11th  of 
August  up  to  the  night  of  the  1st  of  Feb- 
ruary in  tne  following  year,  for  fear  of  in- 
juring his  sight  and  his  shooting  nerve? 
(2),  the  host  who  forbids  all  smoking  amongst 
the  ^ests  assembled  at  his  house  for  a 
shooting-party  ? 

You,  naturally  enough,  reply  that  :^ou  have 
not  the  honour  of  being  acquainted  with  these 
severe,  but  enthuriastic  gentlemen.  Nobody 
does  know  them.  They  don*t  exist  But  it 
is  very  useful  to  affect  a  sort  of  second-hand 
knowledge  of  these  Oorgonsjof  the_weed,tas 
thus: — 

A  Party  of  Guns  is  todOcing  to  the  first  heat 
of  the  day.    Time^  say  about  10  20  a.m. 

Young  Sportsman  (who  lias  a  pipe  in  his 
mouthy  to  Second  Sportsman^  similarly 
adon^d).  I  alwavs  think  the  after-breakfast 
smoke  is  about  the  best  of  the  day.  Some- 
how, tobacco  tastes  sweeter  then  than  at  any 
other  time  of  the  day. 

Second  ^'**  fcM'^w/f  •MVlMMVMl^M^    ^am   if. 'i 

first  class 


Sp.  (puMng  vigorously).  Yes,  it's 
I ;  but  1  hdd  with  smoke  at  most 


times  of  the  day,  after  breakfast,  after  lunch, 
after  dinner,  and  in  between. 

Young  Sv.  Well,  I  don't  know.  If  I  try 
to  smoke  when  I  'm  actualljr  shooting,  I  gene- 
rally find  I  've  eot  my  pipe  in  the  gun  side  of 
mv  mouth.  I  heard  of  a  man  the  other  dav 
who  knocked  out  three  of  his  best  teetn 
through  bringing  up  his  gun  sharp,  and  f  or- 

E"*  g  he'd  got  a  pipe  in  his  mouth.  Poor 
r!  he  was  very  plucky  about  it,  I 
e ;  but  it  made  no  end  of  a  difference  to 
his  pronunciation  till  he  got  a  new  lot  shoved 
in.  Just  like  that  old  Johnnie  in  the  play- 
Overland  something  or  other— who  lost  nis 
false  set  of  teeth  on  a  desert  island,  and 
oouldn*t  make  any  of  the  other  Johnnies 
understand  him. 

Second  Sp.  I  've  never  had  any  difficulty 
with  my  smoking.  I  always  make  a  habit  of 
carrying  my  smokes  in  the  left  ride  of  my 
mouth. 

Young  Sp.  Oh,  but  you  're  pretty  certain 
to  get  the  smoke  or  the  ashes  or  something, 
blown  riapinto  your  eyes  just  as  you  're  goinsr 
to  loose  olF.  No.  ( With  decision.)  1  'm  off 
my  smoke  when  the  popping  begins. 

Second  /8^.  Don't  oe  too  nara  on  jrourself , 
my  boy.  They  tell  me  there  are  precious  few 
birds  in  the  old  planting  this  year,  so  you  can 
treat  yourself  to  a  cigarette  when  you  get 
there.  It  never  pays  to  trample  on  one's 
loniring  for  tobacco  too  much. 

Young  Sp.  No,  bv  Jove.  Old  Eeogis 
MoBBis  told  me  of  a  fellow  he  met  somewhere 
this  year,  who  goes  regularly  into  training 
for  shooting.  N'ever  touches  baocv  from 
August  to  February,  and  limits  his  <urink  to 
three  pints  a  day,  and  no  whiskeys  and  sodas. 
And  what's  more,  he  won't  let  anv  of  his 
guests  smoke  when  he's  got  a  snoot  on, 


He's  got  *'No  Smoking  "posted  up  in  big 
letters  in  every  room  in  the  house.  Rmgib 
said  it  was  awtuL  He  had  to  lock  hu  bed- 
room door,  shove  the  chest  -  of  -  drmwen 
against  it,  and  smoke  with  his  head  stoek 
right  up  the  chimney.  He  got  a  peek  of 
soot,  one  night,  right  on  the  top  of  nis  nat. 
Now  I  call  that  simple  rot 

Second  Sp.  Ah,  I've  heard  of  that  man. 
Never  met  nim  though.  I  'm  thankful  to  say. 
Let  me  see  what 's  the  beggar's  name  P  Jacc- 
soir  or  BiBRXiT,  or  Pollard,  or  something 
like  that.  He 's  got  a  big  place  somewhere  in 
Suffolk,  or  Yorkshire,  or  someidiere  about 
there. 

Young  Sp.  Yes,  that's  the  dhap,  I  faaiqy. 

Now  that  kind  of  thing  starts  yoa  Tery 
nicely  for  the  day.  It  isn't  necessary  that 
either  of  the  sportsmen  whose  dialogue  has 
been  reported  should  believe  implicitly  in  the 
absolute  truth  of  what  he  is  saying.  Obeerve, 
neither  of  them  says  that  he  himself  met  this 
man.  He  merely  gets  conversatian  oat  of  him 
on  the  strength  of  what  someone  else  has  tdd 
him.  That,  you  see,  is  the  real  trick  of  the 
thing.  Don't  bind  yourself  to  such  a  story  as 
being  ^art  of  your  own  personal  experienee. 
Work  it  in  on  another  man*s  back.  Of  ooorse 
there  are  exceptions  even  to  this  role.  Bnt 
this  Question  Ishall  be  able  to  treat  at  greater 
length  when  I  come  to  deal  with  the  important 
subject  of  **  Shooting  Anecdotes." 

V  ery  often  jrou  can  work  up  quite  a 
little  conversation  on  cigarettes.  Every 
believes,  as  is  well-known,  that  he  poss 
the  only  decent  cigarettes  in  the  ooontry.  He 
either— (1),  imports  them  himself  from  Oaixa, 
or  (2),  he  gets  his  tobacco  straight  from  a  firm 
of  growers  somewhere  in  Syria  and  makes  it 
into  cigarettes  himself;  at  (3)^  he  thinks 
Egyptian  cigarettes  are  an  abomination,  and 
onlv  smokes  Russians  or  Americans;  or  (4), 
he  knows  a  man,  Backastofoulo  by  name, 
somewhere  in  the  Batdiffe  Highway,  who  has 
^Aeverv  best  cigarettes  you  ever  tasted.  Tosi 
wouldn't  give  two-pence  a  hundred  lor  an 
others  after  smoking  these,  he  tells  yon.  Ami^ 
lastly,  there  is  the  man  who  loathes  mgarettea. 


«M^i^«>««>  those  who  smoke  them,  and^  never. 
smd^es  anything  himself  except  a  special  kind 
of  cigar  ornamented  with  a  sort  of  red  and 
gold  garter. 

Out  of  this  conflict  of  i^ferenoea  tiie 
young  shooter  can  make  oa^taL  By  flat- 
tering everybody  in  tum«  he  can  praotioally 
get  hu  smoking  gratis,  for  everyone  will  Im 
sure  to  offer  him  at  least  one  df^Mitttm^  in 
order  to  prove  the  superiority  tf  hu  own  par* 
tioular  kind.  And  if  the  young  shooter* 
after  smoking  it,  expresses  a  proper  amount 
of  ecstasy,  he  is  not  at  all  unlikely  to  have 
a  second  offered  to  him.  Most  men  are  raio- 
reus  with  cigarettes.  Many  a  man  I  Joiow 
would  far  rather  give  a  beggar  a  cigaietta 
than  a  shilling,  though  the  cigarette  may  kavo 
cost,  originally,  a  penny-halfpenny,  or  more 
—a  strange  and  paradoxiosl  state  of  aflbira. 

Here  is  a  final  piece  of  advice.    Admire  all 
dgarette-cases,  snd  say  of  eaoh  that  it'atlw 
very  best  and  prettiest  you  ever  aaw.    Ton 
can  have  no  notion  how  mudi  innooent  plea 
sure  yog  will  give.  ^^  ^^  VjUUS^  l\C 


^ 


(^  irOTICS.^Bejeoted  CommuaieatioBS  or  CoatribatioBs,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  I^rawings,  or  Flccorss  ox  any  desenpUea,  viU 
in  no  case  be  returned,  not  even  when  aooompsnied  by  a  Stamped  and  Addressed  Envelope,  Cover,  or  Wrappec    To  Ihia  nlo 

there  will  be  no  exoentioii. 


NOTEMBIB  26,  1892.] 
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LETTERS   TO  ABSTRACTIONS. 

No.  XVIL— TO  FAILURE. 

A  Philosopher  has  dei^ed  to  addreos  to  me  a  letter.  "  Sir," 
writes  my  yenerable  oorretpondent,  "  I  hsTe  been  reading  your  open 
letters  to  Abstractions  with  some  interest.  You  will,  howeyer,  per- 
haps permit  me  to  observe  tiiat  amonnt  those  to  whom  you  haye 
written  are  not  a  few  who  haye  no  ri^nt  whatever  to  be  numbered 
amongst  Abstraotions.  Laziness,  for  instanoe,  and  Crookedness,  and 
Irritation— not  to  mention  others— how  is  it  oossible  to  saj  that  these 
are  Abstraotions  ?  They  are  oonoreto  qualities  and  nothing  else. 
Forgive  me  forjnakingtius  correction^  and  believe  me  y-ours,  Ac  A 


PuLTOKiBT." — To  which  I  merely  reply,  with  all  possible  respect, , 
*'  Stuff  and  nonsense ! "    I  know  my  letters  have  reached  those  to 


whom  they  were  addressed,  no  single  one  has  come  back  through  the 
Dead-letter  Office,  and  that  is  enough  for  me.  Besides,  there  are 
thousands  of  Abstractions  that  the  nund  of  "  A 
PLA.T0HI8T"  has  never  conceived*  Somewhere  I 
know,  there  is  an  abstract  Boot,  a  perfect  and 
ideal  combination  of  all  the  qualities  that  ever 
were  or  will  be  connected  with  boots,  a  grand 
exemplar  to  which  all  material  boots,  more  or  less, 
nearly  approach ;  and  by  their  likeness  to  which 
they  are  recognised  ss  boots  by  all  who  in  a  previ- 
ous existence  have  seen  the  ideal  Boot  Sandids. 
mocassins,  butcher-boots,  jack-boots,  these  are  but 
emanations  from  the  great  origmaL  Similarly, 
tiiere  must  be  an  abs&act  Bog,  to  the  likeness 
of  which,  in  one  respect  or  another,  both  the 
Yorkshire  Terrier  and  the  St  Bernard  conf otol 
So  much  then  for  "  A  Platokist."  And  now  to 
the  matter  in  hand. 

My  dear  Failubb,  there  exists  amongst  us,  as, 
indeed,  there  has  always  existed,  an  innumerable 
body  of  those  upon  whom  you  have  cast  your 
melancholy  blight  Amongst  their  friends  and 
acquaintances  they  are  known  by  the  name  you 
yourself  bear.  They  are  the  great  army  of  failures. 
But  there  must  be  no  mistake.  Because  a  man 
has  had  high  aroirations,  has  tried  with  all  the 
ener^  of  ms  bod^  and  soul  to  realise  them,  and 
has,  in  the  end,  fallen  short  of  his  exalted  aim, 
he  is  not,  therefore,  to  be  called  a  failure. 
MosBS,  I  may  remind  vou,  was  suffered  only  to 
look  tmon  the  Promised  Land  from  a  mountain- 
top.  Patriots  without  number— KoflSUTH  shall  be 
my  example — have  fought  and  bled,  and  have 
been  thrust  into  exile,  only  to  see  their  objects 
gained  by  others  in  the  end.  But  the  final 
triumph  was  theirs  surely  almost  as  much  as  if 
they  themselyes  had  gained  it.  On  the  other 
hand  there  are  those  who  march  from  disappoint- 
ment to  disappointment,  but  remain  serenely 
unconscious  ox  it  all  the  time.  These  are  not 
H^nuine  failures.  There  is  Chabslet^  for  instance, 
journalist,  dramatist,  novelist  —  Heaven  knows 
what  besides.  His  plays  have  run,  on  an  average, 
about  six  nights;  his  books,  published  mostly  at 
his  own  expense,  are  a  dru^  in  the  market ;  but 
the  little  creature  is  as  vain,  as  proud,  and,  it 
must  be  added,  as  contented,  as  though  Fame  had  set  him,  with  a 
blast  of  her  golden  trumpet,  amongst  the  mighty  Immortals.  What 
lot  can  be  happier  than  his?  Secure  in  his  impregnable  egotism, 
ramparted  about  with  mighty  walls  of  oonceit,  he  bids  defiance  to 
attack,  and  lives  an  enviable  life  of  self-centred  pleasure. 

Then,  a  pain,  there  w:t-i  Jm  h  n  n  e  t:  T  ur  f:  fu;  t  m  it  r.  I  do  not  mean  to 
liken  him  to  Chailsley,  for  no  mora  imselii£h  find  kind^b^^ted 
being  than  Joukkik  e\ei  breathed.  But  was  therp  ever  a  stooe  that 
roUed  more  constmitlf  and  gathertd  U»s  mosa  Y  Vet  no  stroke  conld 
subdue  hi?*  in conqutmMe  cheerfulness.  Time  nftf r  time  he  g-ot  his 
head  above  the  WJ^t^^ra ;  time  after  time,  lome  malifrnunt  emissary  of 
fate  sent  him  bubbiitEg  and  ^oupinp  down  into  the  depthi*  He  was 
up  again  in  a  mometit,  Btrivmg-,  batUins-*  hufletinp-.  Kothin^  eould 
miske  JotnrxiE  despair,  no  ditappoiDtmeDt  cotild  warp  the  simple 
steaightfurward  aincenty,  the  loja]  and  almost  childlike  honesty  of 
his  nattire.  And  if  here  and  there,  for  a  short  time,  fortuae  se-iiied 
to  shine  onon  him»  toq  may  be  *iure  that  there  was  no  mnitle  frit  ad 
whom  h»  &\d  tit>t  call  upon  t^  hank  with  hiiu  in  thene  fleeting^  mys. 
And  whrit  a  g-lorious  laTtsrh  he  had;  Dot  a  loud  j^u^aw  that  splits 
your  t^^mpanum  and  rm^hes  merrimeDt  flat,  but  an  irrf^pn-^^^ible, 
helpless  I  irreeiatiMe  infeetioaa  laaprb,  in  whioh  his  whole  body  l«- 
oame  inToKed.  1  haye  seen  a  whole  rvjomial  of  strani^ers  rolling  on 
their  diairs  without  in  the  leoj^t  knowing  why,  while  Johnxu:,  with 
his  head  thrown  baek,  his  joll^  face  puckered  into  a  thousand 
^fiinkh^  I'f  bri^Tty  delight,  and  his  ban  da  pressed  to  his  sidea,  was 

TOL«  OXZIa 


shouting  with  laughter  at  some  joke  made,  as  most  of  his  jokes  were, 
at  his  own  expense. 

It  was  during  one  of  his  brief  intervals  of  prosperity,  at  a  meet  of 
the  Ditchington  Stair-hounds  that  I  first  met  Jomnrix.  He  was 
beautifully  got  u^  His  top-hat  shone  scaroel}^  less  briUiantly  than 
his  rosy  cheeks,  his  collar  was  of  the  stiffest,  his  white  tie  was  folded 
and  pinned  with  a  beautiful  accuracj,  his  black  coat  fitted  him  like 
a  glove,  his  leather-breeches  were  smooth  and  speokless,  and  his 
champagne-coloured  tops  fitted  his  sturdy  little  legs  as  if  they  had 
been  bom  with  him.  He  was  mounted  on  an  enormous  chestnut- 
horse,  which  Anak  might  have  controlled,  but  which  was  far  above 
the  power  and  weight  of  JoHinms,  plucky  and  determined  though  he 
was.  Shortly  after  the  beginning  of  the  run,  while  the  hounds  were 
checked,  I  noticed  a  strange,  natless,  diuievelled  figure,  riding 
furiously  round  and  round  a  field.  It  was  Jowxvte,  whose  horse 
was  bolUng  with  him,  but  who  was  just  able  to  guide  it  sufficiently 
to  keep  it  going  in  a  circle  instead  of  taking  him  far  over  hill  and 
dale.  We  manaffcd  to  stop  him,  and  I  shall  never  for- 
get how  he  laughed  at  his  own  disasters  while  he  was 
picking  up  his  crop  and  repUunng  his  hat  on  his  head. 
Not  long  afterwards.  I  saw  our  little  Mazeppa  crashing, 
horse  and  all,  into  the  branches  of  a  tree,  out  in  spite  ^ 
of  a  bkck  eye  and  a  deep  cut  on  his  cheek,  he  ffiiished 
the  nifi— fortunately  for  him  a  very  fast  and  long  on»— 
I  I  with  imperturbable  pluck  and  with  no  further  misad- 
venture. '*  Nastv  cut  that,"  I  said  to  him 
as  we  trained  back  together,  *'  you  'd  better 
get  it  nroperly  looked  to  in  town."  "Pooh," 
said  JOHKKIE,  "it's  a  mere  scratch.  Did 
you  see  the  brute  take  me  into  the  tree? 
By  Jove,  it  must  have  been  a  comic  sight ! " 
and  with  that  he  set  off  again  on  another 
burst  of  inextinguishable  laughter. 

About  a  week  after  this,  the  usual  crash 
came*  A  relative  of  Johkkie  was  in  diffi- 
culties. JOHKKiB,  with  his  wonted  chivalry, 
came  to  his  help  with  tiie  few  thousands  that  he 
had  lately  put  by,  and,  in  a  day  or  two,  he  was 
on  ^  his  bosm-ends  once  more.  And  so  the  story 
went  on.  Money  slipped  through  his  fingers  like 
water—prosperity  tweaked  him  by  the  nose,  and 
fied  from  him,  whilst  friends,  not  a  whit  more 
deserving,  amassed  fortunes,  and  became  sleek. 
But  he  was  never  daunted.  With  inexhaustible 
courage  and  resource,  he  set  to  work  again  to 
rebuild  his  shattered  edifice,  confident  that  luck 
would,  some  dav.  stay  with  him  for  good.  But 
it  never  did.  At  last  he  threw  in  his  lot  with  a 
hand  of  adventurers,  who  proposed  to  plant  the 
British  fiag  in  some  hitherto  unexplored  regions 
of  South  or  Central  Africa.  1  dined  with 
.ToEmm  the  evening  before  he  left  England.  He 
wae  in  the  highest  spirits.  His  talk  was  of  rich 
farms,  of  immense  gold-mines.  He  was  off  to 
make  his  pile,  and  would  then  come  home,  buy 
an  estate  in  the  country— he  had  one  in  his  eye — 
and  live  a  life  of  spOTt,  surrounded  by  all  the 
comforts,  and  by  all  his  friends.  And  so  we 
pcLTted,  never  to  meet  again.  He  was  lost  while 
making  his  way  back  to  the  coast  with  a  small 
party,  and  no  trace  of  him  has  ever  since  been 
discovered.  But  to  his  friends  he  has  left  a  memory  and  an  example 
of  invincible  courage,  and  unceasing  cheerfulness  in  the  face  of 
misfortune,  of  constant  helpfulness,  and  unflinching  staunchness. 
Can  it  be  said  that  such  a  man  was  a  faUure  P  I  oon't  think  so. 
I  must  write  again.    In  the  meantime  I  remain,  as  usual,      D.  R. 


SiOFS  OF  THX  Sbabok.— ' '  Beautv'i  Daughter  !  "  These  charming 
young  ladies  are  to  be  obtained  for  the  «mall  tiuin  of  oue  x»;  nnyl 
as  for  this  trifiihg  amount, — ^unle^  there  is  a  seaaonably  extra 
charge,— you  can  purchase  the  Chriiitnias  Number  of  the  Fennu  Itha^ 
traiedj  wherein  Mr.  Clemsitt  Scott  **  our  dear  departed  "  (on  tour 
round  the  world— "globe-trotting *'),  leads  off  with  iwnne  ^ood 
verses.  Will  he  be  chosen  lAureate  Y  He  ia  away  ;  and  it  is  charac- 
teristic of  a  truly  great  poet  te  bo  ''  absent/'  And  the  Editor,  that 
undefeated  story-teller,  tells  one  of  his  best  atones  in  hia  hewt  atyle, 
and  gives  us  a  delightful  picture  of  M  iss  Elstb  N  d  rh  a  h  *  ' '  Ala^ !  i^he 
is  another's!  she  never  can  be  mine!  "—oa  ahe  ii  Somebody  Ftaie's, 
Success  to  your  BeautiM,  Mr.  L^tkt*  or  more  eorreetly,  Mr.  Earlt- 
AKD-L^TBT,  as  jrou  bring  out  your  Christmas  Number  a  good  dx 
weeks  before  Christmas  Day. 

Motto  fob  the  Laboub  Coxmssioir.— *' The  proper  study  of 
mankind is-MAMHl'; .gitiypH  hy  V -li  )i  )V  11^ 

Thx  Few  Emflotxent.— Being  "  Unemployea:" 
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CABBIN'  IT  COUNCIL. 

(br  Nothoikb.) 
Orand  Old  Jarvie,  loptUur : — 

OLvDl    OLud!    OLndl 
As  Tom  Hood  oried«  ajwetrophiainf  London}, 
Norember  roles,  a  rei^  ox  nin^  fog,  moo, 
And  Summer's  son  is  fled,  ana  Antnmn's 

fun  d(me* 
Far  are  the  fields  ILP.'s  haye  tramped  and 
gunned  on! 
Mai  wood  is  far,  and  far  is  fair  Dalmeny, 
And  Harwarden, 
like  a  garden 
(To  Cauous-mustered  crowds)  glowing  and 
greeny 

In  soft  September, 
Is  distant  now,  and  dull;  for  'tis  November, 

Ajid  we  are  in  a  Fog  1 
Cabbin'    it,   CounoU?     Ah!    each    ab$ent 

Member 
May  be  esteemed  a  vastly  lucky  dog  I 
The  streets  are  up~of  course  1    No  Irish  bog 
Is  darker^  deeper,  dirtier  than  that  hole 
Sp-vc-b  is  stsring  into.    On  my  soul, 
M-BL-T,  we  want  that  light  you  're  seeking, 

swarminff 
Up  that  lanklamp-post  ina  sfyle  alarming  I 
Take  care,  my  Jomr,  you  don^t  come  down  a 

whopper! 
And  you,  young  B-8-b-bt,  if  you  come  a 

cropper 
Oyer  that  dark,  dim  pile,  where  shall  tM  be  P 

Pest!    I  can  hardly  see 
An  inch  before  my  nose— not  to  say  clearly. 
Hold  him  up,   B-bc-bt!     He  was  down 

then,  nearly. 
Our  crook-knee^d"  crock.''  Seems  going  very 

queerly. 
Although  so  short  a  time  out  of  the  stable. 
Quiet  mm,  Willuk,  quiet  Mm!— if  you're 

,  able. 
This  is  no  si)ot  for  him  to  f alL    I  dread 
The  need— just   here— of   ''sitting  on  his 
head." 

Cutting  the  traces 
WiU  leave  us  dead-Iock'd,  A«r0  of  all  bad 

places! 
Oh,  do  keep  quiet,   K-mb-bl-t!     You're 

twitching 
My  cape  again!    Mind,A8Q-TH!    Ton 'U  be 

pitdiing 
0?er  that  barrier,  if  you  are  not  steady. 
Fanc^  us  i^etting  in  &is  fix— already !, 
Gabbin'  it  in  a  fog  is  awkward  work. 
Specially  for  the  driver,  who  can't  shirk. 
When  once  his  "  fare"  is  taken. 
I  feel  shaken. 
I.'d  rather  drive  the  chariot  of  the  Sun 

(That's  dangerous,  but  rare  fun!) 
Like  Fhaethon, 
Than  play  the  Jehu  in  a  fog  so  woful 
To  this  confoundea  "  Shofnl"  I 


LADY  GAY'S  GHOST. 

Mount  Street^  Berkeley  Square, 
Dbab  Mb.  Puvch, 

MoBV  than  a  fortnight  ago  I  fled 
from  the  London  fog,  with  the  result  that  it 
got  thicker  than  ever  about  me  in  the  minds 
of  Ypua  readers  and  yourself !  I  determined 
during  my  absence  to  do  what  many  people 
in  the  world  of  Art  and  Lettere  have  done 
before  me^  employ  a  *' Ghost  "—(my  iiret 
dealings  with  the  supernatural,  and  probably 
my  lak!).  I  wired  to  one  oi  the  leading 
^fting  Journals  for  their  most  reliable 
Uaoing  Ghost— he  was  bu^  watching  Nun- 
Monie— (who  is  only  the  Ghost  of  what  he 
was!)— and  the  Bogie  understudy  sent  to  me 
was  a  Parliamentary  Reporter  I— (hence  the 
stated  sty le  of  the  letter  signed  *' PoxFBBSOV." 
Heavens!  what  a  name  I)— I  had  flve  minutes 


REAL   PRESENCE   OF    MIND. 

POLICBMAN  X  24^  DBUKK  Aim  ALMOST  IKOAPABUB.  18  JUST  ABLE  TO  BLOW  HIS  WsUTLB 

V0&  Help! 


to  explain  the  situation  to  him  before  catohing 
the  train  de  luxe — (Lord  Abthtjb  had  gone 
on  with  the  luicgsge}— and  I  don't  think  he 
had  the  ghostliest  idea  of  what  I  wanted! 
—the  one  point  he  grasped,  was,  that  he  was 
to  use  anonymous  names— which  he  did  with 
a  vengeance !— Mv  horror  on  reading  his  letter 
was  such  that  I  dropped  all  the  money  I  had 
in  my  hand  on  the  '*red"  instead  of  the 
'' black  "-and  it  won !— (I  think  I  shall  bring 
out  a  system  based  on  **  fright") 

Of  course  all  my  friends  thought  Lord 
Abthub  and  I  had  quarrelled,  and  I  was 
'*  off  "  with  someone  else  !—l?hat  a  fog  I  This 


idea  being  confirmed  by  the  foUowing  week's 
letter,  which  was  the  well-meant  but  mis- 
directed  effort  of  my  friend  Lady  Habbibit 
Ebtoucas,  to  whom  I  wired  to  "  do  some- 
thing for  me"— (she  pretty  nearlv  did  iot  me 
altogether !)— there  was  nothing  tor  it  but  to 
come  home— where  I  am — Lord  Abthub 
wanted  to  writo  you  this  week^  but  I  thought 
one  explanation  at  a  time  qmte  enough— so 
his  shall  follow— **  if  you  want  a  thing  done, 
do  it  yourself  i  "—so  in  future  I  will  either  be 
my  own  Ghost  or  have  nothing  to  do  with 
them  1     Tours  appaiitionally, 

Ladt  Gat. 
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ALL 


ROUND  THE    FAIR. 

No.n. 

Insidb  the  "Qvxxk's  QtjlSTD  CoLUBcnoK  OP  MoTDTo  "Waxwobks 

AHD  LlOFS,  AND  MUSEUX  DSPAHTXENT  OP  FOBBIOK  WOKDEBS 
iJfD  NOYELTIBS." 

The  majonty  of  the  Public  is  diU  ouUide,  listening  open-mouthed  to 
a  comic  aiaiogue  between  the  Showman  and  a  tuvenile  and 
irreverent  Nigger.  Those  who  have  come  in  find  that,  with  the 
exception  of  some  particularly  tame-looking  murderert^  heads  in 
glazed  pigeon-holes,  a  few  limp  esjSfigies  stuck  up  on  rickety 
ledges,  and  an  elderly  Cart-horse  in  low  spirits,  there  is  little  to 
see  <U  present. 
Melia  {to  Job,  as  they  inspect  the  Cart-hor$e).  This  'ere  can't  neyer 
be  the  live  'one  with  nVe  legs,  as  they  said  was  to  be  seen  inside ! 

Joe.  Theer  ain't  no  other  'orse  in  'ere,  and  why  shouldn't  it  be 
'im,ifthat'8aUP 

MeUa.  Well,  I  don't  make  out  no  more  'n/our  legs  to 'on,  nohow, 
myself. 

Joe.  Don't  ye  be  in  seoh  a  'urry,  now— the  Show  ain't  begun  yet  I 
[The  barrel-organ  outside  blares  ^^  God  Save  the  Queen,'*  and  more 
Spectators  come  stumping   down  the 
wooden  stepatfoUowed  by  the  Showman. 
Showman.  1  shell  commence  this  Exhi- 
bition by  inTiting  your  inroection  of*  the 
wonderful  liye  'orse  with  nye  legs.    (To 
the  depressed  Cart-horse.)  'Old  up  I    {The 
poor  beast  Ufts  his  off-fore-leg  with  obvious 
reluctance,  and  disdoees  a  very  small  super- 
numerary hoof  concealed  behind  the  fet- 
lock.)    Examine  it  I  for   vourselyes— two 
distinct  ^ooh  with  slioes  ana  nails  complete 
—ft  great  novelty  I 

Melia.  I  don't  call  that  nothen  of  a  leg, 
J  don't— it  ain't  ^ardly  a  mf,  even! 

Joe  \with  phlegm).  'Ihat  's  wheer  th'  old 
'orse  gits  the  larf  on  ye,  that  is  I 

Showman.  "We  will  now  pass  on  to  the 
Eihibition.  *Ere  {indicnimg  a  pair  ^  of 
lop'Aidtd  Orieninh  %n  nondescript  attire) 
we  'aye  two  life-sized  models  of  the 
Japanese  -villagers  who  caused  so  much 
sensation  in  London  on  account  o'  their 
peculiar  features— you  will  easily  recker- 
nise  the  female  by  her  bein'  the  ugliest  one 
o'  the  two.  {Comptusionate  titters  from 
the  Spectators.)  I  will  now  call  your 
attention  to  a  eplendid  group,  taken  from 
English  'Istry,  and  set  in  motion  by 
powerful  machinery,  repperesentin'  the 
Parting  Interview  of  Ohaslbs  the  Fibst 
with  his  family.  {JRoUs  up  a  fainted 
canvtu  curtain,  and  reveals  the  Monarch 

seated,  with  the  Duke  of  Glovoestbr  on  „  y. .  «„«;fo  ^^^^  i »» 

Awifcni^wimmmforfftyOLiTERCROicWELL,.  ^^  equoitetn^w! 

and  as  many  Courtiers,  Guards,  and  Maids  of  Honour  as  can  be 
accommodated  in  the  limited  space,)  I  will  wind  up  the  machinery 
and  the  unfortunate  King  will  be  seen  in  the  act  of  bidding  his  f  am'ly 
ajew  for  ever  in  this  world. 

[Chables  begins  to  click  solemnly  and  move  his  head  by  progressive 
jerks  to  the  right,  while  the  Little  Duke  moves  his  simultaneously 
to  the  left,  and  a  Courtier  in  the  background  is  so  affected  by  the 
scene  that  he  points  with  respectful  sympathy  at  nothing ;  the 
Spectators  do  not  commit  themselves  to  any  comments. 
Showman  (concluding  a  quotation  from  Makkham).  '*  And  the 
little  Dock,  with  the  tears  a-standin'  in  'is  heyes,  replies,  *  I  will  be 
tore  in  pieces  fust  I '  Other  side,  please  I  Ko,  Mum,  the  lady  in 
moumin^  ain't  the  beautiful  but  ill-fated  Mabt,  Queen  o'  Scots— it 's 
Mrs.  Matbhick,  now  in  confinement  for  i>oisonin'  her  'usban',  and  the 
figger  close  to  her  is  the  Mahoi,  or  False  Prophet.  In  the  next  case 
we  'aye  a  subject  selected  from  Ancient  Roman  'Istry,  bein'  the  story 
oi  Ain>BOCLES,  the  Roman  Slave,  as  he  appeared  when,  escaping  from 
his  crule  owners,  he  entered  a  cave  and  found  a  lion  which  persented 
'im  with  'is  bleedin'  paw.  After  some  'esitation^  Aitdboglbs  examined 
the  paw,  as  repperesented  before  you.  ( Winds  the  machinery  upt 
whereupon  the  lion  opens  his  lower  iaw  and  emits  a  mild  hUat,  whue 
Andbogles  turns  his  head  from  side  to  side  in  bland  surprise.)  This 
lion  is  the  largest  f orestbred  and  blackmaned  specimen  ever  imported 
into  this  country— the  other  lion  standing  beyind  (disparagingly),  has 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  tableau,  'aving  been  shot  recently 
in  Africa  by  Mr.  Stavlet,  the  two  figgers  at  the'side  repperesent  the 
Boy  Murderers  who  killed  their  own  father  at  Crewe  with  a  'atchet 
and  other  'orrible  barbarities.  I  shall  oonolude  the  Collection  by 
showing  you  the  magnificent  group  repperesentin'  Her  Gracious 


Majisty  the  Qxtesv.  as  she  appeared  in  'er  'appier  and  younger  dayL 
surrounded  by  the  late  Mr.  SpyBQEOK,  the  'Eroes  of  tfaa  Soudan,  and 
other  Members  of  the  Boyal  Fam'ly. 

Ikside  the  Cibcus. 

After  some  tight-rope,  / 
given  in  the  very  I 
Learned  Pony. 


fling,  and  boneiess  performances  have  been 
ted  arena,  the  Clown  has  introduced  the 


down.  Now,  little  Pony,  go  round  the  Company  and  pick  me  oni 
the  little  boy  as  robs  the  Farmer's  orchard. 

[The  Pony  trots  round,  and  thrusts  his  nose  confldenHy  tnto  a  Small 
Boy's/ace.  ,       , 

SmaU  Soy  (indignantly).  Te  're  a  Uar,  Pownev ;  so  theer : 

Clown.  Kow,  see  if  you  can  find  me  the  little  gal  as  steala  her 
mother's  jam  and  sugar.  Look  sharp  now,  don't  stand  there  playu 
with yer bit!  .  .   ,     . 

A  LUUe  Oirl  (penitently,  as  the  Accusing  Quadruped  kalts  m 
front  of  her).    Oh,  please.  Pony,  I  won't  never  do  it  no  more  * 

Clown,  Now  go  round  and  pick  me  out  the  Younff  Man  as  is  fond 
o'  kissin'  the  girls  and  married  ladies  when  their  ^usbaads  is  oat 
o'  the  way.  (The  Pony  stops  before  an  Infant  in  Arms.)  'Bre, 
think  what  yer  doin'  now.    You  don't  mean  Hm,  ^do  your^  (2^ 


Pony  shakes  his  head.) 


Is  it  the  Young  Man  standin'  just  beyind 
as  is  fond  o' kissin' the  girls?  {The  Pony 
nods.)    Ah,  I  thought  so  1 

The  Rustic  Lothario  (with  a  broad  grm), 
It'squoitetri-ewl 

Clown.  Now  I  want  you,  little  Pony,  to 
go  round  and  teU  me  who 's  the  binesi 
rogue  in  the  company.  (Beassuringfy^  as 
the  Pony  goes  round,  and  a  certain  uneasi- 
ness is  perceptible  among  some  of  the  soee- 
tators).  1  'ope  no  Gentleman  'ere  will  be 
T^  offended  by  bein'  sin|[led  out,  for  no 
ir^    offence  is  intended,— it  is  merely  a  'azm- 

_— =^  less (Finds  the  Pony  at  his  elbaw.) 

""  Why,  you  rascal  I  do  you  mean  to  say  I*m 
the  biggest  rogue 'ere  P  (The  Pony  nods.) 
You've  been  round,  and  can't  find  a 
bigger  ro^ue  than  me  in  all  this  company  ? 
(Emphatte  shake  of  the  head  from  Pon^; 
secret  relitf  of  inner  eirde  of  Spectators.) 
You  and  me  *VL  settle  this  laterl 

First  Spectator  (as  audience  disperees)^ 
That  wur  a  clever  Pony,  sarfnly  1 

Second  Spect.  Ah,  he  wur  that  (H^fUc- 
tively.)  I  dunno  as  I  shud  keer  partiokkr 
'bout  'avin  of  'im,  though  1 

In  the  Hoke  of  MTBtBRX. 

A  small  canvas  booth  with  a  raised  plsit- 

form,  on  which  a  Young  Wotnsm  in 

short  skirts  has  Just  pet/ormed  a  few 

elementary  eot^unng  tneks  before  mn 

.  audience  of  gaping  Itusiics. 

The  Showman.  The  Second  Part  of  our 
Entertainment  will  consist  of  the  perform- 
ances of  a  Real  live  Zulu  from  the  Westminster  Royal  Aquarium. 
Mr.  Fabiki,  in  the  course  of  'is  travels,  discovered  both  men  and 
women— and  this  is  one  of  them.  (Sere  a  tall  Zulu,  eimpfy 
attired  in  a  leopard* s-skin  apron,  a  bead  necklace,  and  an  old  husb^^ 
creeps  through  the  hangings  at  the  back.)  He  will  give  you  a  speet- 
men  of  the  strange  and  remarkable  dances  in  his  counUy,  showin' 
you  the  funny  way  in  which  they  git  married— for  they  don't  git 
married  over  there  the  same  as  we  do  'ere — cert'n'ly  not/  (T%€ 
Spectatorsform  a  dose  ring  round  the  Zulu.)  Give  him  a  little  more 
room^  or  else  you  won't  notice  the  funny  way  he  moves  his  legs  while 
dancm'. 

IThe  ring  widens  a  very  little,  and  contracts  ogam,  whUe  the 
Zulu  performs  a  perfunctory  prance  to  the  monotonous  jingie 
of  his  brass  anklets. 
Melia  (critically).  Well,  that's  the  silliest  sort  of  a  weddin' as  iw 
Jseel 
Joe.  He  do  seem  to  be  'avin'  it  a  good  deal  to  'isself ,  don't  'e  ? 
Showman.    He  will  now  oonolude  'is  entertainment  by  noma 
round,  and  those  who  would  Hke  to  shake  'ands  with  'imare  weiooiiM 
to  do  so,  while  at  the  same  time,  those  among  you  who  would  lika  to 
give  'im  a  extry  oopper  for  'isself  you  will  'ave  an  opportunity  ol 
noticin'  the  funny  way  in  which  he  takes  it. 

Spectators  (as  the  Zulu  begins  to  slink  round  the  tent,  extending  « 
huge  and  tawny  paw)*  'Ere,  come  am  I 

[The  booth  is  preeipUatdy  cUar^ 


*'  WRiTM  Letter  Days^  should  be  the  companion^TofbuiieLto 
Letter  Days,  published  by  Benxlet.    ed  by  x^n  kJ  VJWVk, 


Red 
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COHVZBSATIOVAL  lEIVTS  FOB   TOTJH 0  8HOOTEE8. 

Thb  SMOKnre-Roox. 

The  sabjeot  of  the  Smokinff-ioom  would  seem  to  be  intiinatelyBiid 
neeeflearily  connected  with  the  labjeot  of  smoke,  which  was  dealt 
with  in  our  last  Chapter.  ▲  rwy  good  friend  of  mine,  Captain 
Shabbacx  of  the  55th  (Queen  Eliza^bsth^b  Own)  Hussars,  was  ffood 
enough  to  f  ayour  me  with  his  Tiews  the  other  day.  I  met  the  gallant 
officer,  who  is,  as  all  the  world  knows,  one  of  the  safest  and  best 
ahots  of  the  day,  in  Pall  MalL  He  had  just  stepped  out  of  his  Club 
— the  luxurious  and  splendid  Tatterdemalion,  or|  as  it  is  familiarly 
oalled,  '*the  Tat"^where|  to  use  his  own  graphic  language,  he  had 
been  **  killing  the  worm  with  a  nip  of  Scotch." 

'*  Early  £)otch  wood- 
oock,  I  suppose/'  says  I, 
sportiyely  aUuding  to  the 
prorerb. 

**  Scotch  woodcock  be 
blowed,"  says  the  Captain, 
who,' it  must  be  confessed, 
does  not  include  an  appre- 
oiation  of  delicate  humour 
amongst  his  numerous 
merits  ;  *'  Scotch,  real 
Scotch,  a  noggin  of  it,  my 
boy,  with  soda  in  a  lonj^ 
glass ;  ^lu^,  glug,  down  it 
goes,  hissin'  oyer  the  hot 
cojypers.  You  know  the 
tnck,  my  son,  it 's  no  use 
pretendin'  you  don't" — 
and  thereupon  the  high- 
spirited  warrior  dug  me 
good-humouredly  in  the 
ribs,  and  winked  at  me 
with  an  eye  which,  if  the 
truth  must!  be  told,  was 
bloodshot  to  the  yery  yerge 
of  ferocity. 

•'Talkm'of  woodcock," 
he  continued  —  we  were 
now  walking  along  Pall 
Mall  together—'*  they  teU 
me  you  're  writin'  some  ^as 
or  other  about  shootin'. 
Well,  if  ^ou  want  a  tip 
from  me,  just  you  let  into 
the  smokin'  room  shots  a 
bit;  you  know  the  sort  I 
mean,  fellows  who  are 
reg'lfl^  deyils  at  killin' 
birds  when  they  hayen't 
got  a  gun  in  their  handw. 
Why,  there's  that  little 
son  of  a  corn-crake.  Flic- 
KEBS— when  once  he  gets 
talkin'  in  a  smnkin*  rr^vm 
nothing  can  boUi  him. 
He'd  talk  the  hlud  kf?  off 
a  donkey.  I  know  he  jolly 
nearly  laid  me  out  the  last 
time  I  met  hioi  with  all 

hiitalk No,  you  don't," 

continued  the  ( uptain. 
imsgining,  perh&pn.  iliat  I 
was^oin^  to  rally  him  on 
Ids  implied  connection  of 
himself  with  the  three- 
legged    animal    he    had 

mentioned,  "  no  you  don't  — 

—it  wouldn't  be  f nnny j  and  besides,  I  'm  not  donkey  enough  to 
stand  much  of  that  ass  Flickibs.  So  just  you  pitch  into  him,  and 
the  rest  of  'em,  my  bonny  boy,  next  time  you  put  pen  to  paper.''  At 
this  moment  my  cheerful  fnend  obseryed  a  nanscm  that  took  his 
fancy.  **  Gad ! "  he  said,  **  I  neyer  can  resist  one  of  those  india- 
rubber  tires.  Tsj  ta,  old  cock— keep  your  pecker  up.  Neyer  forget 
your  goLodiM  when  it  rains,  and  always  wear  flannel  next  your 
•kin«''aiid,  with  that,  he  sprang  into  his  hansom«  ordered  the  cab- 
man to  driye  him  round  the  town  as  long  as  a  florin  would  last,  and 
was  gone. 

Had  the  Cantain  only  stayed  with  me  a  little  lon^,  I  should 
haye  thanked  nim  tat  his  hint,  which  set  me  thinking.  I  know 
Flickbbs  welL  Many  a  time  haye  I  heard  that  notorious  ro- 
mancer holding  forth  on  his  achieyements  in  sport,  and  loye,  and 
society.  I  haye  caught  him  tripping,  eonyicted  him  of  imagina- 
tion on  a  toore  of  occasions ;  doseoa  of  his  acquaintances  must 


C-^ 


THAT   IT 


haye  found  him  out  oyer  and  oyer  again ;  but  the  fellow  sails  on, 
unconscious  of  a  reyerse,  with  a  sort  of  smilinff  persistence,  down 
the  stream  of  modifled  untruthfulness,  of  which  nobody  ought  to 
know  better  Aan  Flickshs  the  rainds,  and  shallows,  and  rocks  on 
which  the  mariner's  bark  is  apt  to  go  to  wreck.  What  is  there  in 
tiie  pursuit  of  sport,  I  aak  myself,  that  brings  on  this  strange  ten- 
dencjr  to  exaggeration?  How  few  escape  it.  The  excellent,  the 
prosaic  Dubsok,  that  broad-shouldered,  whiskered,  and  eminently 
snub-nosed  Nimrod,  he  too,  giyes  way  oocasionally.  Flickkbs's, 
I  own,  is  an  extreme  case.  He  has  indulged  himself  in  flbs  to  such 
an  extent,  that  fibs  are  now  as  necessary  to  him  as  drams  to  the 
drunkard.  But  DxTBSOir  the  respectable^  Dubsok  the  dull,  Dubsov 
the  unromantic— why  does  the  gadfly  sting  him  too,  and  impel  him 

now  and  ^en  to  wonderful 
antics.  For  was  it  not 
Dubsok  who  told  me,  only 
a  week  ago,  that  he  had 
shot  three  partridges  stone 
dead  with  one  shot,  and  in 
measuring  the  mstance, 
had  found  lit  to  be  100 
yards  less  two  inches? 
Candidly, ,  I  do  not  be- 
Ueye  him;  but  naturally 
enough  I  was  not  going  to 
be  outdone,  and  I  promptly 
returned  on  him  with  my 
well-known  anecdote  about 
the  shot  which  ricocheted 
from  a  driyen  bird  in  front 
of  me  and  pierced  my 
host's  youngest  brother— a 
plump,  short-coated  Eton 
boy,  who  was  for  some 
reason  standing  with  his 
back  to  me  ten  yards  in 
my  rear— in 'a  part  of  his 
person  sacred  as  a  rule 
p  lag  0  90  OrhiUo.  The 
shrieks  of  the  stricken 
youlii,  I  told  Dubsok,  still 
sounded  horribly  in  my 
ears.  It  took  the  country 
doctor  an  hour  to  extract 
the  pellets— an  operation 
which  the  boy  endured 
with  great  fortitude, 
merely  obsenring  that  he 
hoped  his  rowing  would 
not  be  spoiled  for  good,  as 
he  should  bar  awfully 
haying  to  turn  himself 
into  a  dry-bob.  This 
story,  with  all  its  harrow- 
ing details,  did  I  duly 
hammer  into  the  opan- 
mouthed  Dubsok,  who 
merely  remarked  that  *'it 
was  a  rum  go,\but  you  can 
neyer  tell  where  a  ricochet 
will  go,"  and  was  begin- 
ning XLjjoa  me  with  a  brand- 
new  rteochet  anecdote  of 
his  own.  when  I  hurriedly 
departed. 

Wherefore,  my  gay 
young  shooters,  yon  who 
week  by  week  suck  wis- 
dom and  oonyersational 
ability  from  these  columns, 
it  is'  borne  in  upon  me  that  for  ]f our  benefit  I  must  treat  of  the 
Smoking-room  in  its  connection  with  shooting-parties.  Thus,  per- 
hapsi  you  may  learn  not  so  much  what  you  ouf  ht  to  say^  as  what 
you  ought  not  to  say,  andyour  discretaon  shall  be  the  admiration  of 
ajwhole  country-side.  **The  Smokinff-room :  with  which  is  incor- 
porated *  Anecdotes.' "  What  a  rollicking,  cheerful,  after-dinner 
sound  there  is  about  it.  Shajiracc  miffht  say  it  was  like  the  title 
of  a  cheap  weekly,  which  as  a  matter  of  fact,  it  does  resemble.  But 
what  of  that?    Next  week  we  will  begin  upon  it  in  good  earnest 

On  the  Boxing  Kan^roo. 
Fbom  Smith  and  Mitorkll  (o  a  K^garoo  1 1 1 
The '* noble  art "w  going  np I    Whilloo! 
Stay,  though  I    Since  pugilist-man  teems  coward-down, 
Perhaps  'tu  the  Marsupial  coming  down  1  ri  ii  j\j  i  ^ 


SHOULD   COME   TO   THIS! 


''Sbooks-Culss,  SibT"     Captain.  **I  KmyAH  tkltkl  Sbcokd-Class  t 
Boy.  "This  way  Thi&d,  SirI" 
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FELINE   AMENITIES. 

"  I  'tk  bbouoht  Toxr  son  Laci  fok  toub  Stall  at  mi  Bazaab,  Lizzix.     I  'm  afraid  it  'a  kot  quitb  Old  kkouoh  to  bs 

MMALtr  YALUABLX.      I  HAD  IT  WHEN  I  WAS  A  UTTLB  OlRL." 

"  Oh,  that  'a  Old  knouoh  fob  ahyihiso,  dbasxst  I    How  lovblt  t    Thanks  so  vmrt  muob  t " 


"  LE  GRAND  PRANQAIS." 

["  With  all  his  faults,  M.  db  Lissbfs  is  perhaps 
the  most  remarkable  >we  may  eren  say  trie  most 
illustrious — of  living  Frenchmen." — TA#  Jtm«f.] 

Jacqitis  BoKHomcK  loquitur:-- 

Someone  should  suffer — ^jes,  of  oourse — 
For  the  depletion  of  my  stockixig ; 

But  Le  Orand  Frangais  t    Bah  I    Kemnrse 
Mores  me  to  tears.    It  seems  too  shookinsp. 

Get  back  my  money  f    Pob  de  chance  ! 

And  then  he  is  the  pride  of  Franoe  I 

I  raged,  I  know,  four  years  ago, 
Affainst  those  Panama  projeotors. 

The  law  seemed  slaok,  inquiry  slow ; 
How  I  denounced  them,  the  Dnreotora, 

Including  Atm-— in  some  yague  fashion ; 

But  then— BoHHOMMB  was  in  a  passion  I 

And  now  to  see  the  gendamit^s  hand— 
Half  shrinkingly— upon  Am  shoulder, 

Our  Orand  Drangaii—do  <dd,  to  grand ! 
Majhif  it  palsies  tlie  beholder. 

And  will  it  lessen  my  large  loss 

To  fix  a  stain  on  the  Grand  Cross? 

Too  sanguine?    Too  seductiye  ?    TesI 
But  was  it  not  such  hopeful  charming 

That  led  him  to  his  old  success  ? 
The  thought  is  softening,  and  disarming ; 

O'er  Suez  and  the  Bod  Sea  glance, 

And  see  what  he  has  done  for  Franoe  I 

Peate  on  this  Panama  affair  I 

Egyptian  sands  sucked  not  oar  sayings 
As  did  tiiose  swampa.    Still  I  can't  beu* 

To  see  htm  suffer.    'Midst  my  crayings 
For  la  revanche,  I  'd  fain  not  touch 
Our  Greatest  Frenchman— 'lis  too  much  I 


SHOET  AND  SWEET. 

["The  Young  Ladies  of  Nottingham  have  forme  J 
a  Short-skirt  I^gue." — Dail^  vri^hie.] 

Yb  pretty  girls  of  England, 

So  famous  for  your  looks. 
Whose  sense  has  brayed  a  thousand  fads 

Of  foolish  fashion-books, 
Your  glorious  standard  launch  again 

To  match  another  foe. 
And  refrain 
From  the  train 

While  the  stormy  tempests  blow. 
While  the  sodden  streets  are  thick  with  mud, 

And  the  stormy  tempests  blow  I 

See  how  the  girls  of  Nottingham 

Inaugurate  a  League 
For  skirts  fiye  inches  from  the  ground ; 

They'll  walk  without  fatigue, 
No  longer  plagued  with  trains  to  lift 

Aboye  the  slush  or  snow ; 

They  'U  not  sweep 
Mud  that's  deep 

While  the  stormy  tempests  blow ; 
Long  dresses  do  the  Test's  work, 

Wnile  stormy  tempests  blow. 

0  pretty  girls  of  Nottingham, 

If  you  could  saye  us  men 
From  our  frightful  clothing. 

How  we  should  loye  you  then  I 
We  'd  shorten  tumed-up  trouser, 

And  widenpointed  toe, 
Leaye  off  that 
YUe  silk  hat. 

When  the  stormy  tempests  blow-- 
Wretched  hat  that  stands  not  wind  or  rain 

When  the  stonny  ||mpests  blow. 


We  're  fools.    Yet,  girls  of  England, 

We  might  inquire  of  you, 
Why  wear  thoee  capes  and  sleeyes  that  seem 

Quite  wide  enough  for  two? 
And  why  reyiye  the  chtgnons— 

Huge  lumps  pinned  on  ?    You  know 
You  would  cry 
Should  they  fly 

Where  the  stormy  tempests  blow ; 
For  they  catch  the  wind  just  Uke  b&lloonfl. 

Where  the  stormy  tempests  blow. 


Faults  o'  Both  Sides.— Ardent  Kadicali 
grumbled  at  the  Goyemment  for  not  holding 
an  Autumn  Session.  That  was  a  fault  <3 
omission.  Now  touchy  Tories  are  angry  with 
it  for  showing  too  strong  a  tendency  to  what 
Mr.  Gladstghx  once  sarcastically  called  *'a 
policy  of  examination  and  inquiry  " — into  the 
oase  of  Eyioted  Tenants,  Poor-Law  Relief, 
&c.  This  is  a  fault  of  (»oyal)  Ccmmiaaion. 
Luckless  Goyemment  I  The  yerdict  upon  it 
seems  to  be  that  it 

"  Does  nothing  in  particular. 
And  does  it  rnj-4lL" 


NoncE.— The  Twin  Fountains  of  Trafalgar 
Square  regret  to  inform  the  British  Public 
that,  although  they  haye  performed  sratui- 
tously  and  continuously  for  a  number  of  years, 
they  are  compelled  to  retire  from  business,  as 
they  cannot  compete  with  the  State-aided 
spouting  which  takes  place  in  their  Square. 


A  Great  "Tbsat. 
at  Election  time. 
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GALLANTRY   REWARDED. 

Lady  {having  had  a  fall  at  a  Brook,  and  corns  out  thi  wrong  Bide^—to  Stranger,  who  has  caught  her  Horn).  "  Oh,  I  'm  ao  ktch  obliosd  to 

TOU  1  Now,  DO   TOU  MIND  JUBT  B&INOINO  HIM  OVBR  T " 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Books  from  the  pabliBhuup  house  of  Fxbhxh  Uhwdt  sjre  always 
goodly  to  look  upon,  the  pablic  haTing  to  thank  him  for  something 
new  in  fonn,  binotng,  andooloar:  in  other  series  than  the  Pseudonym 
Library.  In  a  new  edition  of  The  Sinner* $  Comedy^  jubt  issued  at 
the  modest  piioe  of  Eighteenpenoe,  he  has  solyed  a  problem  that  has 
long  baffled  the  publiiher.  and  bothered  the  public.  Few  like  the 
appearanoe  of  a  book  with  the  pages  maohine-out ;  fewer  still  ean 
spare  the  time  to  cut  a  book.  Mr.  Fishsb  Umrnr  oompromises  by 
presenting  this  dainty  little  yolume  with  the  top  pages  ready  cut, 
the  reader  haying  nothins:  to  do  but  to  slice  the  side-pages,  a  labour 
which  no  book-loyer  would  grudge,  seeing  that  it  leaves  the  yolume 
with  the  uncut  appearance  dear  to  his  heart.  The  story,  told 
in  146  pages,  is,  my  Baronite  savs,  worthy  the  distinction  of  its 
appearance.  The  characters  are  clearly  drawn,  the  plot  is  interest- 
ing^ the  oonyersation  crisp,  and  tbe  style  throughout  pleasantly 
cymcaL  The  author,  John  OuyxB  Hobbbs,  has  a  pretty  turn  of 
aphorism.  *'  A  man*s  way  of  loyins:  is  so  different  from  a  woman's  " ; 
and  again,  "  Genius  is  so  rare,  and  ambition  is  so  common."  Here 
be  truths,  old  enough  ^haps,  but  deyerly  re-set. 

Some  jleople  complain  that  politics  are  dulL  They  should  read 
the  parhamentary  and  extra-parliamentary  utterances  of  the  Member 
for  Wrottenborough.  They  appear  weddy  in  that  rising  young 
paper,  the  Sunday  Times,  and  an  extremely  readable  selection  A 
them  has  lately  been  published  "in  book  form,"  for  the  enliyening 
of  the  Recess.  Adapting  the  Laureate's  lines,  the  Baron  would  say, — 
**  Th«r  who  would  rote  for  an  If  .P.  whooe  Mnie  with  humour  ehiinei, 

WiU  read  the  Member  for  Wrottenborough,  aU  in  the  Sunday  Timss  — 

A  paoer  our  nree  paid  SeTenoence  for,  along  of  ita  grit  and  go, 
Serenty  yean  ago,  my  Public,  lerenty  yean  ago !  " 

For  whimsical  audad^,  and  quaint  unexpectedness.  Mr.  Paik,  in 
his  latest  book,  Playthmgs  and  Parodies,  would  be  hard  to  beat. 
Li  this  there  is  a  rood  back-ground  of  shrewd  obseryation.  He  does 
not  propose  to  msJLe  your  flesh  creep,  or  your  eyes  run  torrents.  He 
sim^y  suoceeds  in  making  you  laugL  In  '*The  Procenional 
Lasunct,"  Mr.  Pinr  informs  us  that  he  has  disooyered  that  our  priyate 
life  is  droular,  and  our  public  life  is  rectilineaL  Shaxspeaxb,  who, 
being  for  all  time,  and  not  merely  for  an  age,  recommends  this 
anthor  to  the  general  public  when  be  sayi  that  eyerybody  "  should 
be  so  oonyersant  with  Pinr." 


The  Memories  of  Dean  Hole  is  rather  a  misleading  title ;  "  but," 
says  the  Barom  "  I  suppose  the  term  '  Reminiscences '  is  played  out. 
The  word  *  Memories '  seems  to  suggest  that  someone,  whether 
Dean  Holb,  or  Dean  Cobnxr,  or  any  other  Dean,  had  more  than  one 
memory,  as  indeed  those  persons  ajipear  to  possess  who  mention  their 
'  good  memoir  for  names,'  and  their  *  bad  memory  for  dates,'  and  vice 
versd,  Soit ! "  quoth  the  Baron,  in  excellent  French^  '*  you  may  take 
it  from  me  (if  1 41  part  with  it)  that  the  Hole  book  is  by  no  means  a 
half-and-half  sort  of  book«  but  is  yastl]r  entertaining."  The  stories 
of  '*  The  Cloth  "  form  the  most  entertaining  part  of  the  work.  The 
Baron  widies  success  to  tiiis  work  of  the  Dean  in  Holey  Orders,  and 
suggests  that  the  yolume  should  be  re-entitled  Oathered  Leaves  from 
Dean  Holers  Hose  Garden,  a  better  title  than  **  Reminiscences.^' 

Mauon  C£AWT0BD*8  Don  Orsino  (published  by  Macmillak  ft 
Co.)  would  be  worth  reading  were  it  only  for  the  colour  of  its  word- 
painting,  and  for  its  high-comedy  dialogue.  Yet  is  Mr.  Craw- 
FOED  rather  giyen  to  pause  in  his  stoir,  for  the  sake  of  moralising 
an  the  tendencies  ox  the  age;  and  the  reader,  patient  though  he 
may  be,  when  he  has  become  interested  in  the  personages  of  the 
noyel,  does  not  care  to  be  button-holed  by  a  dimssion.  Mabion 
Crawfobd's  recipe  for  commencing  an  amorous  duologue  (early  in 
Vol.  III.),  whic^  is  to  lead  up  to  a  declaration  of  loye,  is  delidously 
ingenious.  It  begins  with  the  gentleman  taking  a  seat,  and  his  first 
remark  is  upon  Uie  chair.  Mr.  Csawfobd  eyidently  remembers  the 
dd  storyof  how  the  tenor  who  knew  but  one  song,  ^*  Inmy  Cottage 
near  a  Wood,**  used  to  introduce  it  into  any  scene  of  any  Opera  by 
the  simple  process  of  making  his  entrance  alone  and  finding  aohair  on 
thestage.  *'AhaI"  quoth  he.  "What'sthisP  A  chair  F  and  made 
of  wood  I  Ah  I  that  word  I  how  it  reminds  me  of  my  'umble  home, 
*  my  cottage  near  a  wood.' "  Cue  for  band ;  chord ;  song.  In  this 
instance,  ue  loye-soene,  admirably  led  up  to  on  the  aboye  plan,  is 
strikingly  poweriful ;  it  is  the  work  of  a  master-hand.  The  dSnoH' 
ment  is  l>otn  artistically  original  and^  at  the  same  time,  ordinarily 
probuble.  May  all  readers  eiuoy  thu  excellent  noyd  as  much  as 
has  the  sympathetio  Babok  de  Book-Wobxs. 


CtissiCAL  QuisnoK.— If  some  schodboys,  home  for  Christmas 
holidays,  wanted  Sir  Augustus  Drueiolajtub  to  giye  them  a 
Christmas  Box  (not  a  priyate  one  at  the  Pantomime),  what  Andent 
Philosopher  woold  they  mention?  Why— of  course— '*  AEianppui." 
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A   LABOUR   OF   LOVE. 

The  Ficar.  "  And  wib»  toit  at  the  Bill  last  Nioht,  Mbs.  Riicsbotham  ! ' 
Mn.  R  •*  Oh,  tbs  ;  I  was  Shakpooino  Eioht  Touno  Ladies  thbki  I " 


LOCAL  CX)LOUE. 

Mr.  Alfbxd  AiTBiiir,  in  his  new  poem, 
Fartunatui,  the  Peetimiat^  has  hit  upon  a 
new  notion^  to  say  nothing  of  a  noTel  rayne. 
Sings  he : — 

*<  When  the  foal  and  brood-mare  hinnj. 
And  in  erery  cut-down  spinnej 
Ladj's-Smocka  grow  mtmee  tmd  0UMf»r, 
Then  the  Winter  daji  are  orer.** 

This  opens  a  poljohromatio  Tista  to  the 
New  Poetry.     Teohnioal  Art  oomes  to  the 
aid  of  the  elder  Moses.   The  products  of  gas- 
tar  alone  should  greatly  regenerate  a  some- 
thing   time-worn  poetic  phraseology.     As 
thus: — 
When  the  poet,  Mr.  PsinrTLnrx, 
Is  inspired  Dy  heanteoos  Aniline, 
Products  chemical  and  gas-tarry 
Give  the  modem  Muse  new  mastery. 
Mauye  may  chime  with  loye,  and  mauTer 
Form  a  decent  rhyme  to  lo^er ; 
While  (and  if  not,  why  not  P)  maucMi 
Antiphonetic  prores  to  loyest. 
(Verse  erotic  always  sports 
Tricksily  with  longs  and  shorts. 
Verbal  yotaries  of  Venus 
Are  an  arbitrary  genus, 
And  as  arroffant  as  Howslls 
In  their  dealings  with  the  yoweLs. 
Xore,  move,  rove^  linked  in  a  socnet. 
Pass  ifor  rhymes ;  the  best  haye  done  it !) 
Then  again  there  is  Magenta ! 
Rurely  science  neyer  sent  a 
Handier  rhyme  to— well,  polenta, 
Or  (for  CocKney  Muses)  Mentor  I 
The  poetic  sense  auricular 
Gan*t  afford  to  be  particular. 
Rags  of  rhymes,  mere  assonanoes. 
Now  must  serye.    Pegasus  pranoes, 
like  a  Buffalo  Bill  buck-jumper. 
When  you  haye  a  "  regular  s&iinper  ** 
(Such  as  *'  silyer '')  do  not  care  about 
Perfect  rhyming ;  **  there  or  tiiereatoot " 
Is  the  Mnse*s  maxim  now. 
Tou  may  get  (bards  haye,  I  trow) 
Rhyme's  last  minimum  ineduoible. 
From  dye-yat,  retort,  or  crucible. 

Verily  (as  ToucheUme  says),  ''I'll  rhyma 
you  so,  eight  years  together,  dinners  and 
suiipers,  and  sleeping  hours  excepted."  And 
if  it  is  '*the  right  butterwoman's  rate  to 
market,"  or  '*  the  yery  false  gallop  of  yeraes," 
it  is  at  any  rate  good  enouj^  for  a  long-eaved 
public  or  a  postmant  for  the  Laureateship. 


WAE  ON  A  LAKQE  SCALE. 

{An  Acoount  qf  the  Ckm/licl,  from  the  Diary  nf 
an  InKaJtnUnd  qf  Heme  Bay, ) 

iro/u^sy.— Extremely  awkward— the  entire 
British  Fleet  haye  come  ashore ;  and,  as  it 
is  impossible  to  moye  them  on  account  of 
their  enormous  tonnage,  this  will  entail  a  loss 
of£24,000,000L000! 

TueKl^iy.-— Troubles  neyer  come  singly  I 
The  French,  taking  adyantage  of  the  tem- 
porary suspension  of  our  nayal  operations, 
haye  declared  war.  This  means  the  utter 
ruin  of  the  bathing  seasoiL  not  only  at  Heme 
Bay,  but  Southend,  and  the  Isle  ox  Thanet. 

7re</n«s(iby.— As  I  expected  I  The  French 
Fleet  are  coming  up  towards  London.  They 
are  sure  to  pepper  us  as  they  pass.  As  eyery 
gun  carries  seyeral  hundred  miles.  I  do  not 
see  how  books  osn  be  uninterrupteoly  issued 
from  and  returned  to  the  Circulating  Librur. 

Thur$day.—Oui  first  slice  of  luck  I  The 
entire  French  Fleet  during  the  mist  last  night 
came  into  collision  with  the  Nore  Light,  and 
sank  immediately.  I  was  surprised  at  their 
sparing  the  Recnlyers  and  the  local  bathing- 
machines,  but  now  the  mystery  is  explained. 

Friday, ^MaX  learned  that  the  great  gun 


of  Paris,  which  carries  forty-four  thousand 
miles,  is  to  be  tried  for  the  mrst  time  to-mor- 
row. It  would  haye  been  used  earlier,  had  it 
not  been  neoessary  to  raise  a  foreign  loan  to 
supply  funds  to  load  it.  Trust  it  won't  be 
laid  in  our  direction.  This  war  has  already 
caused  the  Insurance  Companies  to  double 
their  charges  I    Too  had  I 

Saturday.— h}l^%  well  that  ends  well. 
Hostilities  are  at  an  end.  This  morning  all 
the  glass  in  the  windows  were  broken  at 
8  o'clock.  Ten  minutes  later  the  Champs 
Elysees  was  deposited  half  a  mile  from  Biroh- 
ington.  We  now  know  that  the  great  Paris 
gun  burst  on  its  first  discharge,  and  France 
exists  no  longer  as  a  country,  hut  as  a  '*  geo- 
graphical expression  "  is  deposited  in  yanons 
parts  of  Europe. 

Rkax  ksj>  Idbal.  —  '*  a  Really  Hard- 
Headed  Man"— the  Iron-skulled indiyidual 
now  exhibiting  at  the  Aquarium.  If  his  will 
is  as  iron  as  his  head,  what  a  despot  he  would 
be  I  If  France  is  tired  of  her  Republic,  she 
might  try  the  Iron-Headed  Man  as  a  ruler. 
There  is  the  chance,  of  course,*  that  he  might 
turn  out  a  numakuU,  and  be  only  King  I^, 
after  aU. 


A  QENTLEMAN  WHO    *TAnBl 
EASILY.'* 
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JIM'S   JOTTINGS. 

["  Do  the  poor  make  the  slums,  or  the  slimis 
make  the  poor?"— iTrnty  Zazarw^  in  ^^Land- 

Is  it  the  poor  wot  makes  the  Slams,  or  the 

Slums  wot  makes  the  poor  P 
Well,  that 's  the  question,  GuVnor,  and  I  'to 

'eared  it  arsked  afore,       ^  [be  O.K. 

And  the  amser  ain't  so  easy,  if  you  wants  to 
Don't  suppose  as  I  can  settle  it,  but  I  'U  haye 

m J  little  say. 

Mr  old  friend  Mister.LAZABirs,  now,  he  ups 

and  sez,  sez  he. 
The   great   Ground  Landlord  is  the  irreat 

prime  cause.    *'  Yah !  fiddlededee  I  ^ 
Cries  the  House-Farmer ;  '*  Slums  is  Slums, 

aoos  the  Poor  is  Pias  ! 
**  You  try  'em,  friend  philanthropist  I  They'll 

play  you  proper  ngs." 

Yus.  there 's  two  sides  to  heyer^hink,  wus 

luck  I    That 's  where  we  're  togged. 
Passiges  like  foul  pigstyes,  gents,  and  hack- 

jards  like  blacK  hogs, 
Bamsters  broke  for  firewood,  and  smashed 

winders  stuffed  with  rags. 
These  make   the   sniffers    slate  the  poor, 

Pertioular  if  they  're  wags. 

Well,  gents,  you  know,  it 's  thit  way«    Just 

you  fancy  yerselyes  horn 
In  a  back- slum  like  Ragman's  Rents.    'Old 

'ard,  don't  larf  with  scorn ! 
Some  on  us  w  bom  there,  yer  know :  it  might 

ha'  bin  your  luck,  got  the  chuck. 

j(f  yer  mother  'd  bin  a  boozer,  and  yer  father  'd 

Of   course  youm  was    respectable;    mine 

wosn't ;  there 's  the  diff.  I 
Ah  I  things  like  this  ain't  settled  by  a  snort 

or  by  a  sniff.  [dark  diye. 

Jest  fancy  hopening  yer  eyes  fust  time  in  a 
Or  a  sky-parlour  where  a  piamt  o*  musk  won't 

keep  aliye. 

Emagine,  if  yer  washups  can,  some  ten  foot 

square  o'  room^ 
With  a  stror-heap  in  one  comer,  and  a  "  dip" 

to  light  the  ^oom ; 
With  the  walls  dirt-streaked  with  damp-lines, 

outside,  a  drunken  din. 
And  hinside,  a  whiff  of  sewer-gas  in  *a  hat- 

mosphere  of  gin. 

Some  on  you   cam't  emagine  there's  sech 

'errors  on  the  earth ; 
But  there  are,  you  bet  your  buttons.  Who  'd 

select  'em  tor  their  hirth  t  [I  expect ; 
Not  you,  not  me,  not  no  one,  if  you  asked 'em, 
But  yer  place  o'  birth  yer  see,  gents'  jest  the 

thing  yer  cam^t  select. 

If  you  're  bom  where  streets  is  narrer,  and 

where  rooms  is  werry  smaU, 
Where  you'ye  damp  sludge  for  a  ceiling, 

rotting  plarster  tor  a  wall ; 
Where  yer  cam't  eat,  sleep,  wash  yerselyes, 

or  lay  up  when  you  're  sick, 
Without  tumbling  one  o'er  tother,  wy,  yer 

iinkif  gents,  pooty  quick. 

Sinks  !    Yes.  when  wot  yer  liyes  in  w  a  sink, 

or  sometnink  wus ; 
With  a  drunkard  for  a  'mother,  and  some 

neighbour  for  a  nuss ; 
With  thfr  gutter  for  yer  playground,  and  a 

'ome  from  which  yer  shrink. 
Can  you  wonder  that Jx>or  Slum-birds  is  giye 

o'er  to  Dirt  and  Drink. 

Ah  I  them  two  D's  goes  together.    Just  you 

plant  some  orty  Q^aeen 
In  a  rookery,  in  ner  kidhood,  and  then  tell 

her  to  keep  cltan^ 
Wash  'er  face,  and  mend  'er  garments,— 

wich  they  're  mostly  sewed-up  rags, — 
In  six  months  she'd  be  a  scare-crow,  'ands 

like  sut,  and  'air  all  jags. 


Wot  yer  washups  don't  auite  tumble  [to 's 

the  f  ack  as  like  breeds  like. 
If  you  would  himproye  Slum-dwellers,  at  the 

Slum  you  fust  must  strike. 
Giye  us  small  dark  'oles  to  dwell  in,  and  you 

must  be  jolly  green 
If  you  think  folks  bred  in  dirt  like,  are 

a-going  to  keep  'em  dean. 

When  the  sewer-rats  take  to  sweetening  and 

lime- washing  their  foul  'oles. 
And  bright  light  and  disinfectants  are  the 

fads  of  skunks  and  moles, 
Then  poor  souls  in  cellar-dwellings  and  in 

*erry-builders'  dens, 
be  smart  as  young  canaries  and  as  clean 

as  clucking  hens. 


Wilfl 


NocKT  SPBioonros  guyed  me  proper,  in  his 

chuckly  sorter  style. 
With  his  thumb  'ooked  orful  hartful,  and  his 

chickaleary  smile. 
"  Jim,"  sez  he,  *'  wot  price  your  jabber  P   Do 

yer  think  the  blooming  blokes 
Cares  a  cuss  for  me  and  you,  Jim,  any  more 

than  for  our  mokes  P 

Shut  yer  face^  you  pattering  josser !    Dirt 

and  Drink  is  good  for  Rents ! 
If  the  Poor  woe  clean  and  sober,  where  'udbe 

their  cent-per-oents  P 
If  it's  Public  ^Ouse  'gainst  Wash  'Ouse,  if 

it's  Slumland  toereua  Swipes, 
Jam  on  for  booze  and  backy  ^stead  o'  drains 

and  water-pipes. 

**  You  may  be  too  joUy  dean,  Jim,  and  a  pre- 
cious sight  too  light. 

Were 's  the  good  to  scrub  yer  skin  orf  I  And 
if  when  a  coye  gits  tignt,        [wot  a  lark 

Or  would  giye  his  donah  wot-for  on  the  Q.T. 

If  there  weren't  no  'andy  alleys,  nor  no 
comers  snug  and  dark. 

If  the  Public— aiMi  the  Slops— wos  always 
£y  to  wot  we  done, 
'Long  o'  widened  streets  and  gas-light,  wy 
we  'd  'aye  no  blooming  fun« 


Lagflred  for  larrupping  yer  missus,  nailed  for 

boozing  till  yer  nod  P 
Wy,  you  jabbering  young  Juggins,  tceehoM 

Mways  be  in  quod!  " 

'Ard  nut  is  Nogkt  SPBiGonros— of  the  sort 

as  make  the  slums, 
'Cos  there  ain't  much  chanoe  for  dflnniieas,  or 

for  comfort,  when  he  comes. 
He 's  as  'appy  in  the  dirt,  gents,  as  a  blowfly 

or  a  'og :  [a  bog ; 

Or  poor  Paddy  in  his  tater-patch  alongade  of 

He  'd  chop  up  'is  doors  and  winders  for  a  firs 

to  'ot  his  lush, 
Don't  care  a  'ang  for  deoenoy,  andjnerer 

raised  a  blush. 
But,  arter  my  hexperience— and  I  'ye  'ad  wmub 

down  our  court — 
I  belieye  that— fair  at  botttnn— it*a  the  Slum 

as  makes  hie  sort. 

Anyways  I'm  pooty  oertain,  if  we  *d  got  mors 

light  and  space. 
And  were  not  jammed  up  together  in  a  filthy, 

ill-drained  place ; 
If  the  sunlight  could  but  f  see  ua,  and  the 

public  and  the  oops. 
There  would  be  less  booze  and  bashing,  fewer 

drabs  and  drinking-shops. 

Aye,  and  fewer  Nockt  SFBioenrosn  I    I 
don't  go  for  to 


As  it 's  aS  along  o' 


Landlords, 


who'd  seat 


'ell,  if  'twomd  but  pay ; 
But  I  'ye  notieed  you  find  fewest  mioe  where 

there  are  lots  of  oats. 
And  where  there  ain't  no  rat-holes,  well— fer 

won't  spot  many  rats ! 


THE  LAST  DISCOVERY. 

(A  Sequel  to  a  recent  Lecture,    By  Mr,  Ihmdi*e 
JProphetie  JUporter,) 

Thb  enormous  crowd  cheered  again  and 
again.  It  was  furious.  The  enthusiasin  stiiead 
from  throng  to  throng,  until  a  mighty  ehoms 
filled  eyery  portion  of  the  land.  And  tneore  was 
indeed  reason  for  the  r^oicing.  Had  not  the 
i^atArotic  Explorer  come  home  P  Had  he  not 
been  to  the  North  Pole  and  back  P  At  that  yeiy 
moment  wero  not  a  oouple  of  steam-tuigs  draw- 
ing his  wooden  yessel  towards  hia  natiye 
shore  P  It  was  indeed  a  moment  for  oanflratn- 
lation— not  onlypersonal  but  nationsl,  nay 
cosmopolitan.  The  yictory  of  art  oyer  natore 
belonged  to  more  than  a  oountry,  it  belooged 
to  the  world  I 

And  the  tugs  came  closer  and  doeejr,  and  the 
cheers  grew  louder  and  louder.  'Aea  the 
yessel  bearing  the  Explorer  was  near  at  hand. 
The  crowd  joyously  lumped  into  the  wmter, 
and  raising  nun  on  their  shoulders,  bore  him 
triumphantly  to  land. 

How  they  welcomed  him  I  How  they  aeised 
his  hands  and  kissed  themi  How  they  ericd 
and  called  him  *'  Master,"  and  **  Victor,**  and 
'*  Hero! "  It  was  a  scene  neyer  to  be  forgotten ! 

When  the  excitement  had  somewhiZt  eab- 
sided,  they  began  to  ask  him  questions.  At 
last  one  of  them  wished  to  know  how  he  eon- 
triyed  to  find  the  North  Pole  and  get  bank  in 
safety  P 

'*You  intended  to  drift P*'  said  th^. 
"Groat  and  glorious  hero,  yiotoriooa  yioter, 
triumphant  explorer,  did  you  do  this  ?  *' 

"  I  did,"  was  the  reply. 
And  tell  us  what  was  your  method  of 
obtaining  the  knowledge  you  now  poeseaef 


Oh,  great  chief,  how  did  you  manage  it  ?  *' 
Then  came  the  answer — 
"By  sitting  still,  and  doinf  nothing  1  *' 
And  now  it  being  dark,  they  sepmlad  io 
illuminate  their  homes  in  honour  of  the  fifU 
industry— an  industry  admirably  adapted  to 
that  great  and  eontented  class  ol  tbe 
munity,  the  Unem^^yedl 


(^  KOTICE.— Bcjected  Commnxiieations  or  Contribntions,  whether  US.,  Printed  Katter,  Drawings,  or  Fleturss  of  any  desorlptiea,  wtU 
in  BO  ease  be  retnmad.  not  avan  whan  AfiAomnAiiiAd  hv  &  atammid  mnA  kAArtMmtA  KnvAlfiBA.  floratp.  ar  WeamMSL     Ta  Ikia  wmlm 


Drobmbbb  3,  1893.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHABIVARI. 


253 


THE   MAN  WHO  WOULD. 

IIL-THE  MAN  WHO  WOULD  GET  ON. 

"  I DBBAXXD,"  laid  the  Sootoh  Profeaaar,  '*  that  I  was  ttrnggling 
for  dear  life  with  a  numitroiu  reptile,  whoee  aoaly  coils  woundaboat 
mj  bodr,  while  the  extremity  oThis  own  was  lost  in  the  distance. 
At  last  I  managed  to  shake  mjrself  free,  and  setting  mj  foot  on  his 
neck,  I  was  preparing  to  cut  ms  throat,  when  the  animal  looked  np 
at  me  with  an  appc»fing  expression,  and  said,  *  At  least  yon  might 
give  me  a  testimonial  I ' " 

This  professional  nightmare  (for  the  laboors  of  a  Scotch  instmotor 
consist,  to  a  great  extent,  in  writing  testimonials,  or  in  erading  re- 
auests  for  them),  suggested  to  one  of  his  andience  the  history  of 
SiuimxBS  McGbxoob,  the  Man  who  would  Get  on.  In  boyhood. 
SAinmxBS  obtained  an  exhibition,  or  bursarr,  to  the  Uniyersity  of 
St.  Mungp's.  This  success  implied  no  high  degree  of  scholarship,  for 
the  bendoe  was  only  open  to  persons  of  the  surname  of  McGBxeon, 
and  the  Christian-name  of  Sauvdees.  The  proyident  parents  of  our 
hero,  haying  accidentally  become  aware  of  this  circumstance,  had  their 
oflspnng  christened  Sauvdirs,  and  thus  secured,  £rom  the  yery  first, 
an  opening  for  the  young  man. 

At  St.  Mungo's,  8ATnn>sB8  was  mainly  notable  for  a  generous  yiew 
of  life,   which   enabled 
him  to  look  on  the  {?oods 
of  others  as  practically 
common    among    Chris-  ^ 

tians.  A  pipe  ol  his  own 
he  somehow  possMsed, 
but  tobacco  and  lights 
he  inyaiiablr  borrowed, 
also  golf-balls,  postage- 
stamps,  railway  fares, 
books,  cauL  gowns,  and 
similar  tnfles ;  while  his 
nature  was  so  sodal,  that 
he  inyariably  dropped 
in  to  sup^  with  one  or 
other  of  his  companions. 
The  accident  of  being 
left  alone  for  a  few  mo- 
ments in  the  study  of  our  . 
Examiner,  where  Sauit- 
DKB8  deftly  possessed 
himself  of  a  set  of  exam- 
ination-paners.  enabled 
him  to  take  his  degree 
with  an  ease  and  bril- 
liance Tdiioh  yery  con- 
siderably astonished  his 
instructors.  By  adroitly 
using  this  good  fortune. 
SAinmiBS  accumulated 
a  pile  of  most  egregious 
testimonials,  and  these 
he  regarded  as  the  main- 
spring of  success  in  life. 
He  had  early  diMoyered 
in  himself  a  singular 
capacity  i  |  for     drawing 

salaries,  and  as  he  had  unbounded  conceit  and  unaualified  ignorance, 
he  concdyed  himself  to  be  fit  for  any  post  in  life  to  which  a  salary 
is  attached.  He  had  also  realljr  great  fnfts  as  a  erampant  or  hanger- 
on,  and  neglected  no  opportunity,  while  he  made  many^  of  securing 
useful  acquaintances.  Thus  it  was  the  custom  of  his  college  to 
elect,  at  stated  periods,  a  man  of  eminence  as  Rector.  SAinrniBS 
at  once  constituted  himself  secretary  of  a  committee,  and,  without 
consulting  his  associates,  wrote  inyitations  to  eminent  politioians, 
poets,  painters,  actors,  editors,  clergymen,  and  other  people  much  in 
the  public  eye.  In  these  eflfnsions  he  poured  forth  the  innocent 
enthusiasm  of  his  hearty  eipressing  an  admiration  which  might 
seem  excessiye  to  all  but  its  objects.  They,  with  l^egnilelessness  of 
mature  age  and  conscious  merit,  were  touched  by  Saukdxxs's 
expressions  of  esteem,  which  they  set  down  to  hero-worship,  and  a 
feryent  study  of  Mr.  Cabltls's  works.  Only  one  <tf  the  persons 
addressed,  unluckily,  could  be  elected ;  but  BAinmERS  added  their 
responses  to  his  pile  of  testimonials,  and  frequently  gaye  them  good 
epistolary  reason  to  remember  his  existence  and  his  de?otion. 

His  earliest  object  was  to  become  secretary  to  somebody  or  some- 
thing, the  Prime  Minister,  the  Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs,  the 
Society  for  the  Protection  of  Aborigines,  or  Ancient  Monuments,  or 
eyen  as  Secretary  to  the  Carlton  dub,  SAtmnsBS  felt  he  could  do  Ids 
talents  justice  in  any  of  these  iwiitions.  If  anything  was  to  be  had, 
Sauitdess  was  the  boy  to  ask  for  it;  nay  more,  to  ask  other  people  to 
ask.  Myate  Secretaryships  to  Ministers,  or  societies,  or  great 
Clubs,  are  not  inyariably  giyen  to  the  first  applioant  who  comes 
along,  eyen  if  he  appeals  to  testimonials  in  the  Junior  Mathe- 

yoL*  cm* 


matioal  Class  from  Professor  McGlashajt  of  St.  Mungo's.  But 
Sauxdxes  was  not  daunted.  He  would  write  to  one  notable,  inform- 
ing him  that  his  grandmother  had  been  at  a  parish  school  with  the 
notable's  great  unde— im  Triiich  ground  of  aoM^uaintanceship  he 
would  ask  that  the  notable  should  at  once  get  him  a  post  as  Secre- 
tary of  a  Geolcji^cal  Society,  or  as  Inspector  of  Manufactories,  or  of 
Salmon  Fisheries,  or  to  a  Commission  on  the  Trade  of  Enife- 


Another  notable  he  would  tell  that  he  had  once  been  pointed  out 
to  him  in  a  railway  station,  therefore  he  was  emboldened  to  ask 
his  correspondent  to  ask  his  Publisher,  to  get  at  the  Editor  of  the 
Times,  and  recommend  him,  SAxnmxBS,  as  Musical  Critic,  or  Sub- 
editor, or  Society  Reporter.  Nor  did  Sattvsebs  neglect  Professor- 
ships, and  yacant  Chairs.  His  testimonials  went  in  for  all  of  them. 
He  was  eouaUy  ready  and  qualified  to  be  Professor  of  Greek,  Meta- 
physics. Etruscan,   Chemistry,  or  the  Use  of  the  Globes,  while 

iblical  criticism  and  Natural  Religion,  prompted  his  wildest 
yearnings.    Though  ignorant  of  foreij^  languages,  he  was  prepared 


lo  be  a  correspondent  anjrwhere,  and  wough  ne  was'purely  unlearned 
in  all  matters,  he  propjosed  to  edit  Dictionaries  ana  Encydomadias, 
of  course  with  the  assistance  of  a  large  and  competent  stan.  His 
proofs  of   capacity  for  a  series  of  occupations  that  would  haye 

staggered  a  Cbichtoit, 
was  always  attested  by 
his  old  College- testimo- 
nials, for  SAUimxBS  was 
of  opinicoi  that  the  cour- 
teous obiter  dictum  of  a 
Professor  was  an  Open 
Sesame  to  all  the  golden 

Sites  of  the  world, 
eanwhile,  he  supported 
existence  by  teaching  the 
elements  m.  the  classic 
languages,  with  which 
he  naa  the  most  distant 
acquaintance,  to  littie 
boys,  at  a  Day  SohooL 
But  one  of  these  pupils 
came  home,  one  after- 
noon, in  tears,  haying 
been  beaten  on  the  palms 
V  of  the  hands  with  a  lea- 
thern strap,  in  addition 
to  the  task  of  writingout 
the  yerb  rvm»,  This 
punishment  was  inflicted 
because,  in  accordance 
with  SAUimEBs's  instruc- 
tions, he  had  represented 
the  Cyclops  of  Euripides 
as  ''sweeping  the  stars 
with  a  rake.^  The  ori- 
ginal words  of  the  Athe- 
nian poet  do  not  bear 
this  remarkable  con- 
struction, so  Sauitdibs 
was  disniissed  from  the 
only  work  which  he 
had  oyer  made  eyen  a  pretence  of  doing.  He  has  not  the 
energy,  nor  the  lungs  necessary  for  the  profession  of  an  agitator ;  he 
has  not  the  grammar  reauired  in  a  penny-a-liner,  he  cannot  cut 
hair,  and  his  manners  unfit  him  for  the  occupation  of  a  shop-assiBt- 
ant,  so  that  little  is  left  open  to  SAUimxBS  but  the  indust^  of  the 
Blackmailer.  The  office  of  Secretary  to  a  Missionary  in  a  Leper 
settlement,  on  an  island  of  Tierra  Del  Fuego,  is,  lioweyer,  yacant ; 
and,  if  the  many  important  personages  wiui  whom  Sattvdsbs  has 
corresponded  will  only  make  a  unitea  effort,  it  is  possible  that  the 
Man  who  would  Get  on  majr  at  last  be  got  off,  and  relieye  society 
from  the  burden  of  his  solicitations.  May  the  comparatiye  failure 
in  life  of  SAUimERS  McGbxoob  act  as  a  warning  to  those  who 
think  that  they  shall  be  heard,  by  men,  f  or|  their  much  asking  I 

P. 8. — This  does  not  apply  to  women.  We  haye  just  been  iiuormed 
that  Mr.  Savhdxbs  MgGbxgob,  M.A.,  is  about  to  lead  to  the  altar 
the  only  and  orphan  daughter  of  the  late  Alistsb  McFtthgvb,  Esq.. 
of  Castie  Fungus,  Dreepdaily,  N.B.,  the  eminent  introducer  ox 
remarkably  improyed  processes  in  tiie  manufacture  of  Heel-balL 


••  Ohe  Dowk,  t*otheb  Comb  oir !  "—Mr.  Hobacb  Sedokb  has  a 
Prima  Donna  supply  always  on  tap.  After  two  of  them  haye  retired 
from  the  nrindpal  part  in  Ineogntta,  the  liyely  Miss  Aida  Jxmoubb 
— C'  *  AicTem  JorouBB,'  she  ought  to  be  called,"  quotii  Mr.  Wago- 
staff) — comes  to  the  rescue,  and  *'  on  we  goes  again  "  with  an  excel- 
lent «mseM#,  too.  thoroughly  in  earnest,  as  her  name  implies,  which 
aounds  like  Miss  Sin-cere  and  is  written  Miss  St.  Ctb. 
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A  MERE   DETAIL. 

FrUni  of  thi  Family,  '*WssL,  Mrs.  M'OLAionB,  akd  how  's  tour  Dauohtss  doin',  thb  okb  that  was  Mabrird  a  whils  Aoof " 
Mru  M*Ola$g%€.    "Oh,  yarra  wexl,  thank  ti,  Mr.  Brown,  varra  wxri^  indrrd  1    Shx  canna  abidr  hxr  Man.     But  thrk, 

TB  KXN,   THRRX  'b  ATX  A  SOMSTHINO  1  t " 


THE  TIGHT  FOR  THE  STANDABD. 

{Modtfn  Monetary  Fenion,) 

'TwAB  tlie  gallant  Golden  Knight  downed  hit  Tiaor  for  the  fight 

All  tine  ohampiana  delup ht  in  hard  tnaales. 
With  his  yellow  Standard  reared  at  his  haok,  no  foe  he  feared, 

And  his  gase  all  comers  oueered. 

There  at  Brussels. 

Like  Sir  Kenneik,  onlr  more  so,  he  expanded  his  fine  torso. 

His  Standard— hold  ne  swore  so— fijinsr  proudly. 
Still  supreme  should  fio  w  and  flaunt,  its  defenders  none  should  daunt 

'Twas  a  yery  TaHant  yannt 

Shouted  loudly. 

Now  the  SQyer  Knight  had  sworn—that  the  Standard  so  long  home 

By  the  Aureate  One,  in  soom  irreducible 
Should  not  solitary  waye.    He  'd  squabosh  that  champion  brave, 

Or  would  find  a  torrid  graye— 

In  some  crucible  I 

Such  cremation  he  would  dare  if  that  Standard  he  might  bear 

To  the  dust,  and  upraise  there  one  more  l^yery. 
For  this  Argent  Kni|[ht  though  pale,  wa<right  sure  he  couldnotfail, 

He  was  proud  of  his  white  mau. 

And  his  skill— yery  I 

So  here.  Gentles,  you  behold  that  braye  Knight  in  mail  of  Gold, 

Sworn  his  Standard  to  uphold  high  and  aureate  ;| 
And  that  blusterous  battle-bout,  twixt  those  chunpioBs  stem  and 
stout, 
Will  inspire,  I  haye  no  doubt 

Our  next  Laureate  I 

Yank  Knights-Errant  may  eyinoe  interest  mye :  that  Indian  Prince 

Will  alternate  swell  and  wince  as  they  struggle; 
The  young  Scottish  Knight  Balfoub  .(who  looks  callow  more  than 
dour) 
Hopes  the  Silyer  Knight  may  score. 

By  some  juggle. 

But  in  spite  of  Tank  and  Scot  and  the  Bimetallic  lot 
They  who're  fiy  to  what  is  what  back  the  Gold  'un. 

And  did  Jbet-for  fun— ere  this  Standard  fi^t  is  done, 
I  should  plank  my  ten  to  one 

OntheOld'Unl 


SUN-SPOTS. 

Foe.  haze,  smoke  or  doud,  almost  daily  enshroud 

The  Metropolis— plaoe  we  should  shun— 
And  day  after  day  the  reports  briefly  say, 

'*  Bright  sunshine  at  Westminstttr— none," 
Tes,noneI 
0  Sd,  not  a  ray ;  no,  not  one  I 

The  Timee  says  that  lots,  ouite  a  fine  group  of  spots, 

Are  discernible  now  on  the  sun ; 
Haye  these  st<qmd  heat  or  light  bo  that  weather-wise  write, 

'*  Brifl^t  sunshine  at  Westminster— none  ?  " 
Yes,  none  I 
0  Sol,  what  haye  you  been  and  done  ? 

Haye  these  sun-spots  increased  ?  We  know  London,  at  least. 

Is  a  snot  unconnected  with  sun ; 
All  day  long  we  bum  gas.  the  report  is,  alas  I 

*'  Bright  sunshine  at  Westminster— none," 
Yes,  none  I 
0  Sol,  you  old  son  of  a  gun! 


LADY  GAY'S  SELECTION. 


DxiR  Mr.  Punch,  MomU  Street,  Berkeley  Square, 

I  AX  pnmd  of  being  the  **  selection"  referred  to  aboye, 
though,  as  a  matter  of  fact  it  was  I  who  '*  selected"  Gat  from  the 
numerous  sweet  young  things  submitted  for  my  approyal  during  the 
Season  when  I  was  ccnsidmd  "  the  parti"  I— but  on  this  point  I 
mMfitmin  a  noble  silence  I  In  spite  of  the  old  Welsh  proyerb,  **  Oh, 
wad  some  Gay  the  giftie  rie  us,"  &c.  &c.,  I  was  a  bit  pusded  on 
reading  Gat's  lettarsi  at  the  similarity  of  names,  but  thought  it  only 
a  coincidencejuntil  she  was  so  upset  by  the  one  she  read  men  abroad, 
that  she  confessed  eyerything,  and  asked  my  adyioe!— It's  yery 
strange  how  all  these  deyer  women,  when  they  get  into  a  fiic^  apply 
for  assistance  to  weak  *' man/"  eh?  Now  that  flat-racing  isoyer, 
we  are  ''resting  on  our  oars"for  a  time— (that  is  literally  true,  for 
the  country  has  been  mostly  under  water  lately  I)— but  we  shall 
shoiily  haye  a  cut-in  at  steepledhasing,  when^  Gat  will  doubtless 
haye  some  new  experiences  to  relate ;  meanwhile^  allow  me  to  sub- 
scribe mjrself— (I  like  to  subscribe  to  eyery^mg  good)— Yours 
explanatorily,  (Lord)  Arthur  Flextwood. 


ALL    ROUND  THE    FAIR, 

No.  III. 
Ik  the  ••FiKE  Abt"  ExHiBinoir. 

Rofitio  Art  Patrons  discovered  applying  their  eyes  to  peepholes, 
through  which  a  moUey  collection  of  coloured  lithographs  of  the 
Crimean  Campaign,  faded  stereoscopic-views.  Scriptural  engrav- 
ings, and  daubed  woodcuts  from  the  '*  Illustrated  Police  News,^^ 
is  arranged  for  their  inspection. 
First  Art  Patron  {waiting  for  his  turn  at  the  first  peephole).  Look 
aliye  theer,  Gs-aboe,  ain't  to  done  squintin'  at  'nn  yet  r 

Qe-arge  {a  local  humorist).  'Tis  a  rare  old  noyelty,  Bsir,  th'  latest 
from  London,  and  naw  mistake  'bout  it  I 

Ben  {with  disappointment,  as  he  succeeds  to  the  peephole).  Why, 
'tain't  on' J  Adam  an'  Eye  afoor  th'  Fall !  that  ain't  so  nartiokler 
noo,  as  Joan  see— Lar  dear,  they're  a  settin'  nekked  on  a  live  lion, 
and  a  nursin'  o'  rabbits  I  {At  the  next  hole^  Adam  and  Eye  are  re- 
presented *'  After  the  Fall,"  overwhelmed  with  cor^usion^  whUe  the 
lion  is  stalking  off  scandalised,  wUh  a  line 
expression  of  lofty  moral  indignation,)  'Ere 
they  are  agen  !  that  fheer  lion  thinks  he's 
ed  sof  y  to  'en  long  'nongh,  seemin'ly  I 


^-arge{from  a  fw^her  peephole).  I  say. 
Ben,  'ere's  Mrs.  Peabget  a  murderin' 
Mrs.  'OcMj  down  this  'un— we're  a-gittin' 
along,' 

Ben  {ptizzled).  They  must  ha'  skipped  out 
a  deal.    I'mon'y  at  ^'CAnrkillin' Abel!" 

Female  Patron  {to  Proprietor).  'Ere, 
Master,  I  can't  see  nothen'  down  'ere — 'tis 
aU  dark  like! 

Proprietor,  Let  me  'ave  a  look  I  You 
shud  put  your  'ands  so,  each  side  o'  your 

eyes,  and {Hie  looks,)   'Um,  it  is  rauther 

— but  what  else  do  yer  expeck  t  It 's  a 
"  View  o'  Paris  by  Night,"  ain't  ii-that  's 
aUrightl 

OiTTsiDE  "Pbofessob  Pugxak's  Spabbiho 
Saloon." 

The  Professor  {on  a  lUtle  platform,  with 
a  pair  of  Pupils),  Now  then,  all  you  as  are 
loyers  o^  the  Noble  and  Manly  Art  o'  Self- 
Defence^  step  inside  and  see  it  ulusterated  in 
a  scientific  an'  fust-class  manner  I  This 
{introdttcing  first  PupU,  who  rubs  his  nose 
with  dignity)  is  'Oppeb  of  *011oway,  the  be- 
coming nine-stun  Champion.  This  bother 's 
Battebs  o'  Bermondsey,  open  to  fight  any 
lad  in  England  at  eight-  stun  four.  Is  there 
anyone  among  you  willing  to  'aye  a  round 
or  two  with  eiuer  on  'em  fur  a  drink  an' 
admission  freeP—if  so,  now's  his  time  to 
step  forward— there 's  no  waiting,  mind 
yerP 

Joe  {to  Melia),  I  Vlieye  as  'ow  I  could 
tackle  the  little  'un— I  used  to  box  aboye 
a  bit. 

Melia,  Don't  ye  now,  Joe  ;  you  '11  on'y  go 
and  git  yourself  'urt  or  summat  I 

Joe,  I  shan't  git  'urt.  'Ere,  Master,  I  'm 
game  fur  to  put  on  the  gloyes  wi'  'tm. 

Prof,  Gjt  inside  with  yer  then !     {To 


"  Theer  Ihey  are !    Oh  my,  what  a  pictur* 


Inside  the  SPABBore  Saloon. 

The  Spectators  are  waiting  patiently  around  the  ropes ;  the  Profeuor 
is  still  on  the  platform,  expatiating  on  the  coming  contesL  Joi 
has  found  a  friend  whomne  has  entrueted  with  hu  hatandeod, 

Joe  {to  the  Friend).  Jest  kip  a  heye  on  these  'ere,  will  ye  I  ^ 

iHe  hands  him  a  huge  pair  ofhigUowt, 
Prof  {calling  in).  Fur  the  larst  time,  oome  outside  tm  ihov 
yerselyes,  all ony er I 

The  Friend,  You  got  to  go  out  agin,  Joe,  better  putt  on  yer  ooit 
an'  'at,  not  to  ketch  cold  I 

Joe,  Ah,  and  I  '11  'aye  to  'aye  theybo-oots  on  agen,  too.  {S$0ett 
into  his  things  in  a  great  fiurry,  and  hastens  outnde,)  lis  emmgh 
to  take  th'  'art  ont  of  a  man,  thet  'tis  I 

{More  exhortations  from  Proprietor,  u$Uilthe  last  Speetderhet 
been  induced  to  enter  the  Saloon,  whereupon  the  Champiom 
return,  and  the  hangings  at  the  entrance  are  finaUp  dranen. 
Prof,  {acting  as  Timekeeper),  Now  then,  aU  ready  P    C^  Jox.) 
In  you  go— What  are  yer  waitin'  for  P    Neyer  mind  aixmt  takm'  on 
yer  boots  I    Gentlemen^  Battebs  o^  Ber- 
mondsey is  agoin'  to  fight  three  roonds  vith 
a  ydnnteer,  one  o'  your  own  men.   Wbit- 
eyer  you  see  between  'em  {solemnly),  pssmo 
remarks!    Timel 

[Joe  and  *'  Battebs  o'  Bermondsey"  voft 

round  each  other  and  make  a  fumiliitg 

attempt  to  shake  hands,  a^flerwhiek  Jot, 

while  preparing  to  deliver  a  blow  with 

extreme  caution  and  deliberation^  is  mt- 

prised  by  a  smart  smack  on  hueketk, 

which  makes  him  etaager:  he  reeocen 

himself  and  prances  down  on  Baxtiii 

with  a  windmill  action. 

Batters  {limpintg  into  his  comer),  'Ere,  I 

say,  ole  man— moind  my  tows— f  oignt  at  yer 

Tight  end  J 

Joe  {apologetically).  I  didn't  mean  nothiof 
unfair-like— I  wamted  fur  to  take  off  them 
*ere  boots— but  I  wam't  let  I 

Batters.  Vlllet  ye— fur 'taint  noeoipet 
slippers  as  you 'ye  got  on,  die  feller,  I  tell 
yer  strite  I 

[Jos  removes  the  offending  hoctt. 
Spectators  {during  the  eetond  [romd, 
which  is  fought  with  more  spirit  than  science 
on  Joe's jpar^).  Ah,  Joe  ain't  no  matoh  for 
'un— he  let  nn  'ave  it  then,  didn't  he  P  My 
wordi  but  it's  '*Oo  'ome  an'  tell  ^ 
Mother,  an'  ax  yer  Uncle  'ow  ye  be"  with 
'un,  pretty  near  eyery  time  I 

Prof,  {with  effected  rapture).  Oh  dssr! 
Oh  lor  I  What  doins!  Timet  you  two, 
afore  ye  kUl  one  another  I  Now,  Oentls- 
mem  a  good  dap,  to  encourage  'em.  Itbisk 
you'll  agree  as  the  Volunteer  is  showin* 
you  good  sporty  and,  if  you  think  him  de- 
seryin'  of  a  drink,  p'raps  one  o'  jou  will 
oblige  with  the  loan  of  a  'at,  which  he'll 
now  take  round.  ( The  hat  is  procured,  and 
offered  to  Joe,  who,  however,  pnjers  thei 
the  collection  should  be  made  by  deputj/,) 
Don't  forgU  'im.  Gentlemen  I  {Coppen 
pour  into  the   hat,  and  the  last  romd  it 


Crowd,)    Now  then  for  the  Oreat  Gloye  Contest— Just  goin'  inside 
to  begin— Mind,  there 's  no  waitin'  I 

Joe,  'Ere,  MmjA,  oome  along  in,  and  look  arter  my  'at  an'  coat. 

Melia,  1  dussen't,  Joe  I    I  can't  abear  to  see  no  fightin',  I  '11  bide 
'ere  till  ye  oome  out. 
[Joe  enters  the  tent,  followed  by  the  Pupils  and  a  few  Connoisseurs. 

Prof,  {looking  into  the  interior  of  tent  through  a  slit  in  the  canvas). 
Theer  they  are  I  Oh^y,  what  apictur' I  They 'reputlin' on  the  gloyes 
now,  make  'aste  if  you  're  goin'  in !   {The  Crowd  hesitate,)  'Ere !  {To 
the  Champions,)    Step  outside  once  more  and  show  yourselyes  I 
IThe  Champions  appear,  re-mount  the  platform,  and  are  intro- 
duced all  over  again.  ^ 

Melia  {intercepting  her  swain),  Joe,  'ow  are  ye  gittin'  on  P    Ton 
don't  look  none  me  worse  so  fur ;  is  it  neelly  oyer  P 

Joe  '       —  »   —    " 


.^    _  _')•  Neelly  oyer  I  why,  we  ain't  begun  yet— nor  likely  to 
wi'  all  this  bloomin'  i^yerin'  I 

Melia,  I  do  wish  'twas  oyer— £ip  a  good  'art,  Joe  ;  don't  let  'on  go 
knockin'  ^e  about  I 

Joe  [with  a  slight  decrease  of  coif^fidmce).  Theer 's  a  way  to  talk  I 
I  doan't  reckon  as  'ow  he'll  kiU  me.  not  m  three  rounds,  I  doan't, 

but  if  I'd  a-know'd  there 'd  be  all  this  messin'  about  fust.  I'd  a 

[He  goes  inside  gloomily. 


fought ;  B.  of  B.  ducking  Joe's  blows  with 
ing  his  own  freely  in  vanous  parts  of  JoB*f 

'Spectators.  'E'll  be  knocked  out  in  a  minnit,  'e  will!  Don't 
im  to  git  near  'un  no  'ow.  Look  a'  that—sjyd  thar  agin!  Ah, 
^OE  got  one  in  that  time— but  the  tother  's  the  better  man— 'edoi't 


great  agility,  and  planting 
anatomy.) 


Sim 

touc£  'unwiSiout 'tSSi'  of  ^un^'y7seeP~TSmer  Ah^and  time 
it  was  time,  too— fur  'im  I 

Prof,  {to  Job,  as  he  sits  blinking,  and  blowing  his  nose  vUk 
vigour).  Thet  was  a  jolly  good  fight— tho'  rough.  You 'ye  some 
notion  o'  sparrin'—we^d  soon  make  a  boxer  o'you.  'Ere 's  ym^ 
share  of  the  coUection-'seyenpence  ap'ny.  Wo  ffiye  you  Uie 
extry  ap'ny,  bein'  a  stranger.  Would  you  feel  inoBned  to 
fight  six  rounds,  later  on  like,  with  another  of  our  lads,  for  ten 
bob,  now  P 

Joe  {making  a  futile  attempt  to  untie  his  glove  with  his  tern). 
Much  obliged,  Master,  but  I'ye  'ad  about  enough  spree  a'ready  to 
do  me  fur  a  bit 

Prof.  Are  there  any  two  friends  in  'era  as  'nd  l&e  to  fight  t 
round  or  two  P 

{Two  Ilusties  step  forward  valiantly-^  tall  dark  num  and  e 
little  red-haireH  one^and,  after  the  unud  preliminKnes, 
square  up  at  a  safe  dietance. 
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Spectators  (to  the  tall  mani.  Why  don't  je  step  tip  to  'on,  JdcP 

Um  yer  nrht  'and  a  bit  I   {To  the  ehort  one,)    Let  oat  on  'nn,  Tox  I 

[Tox,  thus  exhorted^  lande  an  unetxpeeted  blow  on  Jim's  eye, 

Jim  (suddenly  ducking  wider  the  rope  in  great  dudgeon),  'Twas  a 
cowardly  blow  1  I  didn'  stan'  np  to  be  'it  in  th'  fa-ace  i'  that  way ; 
I'ye  'ad  ennof  of  it  I 

Tom.  Come  back  and  fight  it  oat  I  (Soothingly,)  Why,  ye  come 
at  me  like  a  thonderin'  great  Hon,  ye  did  I 

^•p»( -" 

gawin'l 

Prof, 
bin  ofled 

roandi,  it  'i  all  over  for  this  time,  and  i  'ope  yoa 
whatToa'yeieen. 

A  Maleontent,  I  ain't.  I  carl  it  a  bloomin'  iwindle.  I  wme  'ere 
to  see  some  sparring  /did I 

Prof,  Step  inside  the  ropes  th^  and  I  *ll  soon  show  yer  some ! 
(This  invitation  is  hastily  declined.)  WeU,  then,  go  ontMde 
goiet,  d'jear  me  P  or  else  yoa'U  do  it  apside  down,  like  de  Johv 
fisowir.  in  'arf  a  sec,  I  can  tell  yer  I 

{The  Malcontent  departs  meekly,  and  reserves  any  further  ahser" 
vations  until  he  is  out  of  heitring, 

MeHa  (to  Joe).  Lor,  I  wish  now  I  'd  been  there  to  see  ye ;  I  do 
'ope  Tc  weren't  too  rough  with  'on,  thongh.  Job.  What  shall  we  do 
next  r— 'are  a  tarn  on  the  swings,  or  the  swishbaok  cireas,  or  the 
giddy-go-roand— or  what?  (Job  shakes  his  head,)  Why  won*t 
ye,  Joe  P 


money, 
ye  toon 
I  do,  if  I  cad  find  a  place. 

MeKa  (with  an  mspiration).  Then  let's  go  and  'aye  onr  likenesses 
tookl 

[She   cannot  understand  why  Job  should  he  so  needUssHy  in^ 
censed  at  so  innocent  and  opportune  a  suggeetion* 


TEE  "BEST  EVIDEirCE"— HOW  HOT  TO  GET  IT. 

Hayb  been  sammoned  to  attend  as  a  Witness  in  the  trial  of  the  six 
ronghs  who  first  dragged  and  then  sayaeely  ill-treated  a  foolishly 
conyiyial  citizen  in  Wnitecha]^  Don't  know  if  it  was  wise  of  me 
to  tell  the  Police  that  I  coald  identify  the  men.  Since  my  eyidence 
before  the  Magis^ate  came  oat,  I  have  had  thirty-seven  threatening 
letters,  my  frcnt  windows  haye  been  broken  seyeral  times  oyer,  ana 
a  yalaable  doff  poisoned.  Still,  evidently  a  patriotic  daty  to  *'  assist 
the  coarse  of  Jastioe ; "  and  no  doabt  I  snail  be  compensated. 

So  this  is  the  *'  Central  Criminal  Conrt,"  is  it?  Shoald  hardly 
have  believed  it  possible.    Oatside  mean  and  dirty. 

Interior,  meaner  and  mach  dirtier.  Speak  to  Usher.  Usher  most 
polite.  Olad,  that  at  any  rate,  they  do  know  how  to  treat  imoortant 
Witnesses.  Am  assnred  I  shall  have  a  seat  ''close  to.the  Judge." 
Produce  my  witness-summons.  Demeanour  of  U^er  siddenly 
changes.  1  shall  have  to  go  tolthe  "  Witnesses' .Waiting-room  in  the 
old  Court."  Where's  thatP  JJsdoesn*t  know.  I'd  better  ask  a 
Policeman.  It  now  fiashes  across  me  tbat  Usher  mistook  me  for  a 
wealthy,  and  probably  generous  spectator,  and  thought  when  I  was 
fumbling  in  mv  pocket  for  my  summons,  I  was  looxing  for  half -a- 
crown  for  him  f  Depressing. 

Policeman  leaves  me  in  a  dark,  draughty  passage,  with  a  bench  on 
each  side.  '*  But  where  is  the  waiting-room  P  "  I  ask  an  attendant. 
**  This  is  the  waiting-room^"  he  refdies.  More*  like  the  Black  Hole. 
Was  it  wise  of  me  togive  information  to  the  Polioe  P 

Two  Days  later,— Thitj  orammed/orfy  Witnesses  into  that  passage  I 
No  seats  for  half  of  them.  We  had  one  chair,  and  Usher  took  it 
away  '*  as  a  lady  wanted  it  in  Court."  Lady  no  doubt  a  spectator— 
did  she  hunt  in  her  nocket  for  half-a-crown  P  Anyhow,  after  two 
days  in  the  passage,  I  have  just  given  my  evidence  in  Court,  with 
fearful  cola  on  my  lungs,  owing  to  the  draught.  Teir  hoarse. 
Ordered  by  Jod^,  sternly,  to  *'  speak  np."  Conscious  that  I  looked 
a  wretched  object  Jury  regarded  me  with  evident  snspioion. 
Severely  cnas-examined.  Mentioned  to  Judge  about  mv  windows 
being  smashed,  Ac. ;  could  I  receive  anythinfr  for  it  P  "  Oh,  dear 
no,"  replied  the  Jodge ;  *' we  never  reward  Witnesses."  Amusement 
in  Court— at  my  expense.  In  fact,  the  course  of  Justice  genially 
seems  to  be  altojnther  at  my  expense.  Home  in  a  cab  and  a  fever. 
Find  ten  more  threatening  letters,  and  an  infernal  machine  under 
area-steps.  Go  to  bed.  Doctor  says  I  am  in  for  pnefumonia  and 
bronchitis,  he  thinks.  Tells  me  I  am  thoroughly  run  down,  and  asks 
me.  "What  I've  been  doing  to  reduce  myself  to  tUs  stateP"  I 
reply  that,  "  I  have  been  assisting  the  course  of  Jastioe."  Doctor 
shrtLBs  his  shoulders,  and  I  hear  him  distinctly  mutter,  *'More  fbol 
you  f"  I  agree  with  Doctor,  cordially.  Am  quite  certain  now  that 
it  foos  unwise  to  tell  Pdice  that  I  could  identify  those  criminals.  If 
this  is  the  way  in  which  Witnessei  are  treated,  let  Justice  in  future 
assist  itself  I 


OUR   BOOKING-OFFICE, 

Mt  Baronite  has  been  reading  Mona  Maclean,  Medical  Student, 
(Blacxwood.)  "It  is,"  he  tells  me,  "a  Novel  with  a  purpose- 
no  recommendation  for  a  ngvel,  more  especially  when  the  par- 
pose  selected  is  that  of  demonstrating  the  iadispensability  of 
women-doctors.  Haj^y  Obahax  Travbis,  as  the  author  (being 
evidently  a  woman)  caUs  herself,  is  lured  from  her  fell  design. 
There  is  a  chapter  or  .two  of  talk  among  the  girls  in  the 
dissecting-room  and  the  chemical  kberatoiy.  with  much  about  the 
"spheno-maxillaryfossa,"the"dorsalis  pedis,'' and  the  general  where- 
abouts of  **  Scarpa's  triangle."  But  these  can  be  skipped,  airid  the 
reader  may  get  into  the  company  of  Mona  Maclean  when  she  iif  less 
erudite,  and  more  womanly,  when  not  dissecting  the  plantar  aroh, 
Mona  is  a  bright,  fearless,  clever  girl,  with  a  breezy  manqmv  ^^ 
freshing  to  ail  admitted  to  her  company.  The  episode  of  h«r 
shfipkeeping  experience  is  admirably  told,  and  affofds  the  Author 
abimdant  and  varied  oDportunity  of  exeveisiiig  her  gUt .  elvtdraw- 
in^  character.  Mona  Maclean  is,  apparentty,  a  first  effort  at  novel- 
wnting.  The  workmanship  improves  up  to  the  end  of  the  tiiird 
volume ;  and  Miss  Tjunsaxf  nm  book  will  be  better  stilL 


Affecti(m*i  Offering— from  Alfi-ed  the  Second  to  Dear  George  the  First. 

To  Mr.  J.  FiSHXR  UKwnr  comes  the  happy  thought  of  issuing, 
in  a  neatly-packed  box,  the  whole  twenty  volumes  of  Uie  Pseudonirm 
library— and  a  very  acceptable  Christmas-Box  it  will  make.  The 
volumes,  with  their  odd,  oblong  shape,  are  delightful  to  hold ;  the 
type  is  good,  and  the  excellence  of  the  literary  matter  is  remarkably 
well  kent  up  over  the  already  long  series.  Mr.  Uirwnr  promises 
fruh  volumes,  introducing  to  the  British  public  Finnish  and  Danish 
authors,  or  Danish  first,  and  the  others  to  Finnish. 

See  how  these  Poets  love  one  another !  How  touching  is  the 
dedication  of  Alfred  Axtbtdt^s  latest  volume  to  Oeobgs  Meredith  ! 
May  botii  Uve  long  and  prosper,  is  the  hearty  wish  of  their  friend. 

The  BiRON  De  Book- Worms. 


THE  ROYAL  ROAD  TO  COMFORT.— A  Drrim. 

The  rival  Steamboats  were  on  the  alert  It  was  a  misty  night, 
and  it  was  a  difficult  matter  to  make  oat  the  lights  of  Calais  Harbour. 

"  We  shall  catch  him  yet,"  said  the  Captun  of  the  Bloe  YesseL 

**  He  will  not  escape  us,"  observed  the  C.  0.  of  the  Red. 

Suddenly  the  Blue  started  at  full  steam  ahead,  and  was  lost  to 
sight  in  Calais  harbour.  She  was  quickly  followed  by  the  Red, 
moving  with  equal  expedition. 

The  vessels  reaehed  the  quay  nearly  at  the  same  time.  Then  there 
was  confusion  and  sounds  of  miHtainr  music.  Evidently  the  Hlus- 
trioas  Personage  had  embarked.    Then  the  mist  cleared  away. 

'*  He  is  safe  on  board,"  said  the  Captain  of  the  Blue  Yessel,  and 
Ms  Mate  indulged  in  a  abort  langh  of  triumph. 

**It  does  not  matter,"  observed  the  Commandinjg  Officer  of  the 
Red;  *' the  Blue  may  have  his  person,  but  we  have  ms  luggage  I " 

And  then  the  cheers  were  renewed  again  and  again,  and  the  Dins- 
trioas  Penonage  came  to  the  eonohisiQn  that  English  enterprise  was 
not  without  its  disadvantages! 
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WHAT  OUR  ARTIST  HAS  TO   PUT   UP  WITH. 

Hi  TBAYIU  ALL  OVIB  EnOLAKD  ZIT  8XAB0H  OF  ▲  BAOKOBOmiD  FOB  BIS   "  VlYlAB  BEQUIUNQ  MeRLIS  DT  TSM  FoRMST  OF 

3MOCMUAin>M/'-'A  H0PXLS88  QOBR  1 


BOGEY  OR  BENEFACTOR  P 

Timid  Ratepayer  loqwtur  .-— 

Olob!  0  dear  I  What  hare  we  here  P  What 

a  nondesoript,  huge  Nid-Noddt  I 
None  know,  I  'm  sore,  what  Jhaire  to  endnre. 

It  '■  enongh  to  frighten  a  body  I 
They  are  always  ap  to  some  queer  new  game, 

and  a  giying  me  some  fresh  master; 
But  this  one  is  a  crux  itofm  the  sole  ol  his 

foot  to  the  orown  of  his  comical  castor. 

He  looks  as  big  as  all  oat-of-doors,  and  e'en 

Bumble  was  hardly  as  bumptious. 
He'd  make  my  London  a  Paradise,  which  is 

a  prospect  that 's  jwrf  ectlv  sommptioas. 
But  oh  I  he  M  biff,  with  the  lonniest  rig ;  a 

Titan  who,  if  he  9hoM  tumble, 
Might  squelch  me  as  flat  as  an  opera-hat,  and 

make  me  regret  old  Bumblb. 

Noodledom  ruled  me  for  many  long  years; 

this  means,  I  am  tdd,  a  new  Era ; 
But  bad  as  a  Booby  ma^  be  as  a  Boss,  what 

about  a  colossal  ChimsBra? 
I  don't  say  he 's  that,  but  with  body  of  goat, 

dragon's  taiL  and  the  head  of  a  lion, 
A  creature  were  hardly  more  "mixed'*  than 

thie  monster,  whose  rule  for  the  time  I 

must  try  on. 

A     complex,     conglomerate.     Jaok-of-all- 

Tra^I    Well,  1  trust  he'll  be  master 

of  some  of  them  I 
Largo  al  factotum  I   He's  game  for  all  tasks, 

and— I  wish  I  was  sure  what  would  come 

of  them. 


Most  representative  P  Palpable  that  I  And 
his  plans  most  sublime  (so  he  says)  are ; 

But  he  Icx>ks  just  as  motleir  a  nondMcript  as 
the  image  of  Kebuchaonezzar. 

The  elephant  who  can  root  up  a  huge  oak,  or 

handle  a  needle  or  pin,  is 
Less  martellous  much,  and  it  may  be.  of 

course,  that  the  folks  who  disbnsthim 

are  ninnies. 
Ihopeso,I'msnre.  There  are  evils  to  cure,  and 

of  room  for  improvement  there 's  plentv ; 
And  all  must  admit  that,   whatever  nis 

faults,  he  cannot  be  called/or  niente. 

He  doei  look  a  bit  of  a  Bogey,  but  then  he 
may  prove  just  a  big  Benefactor. 

And.  if  he  should  work  onthe  chew,  kill  Corrup- 
tion, and  kick  out  the  knavish  Contractor, 

inthout  piling  PeUon  on  Ossa  (of  rates)  on 
my  back,  till  my  legs  with  Ui9  ' '  tottle  " 
limp, 

I  ihall  ^* learn  to  love  him"  as  Oiant  Benefi- 
cent, not  a  big,  blundering  Bottle-Imp  I 


OPBBJL-0OBB*8  DiABY.'—Otetto  (the  Grand 
OteUo  Company,  Limited)  was  the  feature  last 
week.  Giumra  a  stout  OteUo^  much  and 
Moor.  Mblba.  a  charming  De$demona»hjLt 
not  a  neat  part  for  her.  uufbiohb  as  lagOf 
good.  But  not  good  enough  for  him.  Sir  Dbit- 
BiOLAKUS  gives  Carmen  at  Windsor  Castle, 
before  the  QubivI  Aha  I  Where  now  is 
L^oo  Factotum  and  His  Special  Patranaged 
Royal  Box  at  the  Olympic?  Dbxtbiolaitub 
Yiotor,  with  all  the  honours. 


AT  A  RINK. 

EouiTD  and  round,  and  to  and  fro 

At  a  link, 
Pretty  girls,  with  cheeks  that  glow 

Rosy  pinlr  ; 

Graceful,  gleeful,  gliding,  go. 

Whilst  Uiey  link 
Arms  together,  like  the  flow 

Past  its  brink 
Of  a  river's  eddy—so 

Duffers  think 
They  can  glide.    See  one  start  slow. 

Shyly  shrink. 
Fearful  lest  his  end  be  woe. 

Sheepish  slink. 
Skates  on  unaooustomed  toe 

Strangely  dinkj 
Hot  and  thirsty  he  will  grow. 

Long  for  drink ; 
All  around  amusement  show. 

Laugh  and  wink. 
But  they  lodL  as  black  as  crow. 

Or  as  ink, 
If  he  fall  against  them.    Oh. 

Inatwink 
On  the  floor,  not  soft  but  low. 

SeehimslnkI 
Whilst  he  murmursgently,  **  Blow 


LodiciL  AKD  EironrB-ions.— Why  oluso^ 
(though  we  do)  to  Advertisements  of  allsw 
along  our  Railway  lines?  Surely,  whersnr 
the  Locomotive  goes,  there  is  the  venypisse 
for  puffing. 
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COHVESSATIOHAL  HUTTS  FOB  TOTTHO  SEOOTEBS. 

Ths  Shqxiho-Boqx. 
( JFith  which  i»  incorparaUd  ''  Antedotes.*') 

Lbt  us  imagine,  if  you  please,  that  the  toila  and  trampings  of  the 
day  are  oyer.  Tou  are  staying  at  a  comfortable  ooontry-house  with 
friends  whom  you  like,  ion  naye  had  a  sood  day  at  your  host's 
phcasaata  and  nis  rabbits.  Tour  shooting  nas  been  fairly  aooorate, 
not  ostentatiously  brilliant,  but  on  the  whole  satiaf  aotory.  Tou  have 
followed  out  the  mnts  given  in  my  preyioos  Chapters,  and  are  eon- 
•equently  looked  vpofo.  as  a  pleasant  fellow,  with  plenty  to  say  for 
himself.  After  tea,  in  the 
drawing-room,  you  haye 
had  an  noor  or  two  for  the 
writing  of  letters,  which 
yoa  haye  of  course  not 
written,  for  the  reading  of 
tlie  morning  papers  fiom 
LondoQ  wfaioh  you  haye 
skimmed  with  a  &int  inte- 
rest, and  for  the  forty  or 
eighty  or  one  hundred  and 
twenty  winks  in  an  arm- 
chair in  front  of  the  fire, 
which  are  by  no  means  the 
least  pleaaant  and  com- 
forting inddsnt  in  the  day's 
programme.  Yon  haye 
dreiMed  for  dinner  in  good 
time ;  jrou  haye  tied  your 
white  tie  snecomfully  '*  in 
onoe;  '*  you  haye  taken  in 
a  eharming  girl  (Eoa 
LaxKore,  let  us  sa^)  to 
dinner.  The  dinner  itself 
haa  been  good,  the  drawing- 
room  intenude  after  dinner 
has  been  jdeaaantly  yaried 
with  music,  and  the  ladies 
haye.  with  the  tact  for 
which  they  are  sometimes 
distinraished,  retired  early 
to  bea-rooms,  where  it  is 
balieyed  they  spend  hours 
in  the  ecmfaing  of  their 
beantifnl  hair,  and  the 
interchange  <rf  ^[oesip.  You 
are  in  hi?  h  spirits.  You 
thinkt  inaJsed  you  are  sure 
(and  again,  on  thinking  it 
well  oyer,  not  quite  sosore), 
that  the  adorable  Rosi 
looked  kindly  upon  yon  as 
she  said  good-night,  and 
aUowed  her  j^retty  little 
hand  to  linger  my  our  own 
while  you  assured  her  that 
to-morrow  you  would  get 
for  her  the  pinion-feather 
of  a  woodcock,  or  die  in  the 
attempt  You  are  now 
arrayed  in  your  amdking- 
coat  (the  black  with  the 
red  silk-facings),  and  your 
yelyet  slippera  with  your 
initials  winked  in  gold — 
a  Inrthday  present  izom 
your  sister.  All  the  rest 
are,  each  after  his  own 
fashion,  similariy  attired, 
and  the  whole  male  jMtrty 
is  gathered  together  m  the  smoking-room.  There  you  sit  and  smoke 
and  diat  until  the  witching  hour  of  night,  when  eyerybody  yawns 
and  grays  men,  as  well  as  gay,  go  up  to  their  beds. 

Kow,  sinoe  you  are  an  unassuming  youngster,  and  anxious  to  learn, 
you  ask  me  nfobaUy,  how  you  axe  to  hear  yourself  in  this  important 
assembly,  what  you  are  to  speak  about,  and  how  F  The  chief  thinff , 
I  answer,  is  fio<  to  &•  a  bore.  It  is  so  easy  no<  to  be  a  bore  if  only 
70U  ^ye  a  little  thought  to  it.  Nobody  wants  to  be  a  bore.  I  cannot 
imagine  any  man  eomioiously  inourrhi|r  the  execration  of  his  f ellow- 


QUITE    UNPARDONABLE. 

AaiiiarU  (in  his  mod  inHmuUing  manner).  "  Ik  tour  cabs,  lliDAM,  I  shoitld 

OBRTAIKLT  OOHSIOBR  FAST  OOLOURS  MOST  SUITABLX."       RESULT  1 


yet  there  exist  innomeraUe  bores  scattered  through  the 

length  and  madth  of  our  happy  oonntry,  and  carrying  on  their 
dismal  business  with  an  almost  malignant  persistenoy.  Longwinded- 
ness,  poB^ositi'.  the  exaggeration  of  pet^triyialities,  the  irresistible 
desire  to  magnuy  one's  own  wxotehed  Uttle  achieyements,  to  pose  as 


the  little  hero  of  insignifioant  adyentnres,  and  to  relate  them  to  the 
whole  world  in  eyery  dull  detail,  regardless  of  the  right  of  other  men 
to  get  an  occasional  word  in  edgewise— these  are  the  true  marks  of 
the  genuine  bore.  He  most  know  that  you  take  no  interest  in  him 
or  his  story.  Eyen  if  you  did.  his  manner  of  telling  it  would  flatten 
you,  yet  he  fascinates  you  with  that  glassy  stare,  that  self-conscious 
and  self -admiring  smirk,  and  distils  nis  tale  into  your  ears  at  the 
yery  moment  when  you  are  burning  to  talk  oyer  old  College-days 
with  Chalxxbs,  or  to  discuss  an  article  in  the  Field  with  Shabsack. 
I  remember  once  finding  myself,  by  some  freak  of  mocking  destiny, 
in  a  house  in  which  iuH>  bores  had  established  fortified  camps.  On 
the  first  night,  we  all  became  so  dazed  with  intolerable  dulness,  that 

our  powers  of  resistance 
faded  away  to  the  yamsh- 
ing  point.  Both  bores 
sallied  out  from  their  ram- 
parts, laid  our  little  pos- 
sessions waste,  and  led, 
each  his  tale  of  eaptiyes 
back  with  him,  gaffged. 
bound,  and  incapable  ox 
struggle. 
So  next  day,  when  the  aociis- 

tomedtndn 
Of  thin^  grew  round  our  sense 

agam, 
we  agreed  together,  those 
of  us,  I  mean,  who  had  suf- 
fered on  the  inrerious  night, 
that  something  must  be 
done.  What  it  was  to  be 
we  oonldnot  at  first  decide. 
We  should  haye  preferred 
'*  something  lingering,  with 
boiling  oil  in  it, ' '  but  at  last 
we  decided  on  the  brilliant 
suggestion  of  Shabsace, 
who  was  of  the  party,  that 
we  ahould  endiMiyour  by 
some  means  or  other  to 
bring  the  two  bores,  as  it 
were,  face  to  face  in  a  kind 
of  boring -competition  in 
thesmoking-room  thatyery 
night,  to  engage  them  in 
wmare  againm  one  ano- 
ther and  ourselyes  to  sit 
by  and  watch  them  mu- 
tually extinguishing  one 
another ;  a  rmlt  that,  we 
were  certain,  could  not  fail 
to  be  brouffht  about,  owing 
to  the  deadly  nature  of  the 
weapons  with  which  each 
was  prorided.  Both  the 
bores,  I  may  obserye,  shot 
execrably  during  the  day. 
In  the  eyening,  after  a 
short  preliminary  skirmish, 
from  which  Shabback  the 
hussar  extricated  us  with 
but  little  loss,  that  which 
we  desired  came  to  pass. 
It  was  a  terrible  spectacle. 
In  a  moment  both  these 
magnificent  animals,  their 
bristles  erect,  and  all  their 
tusks  flashing  fleroely  in 
the  lamp-light,  were  looked 
inthedoath-srapple.  Eyery 
detail  of  the  memorable 
struggle  is  indelibly  burnt 
into  my  brain.  Eyen  at  this  distance  of  time,  I  can  remember 
how  we  all  looked  on,  silent,  awestruck,  fascinated,  as  the  dreadful 
fight  proceeded  to  iU  ineriUble  dose.  For  the  benefit  of  others,  let 
me  attempt  to  describe  it  in  the  appropriate  language  of  the  Ring. 

Gbiat  Fight  Birwmr  thb  Kbhtish  Pbosxr  ahb  thx 
Hampshibb  Duixabd, 

Itound  /.—Both  men  adyanoed,  confident,  but  cautious.  After 
sparring  rf or  an  opening,  the  Proser  landed  lightly  on  the  jaw 
with,—-*'  When  the  Duke  of  Dabhbvbt  did  me  the  hononr  to  aak 
me  to  his  Grace's  noble  deer-forest''  He  ducked  to  ayoid  the 
return,  but  the  Hampshire  Champion  would  not  be  denied,  and 
plaoed  two  heayy  fish-stories  fair  in  the  bread-basket  The  Froeer 
swung  round  a  rioious  right-hander  anecdote  about  a  stag  shot 
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THE   SERPENTS  TOOTH. 

**  Dinil'r  I  8KND  'IM  TO  HSTOK  AN*  HOXFOBD  ?  DiDN'T  I  UND  'iM  INTO  THB  HaBKT, 
ALONG  O'  tOMI  O*  THS  BIOOSST  NOBS  IN  ALL  HXNGLAND,  WITH  AK  ALLOWANOX  FIT  FOE  A 
TOUNO  HSARL  ?  AND  WHAT  'B  THB  HUPSHOT  OF  IT  ALL  ?  WhT,  HB  0ITB8  DlNNBBB  TO 
DOOKS  AND  ROTAL  IgHNXSSXB,  AN*  DON'T  ETKN  HABSK  'IS  POBX  OLD  FATHER  TO  MBBT  'BM. 
'IOHNX88B8,  INDXBD  t  I  0017LD  BITT  UP  THB  'OLX  BLBSSBD  LOT  1  AND,  WEAT  *3  MOttM,  I 
W0ULD2fT  MIND  TtLmf  'MM  80  TO  TBMIR  FAOES,  FOR  TWO  Pimi-^AHl  JUST  A3  §00M  AS 
LOOK  AT  'MM^AND  *M  KNOWS  JTt" 


at  250  yards,  but  the  blow  fell  short,  and  he 
was  fairly  staffgered  hj  two  in  lacoession 
(*'  the  tree-climbing  rabbit,"  and  "the  Mar- 
qnis  of  Dullfisld'b  gaiters"),  deliyered 
straight  on  the  month.  First  blood  for  the 
Dullard.  After  some  hard  exchanges  they 
dosed,  and  fell,  the  Dollard  underneath. 

Hound  IL  —  Both  blowing  a  good  deal. 
The.Proser  put  up  his  Dukes,  and  let  fly 
with  both  of  them,  oneiafter  another,  at  the 
Dullard's  conk,  drawing  olaret  profusely. 
Nothing  daunted,  the  Dollard  watched  his 
opportunity,  and  deliyered  a  flrst-class  Boyal 
ranee  on  the  Proser's  right  eye,  half  dosing 
that  optic.  The  men  now  dosed,  but  broke 
away  again  almost  directly,  borne  smart 
fibbing,  in  which  neither  could  daim  an 
advantage,  ensued.  The  round  was^broujfht 
to  a  dose  by  some  rapid  exchan^|es,  after 
which  the  Proser  went  down.  Betting  6  to  4 
on  the  Dullard. 

Botmd  IIL,  and .  lati,  —  Proser's  right 
pee|per  badly  swollen,  the  Dullard  goiy,  and 
a  bit  gtogf^t  but  still  smiling.  Proser  opened 
with  a  nooohet,  which  did  great  execution, 
but  was  countered  heayily  when  he  at- 
tempted to  repeat  the  trick,  the  Dullard  all 
but  Knocking  him  off  his  legs  with  a  fifty- 
pound  salmon.    After  some  slight  exchanges 


they  began  a  hammer-and-tongs  game,  in 
which  Proser  scored  heayily.  Dullard,  how- 
eyer,  pulled  himself  toffether  for  a  final  rush. 
They  met  in  the  middle  of  the  ring,  and 
both  feU  heavily.  As  neither  was  aole  to 
rise,  the  fight  was  drawn.  Both  men  were 
heavily  damaged,  and  were  carried  away  with 
their  jaws  broken. 

There  you  have  the  story,  llie  actual 
result  was  that  these  two  ponderous  bores  all 
but  did  one  another  to  death.  So  exhausted 
were  they  by  ^e  terrible  confiict,  that  our 
comfort  was  not  win  diiturbed  by  them 
durinff  this  psrticular  visit.  We  were  lucky, 
thougn  at  first  we  scarcdy  saw  it,  in  getting 
two  evenly  matched  ironclad  bores  together. 
If  we  had  had  only  one,  the  matter  would 
have  been  far  more  difficult. 


Undecided. 


GoosKT,  GKxMe,  Uffanda, 
With  whom  will  you  wander. 

With  the  English,  with  the  French  P 
Or  with  Kmg  MwAiroAf 

Abvigb  Geatib  (&k  a  Bill  Poiier).— "In- 
vest all  your  savings  in  hoardings." 


THE  COMPLIMENT  OP  COIN. 

{An&iradfixm  Mr.  Puneh'iPurOflmagimmnf 

ConvgnaUoHS,) 
Scxra— ifitsrtbr  of  a  Palace.     En^enr  mmd 
Empress  di$eovereddi»cusmnfftkefwmtr$ 
tour  m  foreign  parity 

Emperor  (JUtiik^  a  good  tiorv).  So  aits 
I  had  made  a  hearty  meal  off  thebnad-rad- 
milk,  I  gave  the  eld  woman  a  note  for  nve 
thousand  thalers,  and  told  her  to  buy  a  Ifaee- 
sous  portrait  of  myself  so  that  she  might  bss 
the£lovereign  that  she  had  saved  from  atarva- 
tion.   HaThal  hal    Wasn't  it  aaniflinff  f 

J^l)r«sff  (smtKn^).  Yery.dear;  Vatwaan^ 
it  a  little  expensive  P  Surely  you  oovld  bav<e 
got  the  brsad-and-milk  for  a  smallar  sum? 

Emperor,  Of  course  IJeooldl  Bat  then, 
don't  you  see,  it  made  me  !popalar.  It 'a  in 
all  the  papers,  and  reads  splendidly  t 

Emmreu,  YesL  of  course,  dear.  Bf  fke 
way,  I  found  this  vohima  inroducmp  heek 
hound  in  velvet  with  real  gold  e2ai|M)  in  joar 
overcoat.    May  I  peep  into  it  P 

Emveror  {doMMif).  I  doa*t  Hiink  yea 
will  find  it  particularly  intereatiaff .  I  lutve 
just  jotted  down  my  netty  cash  disbazaeaiaBtL 

Emprue  {opening  ooei  and  glancing  at  eon- 
tents).  Dear  mel  Why  the  total  amouilB  to 
£15.0001    I  see  it's  put  in  AigUsh  noney. 

Emperor.  Tes,  it  saves  troaUe.  whea 
I  am  travdling  I  get  rathar  oonfnaed  with 
all  coinage  save  that  of  Mofliar's  Fatbariaad. 

Empreu.  But  auely  £15,000  ia  a  lot  to 
expend  upon  extras  P 

X!m|Mror.  Depends  on  the  view  yoa  take  «f 
things.    I  had  a  lot  of  things  to  bay. 

Empreu.  But  sorely  iMs mut  be  wvongP 
Shoeblack  fifty  guineas  I 

Emperor  (Rgltlg).  Ko.  I  think  tiiat'a  all 
right  Tou  see,  tJie  fellow,  after  hB  had 
cleaned  my  boots,  suddenly  xeoognised  me, 
called  me  Sire,  and  sang  ttie  **  WTaeki  am 
EheinJ*  I  cooldn't,  after  that,  give  him  leas. 

Emnrese.  Wdl,  you  know  beft,  dear ;  hot 
I  should  have  thought  you  ooold  have  get 
your  boots  deaned  for  rather  less] 

Emperor.  Possibly;  but  I  should  have  lost 
the  story.    And  you  know  it  reads  ao  wdL 

Empreu.  And  here 's  anotiier  rather  big 
item.     £800  for  a  Lcodon  oabman  1 

Emperor.  I  consider  <Aa<  the  oheapeat  itoa 
in  the  lot.    He  wanted  mere  1 

Empreu.  And  here  are  several  'iteaBB  «f 
sevenfy  pounds  apiece.    What  were  iham  forP 

Emperor.  Oh,  nothinr  in  partioolar.  lHUSiM 

rl  picked  up  my  handkerchief,  and  a  littls 
.  jy  wed  mefor  a  kite.  Was  obliged  to  givs 
them  each  a  bundle  d  tenners.  Itwouldhave 
been  so  mean  if  I  had  given  them  less.  Bat 
there,  I  told  you  you  wouldn't  find  the  hook 
at  all  interesting.  If  you  will  paaa  it  to  me, 
I  will  look  it  up. 

Emprui.  Oh,  certainly,  dear.  (Mmbi^ 
volume.)  And  now,  darung,  I  am  going  to 
ask  you  a  favour.    Tou  never  saw  aaeh  a  pet 

of  a  coronet  as  they  have  at  Von -*a. 

Nowlwantyou  to  buy  it  lor  me^artieiilaziy. 

Emperor  \embarraued).  Gertnnh%  dear— 
bntyou  know,  we  are  not  too  weE  off. 

JBmpreu.    Oh,  but  it  is  simply  ohi^. 
Rubies  round  the  edge,  and  a  crosa  of 
liants  and  emeralds.    And,  really,  ao 
They  only  want  £100^000  for  it  I 

Emperor.  Yery  moe  indeed;  hot  jnat  at 
this  moment  it  would  be  a  little  ineon^ 
to  prodnoe  so  large  a  sum. 

En^^reu.  Large  sum!     Why,  the 
alone  are  worth  all  the  money. 

Emperor.  Yes,  I  know,  dear.  And  now  I 
must  hurry  away;   duty,  my  love, 
before  pleasure.    Bee  you  soon. 
lExit   kmriedlg,   to    attend 
In  the  meamokHe,  Coronet 
thejeweller^i  ehop^window.    CWiam. 


ffy 


264 


PUNCH,  OS  THB  LONDON  CHABIVABI. 


[DaoooiB  8,  1891 


AN   EVENING   FROM   HOME. 


Thbu  lued  to  appear  dailsr— and  it  may  be  appearing  daily  now, 
for  aught  I  know,  omr,  speaking  on  oath,  I  haven't  lately,  noticed 


it— a  question  addressed 
hj'EYeryhodjm  General, 
or  by  Nobodf  in  Particu- 
lar to  Everybody  Else, 
which  took  this  form: 
"Where  shall  we  dine 
to-day?"  I  forget  what 
the  answer  was,  but,  as 
a  rule,  the  domestioated 
man,  with  a  good  oook 
in  his  own  kitchen, 
could  answer  it  off- 
hand by  saying  to  him- 
self, ** '  Where  shall  we 
dine  to-dayP'  Why,  at 
home,  of  course — where 
better  P— and  catch  me 
moyinff  out  afterwards." 
But,  if  he  were  contem- 
plating the  unpleasant 
certainty  of  haying  post- 

grandiaUy  to  leave   his 
earth  and  home  in  order 
to    yisit    some    theatre, 
opera,  or  concert,  then  it 
might  occur  to  him  that 
he   could  do  the  thing 
well,  and  give  his  partr 
a  novel  treat,  if,  in  Frencn 
fashion,    he  took    them 
somewhere  to  dine,  pre- 
vious to  doing  their  day. 
Thus  it  occumd  to  Yours 
truly,  Y  Ti-BuLLUS  Bib- 
TTLUS,  a  day  or  tiro  aro, 
when,    dressed    in     his 
classical  evening  Togarjii 
in  a  Cfurrus  Fuleher  (with 
a  Cursor  aloii(rside  antici- 
pating cfoiMirti,  and  rii^- 
ing  the  sharp  rebuke  of  a 
probable    Cursor    inside 
the  vehicle)  he  was  pass- 
ing   the    Oxford  Music 
Hall,  and  a  brightly  decorated  Eestauration  caught  his  observant 
eye.    Was  it  new,  or  was  it  a  Restauration  restored  P    Its  name,  in 
large  letters,  **  Fhascati."    This  seemed  at  once  to  lend  itself  to  a 
familiar  jingle,  and  I  found  myself  humming,— 
Oh,  did  you  never  hear  of  Fnacati  ? 
'TiB  not  &r  from  Rome,  eh,  my  hearty  ? 
The  place  looks  so  fine, 
I  will  there  ^o  and  dine, 
And  I  'U  bring  with  me  all  of  my  party ! 

Horatian  Inspiration  I  I  like  to  find  out  a  new  dining-place. 
Years  ago,  by  tlie  merest  accident  sailing  north,  I  discovered  the 
Holbom.  and,  sinoe  then,  how  many  have  not  blessed  the  Colum- 
bus Holbomius  P  I  do  not  ask  how  many  have  done  so.  **  That 
is  another  story."  Since  then,  the  taste  for  dining  domestically 
awa^  from  home  has  come  considerably  into  fashion.  The  Ladies 
like  it,  and  the  Law  allows  it.  (Quotation  from  MereJiant  of  Venice 
adapted  to  occasion— Restaurant  edition — Portia  for  two.)  It  is  a 
cheerful  change,  it  assists  the  circulation  of  coin,  it  is  an  aid  to  the 
solution  of  the  problems  of  Bimetallism,  it  rejuvenesoes  the  home- 
fire-sider,  it  developes  ideas,  restores  the  balance  of  temper ;  and,  if 
only  the  dinner  be  ^ood,  everybody  goes  awa^  delighted,--^est8  are 
satisfied,  the  host  is  pleased,  the  waiter  snules  on  the  tipper,  the 
tipper  on  the  manager,  the  mana^r  on  the  proprietor,  and  all  is  Joy 
and  Junketing  I  Judge  my  surprise,  when  to  me,  Tibullus.  entering 
Frasoati,  and  as  Cicerone^  informing  mv  friends  (ail  eager  and  hungry, 
and  therefore  unwilling  to  dispute)  now  Frascati  was  the  ancient 
Tusoulum,  a  well-known  face  appears  welcoming  us  with  smiles. 
It  is  Signer  Hamfi,  better  known  as  Mr.  Elamp  of  Holbom. 
'*  Salve ! ''  quoth  I,  as  Tibullub.  '*  The  same  to  you,  Sir/'  responds 
Hakfixts.  "Now,"  said  my  friend  WAesiAFFius,  without  whom 
no  party  is  complete,  "  Now  we  shall  be  Hamp-ljr  satisfied." 

The  arrangement  of  the  Frasoati  is  a  novelty ;  it  is  all  so  open  and, 
though  there  are  plenty  of  stufl^rs  about,  not  in  the  least  stuffy.  It 
would  take  a  considerable  crowd  to  overcrowd  the  place  and  to  de- 
moralise the  troops  of  well-disciplined  waiters,  all  under  the  eye  of 
the  ever- vigilant  generalissimo  A  the  f  oroea,  who  in  his  white  waist- 
coat, black  tie,  and  frock-ooat  of  most  dedded  out  and  uncompro- 
mising oharaeter— there  is  much  in  a  frock-ooat  and  something  too  in 


"  Our  Hamp-phitryon.' 


the  wearing  of  it— is  here,  there,  and  everywhere,  and  only  waiting 
till  the  last  moment,  and  the  right  one,  when  the  banquet  is  ended,  to 
give  the  word  of  command,  "  Cnarge  1  "—and  the  charge^ (deddedly 
moderate  and  previously  named  in  the  earU  du  Jour)  ia  receiTed 
with  satisfaction  and  defrayed  wiUi  delight. 

I  have  only  one  suggestion  to  make,  and  that  affects  the  musLo  not 
the  meal.  Let  the  music  be  adapted  to  the  dishes ;  send  not  on^ 
should  the  course  of  time  be  considered  as  it  progreasea,  but  also 
the  time  of  the  course.  For  example, — ^who  that  nas  an  ear  for  mosio 
can  swallow  ovsters  deliberatelv  and  sedately  while  the  band  ii 
playing  a  mad  galop  P     Let  there  be  something  very  alow  and 

fwniseimo  for  the  hor$  tPoeuvrei :  something  gentle  and  soothing 
or  the  oysters;  there  can  be  an  indication  of  heartiness  in  the 
melody  that  ushers  in  the  souj;,  as  though  giving  it  a  warn  wel- 
come. There  should  be  a  minmng  minuet-like  movement  for  the 
etUreie,  a  sparkling  air  for  the  champagne,  and  something  robust  for 
the  joint.  A  sporting  tune  for  the  game:  sweet  melody  for  the 
sweets,  and  a  grand  and  grateful  Chorale— «  kind  of  thanksgiving 
service  as  it  were— when  the  last  crumb  and  the  last  bit  of  dieeie 
have  been  swept  avray. 

After  this  to  The  Pavilion,  in  plenty  of  time  to  hear  the  nlnqiii- 
touB  Albkrt  Chsvalieb  singing  nis  celebrated  ooster-Kmgs.  ^guK 
Costa  was  a  well-known  name  in  the  musical  world  some  years  sgo ; 
Chkvaleer  Coster  is  about  the  best-known  now.  These  ditties  sie 
uncommonly  telling :  the  music  is  so  catching  and  so  reallv  irood. 
Then  his  singing  of  we  littie  Nipper  "  on'y  so  'igh,  that  'a  all,"  hsi 
in  it  that  touch  of  nature  which  makesyou  drop  the  silent  tear  and 
pretend  you  are  blowing  your  nose.  Capital  entertainment  at  the 
*'  Pav."  Ingress  and  egress  is  not  difficult,  and  the  place  doesnt 
become  inconvenienUy  hot.  The  sweet  singer  with  the  poetic  nsme 
of  HsBBBBi  Campbxll  is  very  funny ;  which  indeed  he  would  be. 
even  if  he  never  opened  his  moutii.  Such  a  low  comedian^s  '  *  mug ! " 
But  of  all  the  pretty  things  to  be  seen  in  its  perfection  here  (I 
have  seen  it  elMwhere,  and  was  not  so  struck  by  it)  is  the  Skirt 
Dance.  It  is  **real  elegant,"  graceful,  and  picturesque.  What  a 
change  has  come  over 
the  Music-hall  enter- 
tainment sinoe — since 
— "  since  even  J  was  a 
boy!"  says  the  Acting 
Manager,  Mr.  Edwabd 
SwAWBOBOUOH,— ever- 
green in  the  true  sense 
of  the  word.  A  vast 
improvement,  no  doubt 
of  it  But,  with  such 
good  amusement  for 
tne  public,  why  on 
earth  do  the  Music- 
HaUs  want  to  do 
''DramaticSketches"P 
And,  if  they  do  them, 
then,  judging  by  what 
Isawataie^*Pav,"I 
am  fain  to  ask  again, 
why,  in  the  name  of 
Sbuocspsasx,  and  the 
musical  glasses, 
should  the  theatres 
object  P 

I)oes  anyone  seri- 
ously think  that 
Othello  or  King  Lear 
is  wanted  at  the  Music- 
Halls,  or  that  Shbbi- 
dan'8  School  for  Sean' 
dal  wouldn't  empty 
any  Music-Hall  of  its 
patrons  P  It  is  the 
''variety"  which  is 
the  charm  of  the 
Music-hall  show,  and 
if  any  one  part  of  the 
variety  show  is  a  bit 
too  long— longer  let  us 
sav,  than  the  time  it 
takes  to  smoke  one- 
eighth  of  a  fair-sized 
cigar  and  to  drink  half 
a  glass  of  something  according  to  taste— then  the  andienoe  will  prst^ 
plainly  express  what  thejf  understand  by  Variety,  ^at  <Asy  have 
paid  to  see,  and  what  thev  mean  to  have  for  tiieir  money ;  and  if  they 
don't^get  it  there,  they  'U  jro  somewhere  else  where  it  will  be  gifn 
them.  The  summing-up,  GenUemen,  is  that,  if  yon  want  a  pleasant 
evening,  you  oan*t  do  better  than  ^e  at  Frascati  and  aftowaidi 
patromse  the  **  Pav."    Such  is  the  opinion  of    Y  Ti-Binjum  Bib. 


**  Up  I  came  with  my  little  lot ! " 


(^  HOTICS.— Bideoted  Cemmunieatlons  or  Contributions,  whether  Ml,  Printed  Matter,  ]>rawinga,  or  Piotwsa  ot  any  dseor^tioa,  wik 
in  no  ease  be  returned,  not  ena  when  aoooBDaaisd  br  a  Btamnad  and  Addressed  XnvsIoDe.  Oovar.  or  Wrapper,    iQ  tUa  rate 
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COHTEBSATIOITAL  EIHTS  FOE  TOTJVO  iSEOOTEBS. 

Th£^Smoxiho-Roo]C  [continued). 

I  xiT  aasame,  that  after  the  terrible  example  given  in  my  last 
chapter,  yon  have  firmly  made  up  jonr  mind  nerer  on  any  aoooont 
to  take  Berrioe  in  the  great  armv  of  bores.  But  this  determination 
is  not  all  that  is  necessary.  A  man  must  constantly  keep  a  strict 
iruard  on  himself,  lest  he  should  nnconsciondy  deviate  even  for  a 
few  minutes  into  the  regions  of  boredom.  Whatever  you  do,  let 
nothing  tempt  you  to  relate  more  than  once  anv  grievance  you  may 
have.  Nothing  of  course  is  more  poisonous  to  tne  aggrieved  one  than 
to  stifle  his  grievance  absolutely.  Once,  and  once  only,  he  may 
produce  it  to  his  friends.  I  shall  be  blamed,  perhaps,  for  making 
even  this  slight  concession.  Please  be  careiul,  therefore,  not  to 
abuse  it.  Is  there  in  the  whole  world  a  more  ridiculous  sight  than  a 
strong,  healthy,  well-fed  sportunan  who  wearies  his  companions  one 
after  another  with  the  depressing  recital  of  his  ill-luok,  or  of  the 
dastardly  behaviour  of  the  head-keeper  in  not  stopping  the  whole 
party  for  half  an  hour  to  search  for  an  imaginary  bird,  which  is 
Bujpposed  to  have  fallen  stone-dead  somewhere  or  other ;  or  of  the 
imouities  of  the  man  from  whom  he  bought  his  cartridges  in  not 
loading  them  with  the  right  charge ;  or  any  of  the  hundred  incon- 
veniences and  injuries  to  which  sportsmen  are  liable.  All  these 
things  may  be  as  he  says  they  are.  He  may  be  the  most  unf  ortunato, 
the  most  unjustly  treated  of  msnkind.  But 
why  insist  upon  it  Y  Why  check  the  current 
of  sympathy  by  the  dam  of  constant  repe- 
tition P  And,  after  all,  ^  how  trivial  and 
absurd  the  whole  thing  is!  Even  a  man 
whoee  career  has  been  ruined  by  malicious 
persecution  will  be  avoided  like  a  pest  if  it 
IS  known  that  he  dins  the  account  of  his 
wrongs  into  everyone's  ears.  How,  then, 
shall  the  sufferer  by  the  petty  injuries  of 
ordinary  sport  be  listened  to  with  patience  h 
Of  all  bores,  the  grievancemonger  is  the 
fiercest  and  worst.  Lay  this  great  truth 
by  in  your  memory,  and  be  mindful  of 
it  in  more  important  matters  than  sport 
when  the  occasion  arises. 

I  have  been  asked  to  say,  whether  a  man 
may  abuse  his  gun  P  I  reply  emphatically, 
no.  A  gun  is  not  a  mere  oroinarv  machine. 
Its  beautiful  arrangement  of  locks,  and 
springs,  and  catohes,  and  bolts,  and  pins, 
and  screws,  its  unaccountable  perversities, 
its  oocasi(mal  fits  of  sulkiness,  its  lovelv 
brown  complexion,  and  its  cspacity  both 
for  kicldnc[  and  for  smoking,  all  prove  that 
a  gun  is  in  realit]r  a  sennent  being  of  a 
very  high  order  of  intelligence.  Tou  may 
be  quite  certain  that  if  you  abuse  your 
sun,  even  when  you  may  imagine  it  to  be 
far  out  of  earshot,  comfortably  cleaned  and 
put  to  roost  on  its  rack,  your  gun  will  re- 
sent it.  Why  are  most  sportsmen  so  silent,  so  dUtraiU  at  break- 
fast P  Why  do  they  dally  with  a  scrap  of  nsh,  and  linger  over  the 
cooflumption  oi  a  small  kidney,  and  drink  great  draughts  of  tea 
to  restore  their  equilibriumP  If  you  ask  them,  they  will  tell  you 
that  it 's  because  they're  *' just  a  bit  chippy,"  owing  to  sitting  ud 
lato,  or  smoking  too  much,  or  forgetting  to  drink  a  whiskey  ana 
soda  before  they  went  to  bed.  I  Imow  oettor.  It  is  because  they 
incautiously  8p(»e  evil  of  their  guns,  and  their  guns  retaliated  by 
haunting  their  sleep.  I  know  guns  nave  this  power  of  projecting 
horrible  emanations  of  themselves  into  the  slumbm  of  sportsmen  who 
have  not  treated  them  as  they  deserved.  I  have  sunered  from  it 
myself.  It  was  only  last  week  that,  having  said  something  deroga- 
torv  to  the  dignity  of  my  second  gun,  I  woke  with  a  start  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  found  its  wraith  going  through  the  most 
horrible  antics  in  a  patch  of  moonlight  on  mj  bed-room  floor.  I  shot 
with  that  gun  on  the  following  day,  and  missed  nearly  everything  I 
shot  at.  Could  there  be  a  more  convincing  proof  P  Take  my  advice, 
therefore,  and  abstain  from  abusing  your  gun. 

Now  your  typical  smoking-room  conversation  ouffht  always  to 
include  the  following  subjects : — (1)  The  wrong-headed,  unpopular 
man,  whom  every  district  possesses,  and  who  is  always  at  logger- 
heads with  somebody ;  (2)  *' The  best  shot  in  England,"  who  is  to  be 
found  in  every  country-side,  and  in  whose  achievements  all  the 
sportsmen  of  his  particular  district  take  a  patriotic  pride ;  (3)  the 
folly  and  wickedness  of  those  who  talk  or  write  ignorantly  against 
any  kind  of  eport :  (4)  the  deficiency  of  hares  due  to  the  rasoaUy 
provisions  of  the  Uares  and  Babbite  Act ;  (5)  a  few  raminisoenoes. 
■lightly  glorified,  of  the  paxtioular  day^s  sport ;  and  (6)  a  proloiiged 
■rffoment  ob  the  relative  merite  of  the  old  plan  of  dioofiag  birds 
ow  dt%s,  abd  the  modtam  methods  of  walking  them  xiptxt  onving. 


These  are  not  the  onlv,  but  oerteinly  the  chief  ingrediente.    Let 
me  give  you  an  example,  drawn  from  my  note-book. 

ScEirx — Th«  Smoking-room  af^  a  Country-house  in  December.    Six 
Sportemen  in  Smoking-eoaU.    Time^  11*15  P.X. 

Firet  Sportsman  {conduding  a  harangue).  All  I  can  say  is,  I  never 
read  such  rot  in  all  my  life.  Why,  the  fellow  doesn't  know  a  gun 
from  a  cartridge-bag.  I  'm  perfectly  sick  of  reading  that  ever- 
latfCboi  rubbish  about  "pampered  minions  of  the  aristocracy 
slaughtering  the  unresisting  jpheasant  in  his  thousands  at  battues." 
I  wonder  what  the  beggars  imagine  a  rocketing  pheasant  is  like  P 
I  should  like  to  have  seen  one  of  'em  outside  Chivy  Wood  to-day. 
I  never  saw  tailor  birds  in  my  life.  Talk  of  them  being  easy ! 
Why.  a  pheasant  gets  ever  so  much  more  show  for  Ids  money  when 
he 's  Deaten  over  uie  guns.'  If  they  simply  walk  him  up,  he  hasn't 
got  a  thousand  to  one  chance.  Bah  I  {Drinks  from  a  long  glass. 
Second  Sportsman.  I  saw  in  some  paper  the  otner  day  what  the 
President  of  the  United  States  thought  about  English  battue- 
shootiug.  Seemed  to  think  we  shot  pheasante  perched  in  the  trees, 
and  went  on  to  say  that  wasn't  the  sport  for  him :  he  liked  to  ro 
after  his  game,  and  find  it  for  himseli.  Who  the  deuce  cares  if  he 
does  P  If  he  can't  talk  better  sense  than  that,  no  wonder  Clevkloti) 
beat  him  in  the  election* 

Third  Sp,  Pure  rubbish,  of  course.    Still  I  must  say,  apart  from 
pheasante,  I  like  the  old  pUn  of  letting  your  dogs  work.    It's  far 
more  sport  than  walking  up  partridges  in 
line,  or  getting  them  driven  at  you. 

First  Sp.  My  dear  feUow,  I  don't  agree 
with  you  a  bit.     In  the  first  place,  as  to 
driving— driven  birds  are  fifty  times  more 
diflioult ;  and  what 's  the  use  of  wasting 
time  with  setters  or  pointers  in  ordinary 
root-fields.    It 's  all  sentiment. 
[A  long  and  animated  discussion  eneues. 
This  particular  subject  never  fails  to 
provoke  a  tremendous  argument. 
(A  few  minutes  later.) 
Second  Sp.  (to  the  host).  What  was  the 
bag  to-day,  CHAuntBS  P 

Chalmers.  A  hundred  and  for^-five 
pheasante,  fifty-six  rabbite,  eleven  nares, 
three  pigeons,  and  a  woodcock.  We  should 
have  got  a  hundred  and  eighty  pheasante 
if  they  hadn't  dodged  us  in  the  big  wood. 
I  can't  make  out  where  they  went. 

Second  Sp.  It 's  a  deuced  difficult  wood 
to  beat,  that  is.  I  thought  we  should  have 
got  more  hares,  all  the  same. 

Chalmers.  Hares  I    I  think  I  'm  precious 
lucky  to  get  so  many  nowadays.    There 
wonM;  be  a  hare  left  in  a  year  or  two. 
{The  discussion  proceeds.) 
Third  Sp.  How 's  old  JoHinrr  Baikis 
shootingthis  year  P  I  never  sawsuch  a  chap 
for  rocketers.    Thejr  can't  escape  him. 
Chalmers.  1  asked  him  to-day,  but  he  couldn't  come.    I  think  for 
pheasante  he's  quite  the  best  shot  in  England.    Nobody  can  beat 
him  at  that  game.  . 
Fourth  Sp.  Hain't  he  got  some  row  or  other  on  with  Cklcxstdh  P 
Chalmers.  Tea.    That  makes  fourteen  rows  Crlckstdh  has  got 
going  on  all  at  once.    He  seems  to  revel  in  them.    His  latest  move 
was  to  refuse  to  pay  tithe,  and  when  the  parson  levied  a  distress,  he 
made  all  his  tenants  drunk  and  walked  at  their  head  blowinga post- 
honL    He 's  as  mad  as  a  hatter. 

So  there  you  have  a  sample  conversation,  sketched  in  outline. 
Tou  will  find  it  accurate  enough.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  select  for 
yourself  the  part  you  mean  to  play  in  it. 

Something  to  Live  For. 
(From  the  literary  Club  Smoking-room.) 

Cynicus.  I  'm  waiting  till  my  friends  are  dead,  in  order  to  write  My 

Reminiscences  P 
Amicus.  Ah,  but  remember,  "  De  mortuis  nH  nisi  &ontim." 
Cynicus.  Quite  so.     I  shall  tell  nothing  but  exceedingly  good 

stones  about  them.    

So  Lms  Her  I—"  I  can  never  trust  him,"  said  Mrs.  R.,  alluding 
to  a  friend  of  hers,  who  considered  himself  well  up  in  8e4JC8FEAbx, 
*'  because  I  've  found  out  before  now  that  he  gargles  his  quo- 
tations." 

srrby^^UUVlt: 

Note.—**  The  Man  who  Would,"  wiU  appear  next  week.    ^  17. 
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THE  RHODES  COLOSSUS. 

["  tfr.  Rhodbs  aimomiosd  that  it  was  hit  intention,  either  with  the  help 
of  nil  MeudB  or  by  himaelf,  to  oontinue  the  tele|;raph  northwardi,  moron  the 
Zambesi,  through  NyaMaknd,  and  along  Lake  Tanganyika  to  Ujranda.  Nor 
i»  thia  alL  .  .  .  Thia  ooloasai  MonU  Oritto  meana  to  cross  the  Soudan  .... 
and  to  oomplete  the  orerland  telemph  line  from  Gape  Town  to  Cairo ;  that 
is,  from  England  to  the  whole  of  ner  possessions  or  colonies,  or  '  spheres  of 
influence'  in  Africa."— TA#  l%mm,] 

The  World's  Seren  Wonders  are  surely  oatahonel 

On  Marvel  World's  billows  'twill  toss  a»— 'twill  toss  ns, 
To  watoh  him.  Director  and  Statesman  in  one. 
This  Seren-Leagne-Booted  Oolossos— Colossus ! 
Combining  in  one  super- 
natural blend 
Plain     Ccnnmeroe      and 
Imagination— ^ination ; 
O'er  Anioa  striding  from 

dark  end  to  end, 
To  forward  black  emanci- 
pation—dpation. 

Brobdingfnagian  Bagman, 

big  Dreamer  of  Dreams, 

A    Titan    of    tact    and 

shrewd  trader— shrewd 

trader  I 

A  diplomat  full  offlne$»e 

and  sharp  schemes. 
With  a  touch  of  the  pious 

Crusader— Crusader  I 

A  *'  Dealer  "  with  despots, 

a  **  Squarer  "  of  Kin^, 

A  jumper  of  mountain, 

lake,  wilderness,  wady. 

And    manager  'cute    ox 

such  trouDlesQme  things 

As   LoBEZTGULA    or    the 

Mahdi  ~  the  MiLHDi. 

Well  may  Abbbcobit  won- 
der, and    FiFB    tootle 

praise. 
His  two  thousand  hearers 

raise    cheering  —  raise 

cheering. 
Of  wild  would-be  Scuttlers 

he  proves  the  mad  craze, 
And      of     Qoyemments 

prone  to  small-beering 

— small-beering. 
Sullen   Boers  may  prore 

bores  to  a  man  of  less 

tact. 
A  dufrer  funk  wiles  Por- 

tufuesv— ^tuguesy ; 
Bat  Dutoomen^  black  po- 


all 


sorts,   in 


tentates, 
fact. 

To  RHonn  the  astute 
come  quite  easy— quite 
easy. 


TOTT  0X7T  AOAIK  t     BkALLT  THOUGHT  I  SHOULD 
TOU  TO  THB  ClMBTBBT,  Sut  1 ' 


The  British  South- African  Company's  shares 
May  be  at  a  discount— (Trade-martyrs  1- trade-martyrs  I)~ 

But  he,  our  Colossus,  strides  on,  he  declares. 
Whether  with  or  without  chums  or  charters— or  charters. 

Hooray,  I    We  brave  Britons  are  still  to  the  front- 
Provided  we  've  someone  to  boss  ut— to  boss  us ; 

And  Scuttlers  will  have  their  work  cut  out  to  shunt 
This  stalwart,  far-striding  Colossus— Colossus  I 


PEACTICAL  THEOSOPHY. 

Mbb.  Bbsast  is  said  to  have  told  a  representative  of  a  daily  paper, 
that  '*  an  adept  in  Theosophy  uses  his  supernatural  powers  solely  for 
his  own  convenience,  just  as  ordinary  people  avail  Uienuelvee  of  a 
messenger,  or  the  telephone  or  telegraph." 

We  have  it  on  the  very  best  of  authority  that  the  discharge  of 
handbills  from  aerial  bombs  is  to  be  entirely  surpassed  as  a  methml  for 
advertising  a  commodity,  by  a  new  and  pretected  process. 

**  A  Company  is  being  formed."  so  runs  the  nroepectus,  "  for  the 
express  purpose  of  importing  Mahatmas  of  the  very  best  vintage 
(guaranteed  extra  see)^  direct  from  Thibet,  where  an  exceptionally 
luxuriant  crop  has  been  produced  during  past  years. 

"They  will  be  shiroed 
to  any  port  in  the  TTnitfld 
Einfaom*  and  deHvared  to 
any  addrDas^  carriajre  frc^, 
at  pricea  which  will  oom- 
piiTe  most  favourablv  wiUi 
those  q acted  by  toTdgn 
firms  far  inferior  artidefl. 

'^  The  trade  supplied  by 
special  ooutracL 

**Tbey  will  prove  invalu- 
able to  advertlsen  and 
others^ 

'*No  fatzLily  should  be 
without  one.    Order  early. 

**Tbey  can  bo  used  for 
a  variety  of  pnrposet ;  but 
they  will  be  found  most 
partioularly  aervioeaUe  for 
distribatinsr  handUlU  and 
posters,  especially  in  inao- 
cessible  places* 

**  Domestic  tsrvanU  *«- 
tir^iu  iuperieded  hy  ih^m, 

**  Prompt  and  accurate 
delivery  of  any  object  may 
be  effected  by  their  ag^ency, 
owing  to  their  marvellous 
powers  of  precipitation, 

"  Full  mfitruotions  for 
wcKrkin^,  and  instrnments 
ioTTcjt^ifinz,  supplied  with 
each  specimen. 

"Not  liable  to  get  out  of 
order. 

"  Safe  in  the  hands  of  a 
child.  Yet  they  are  not  toys. 

"Procurable  of  any  re- 
spectable Lunatic  Asylum. 

"Ask  for  Our  Brand, 
and  see  that  you  get  none 
other. 

"Beware  of  worthless 
foreign  imitations,  which 
dishonest  dealers  will  try 
to  foist  upon  you. 

"  Of  Mahatmas  young,  and 
V^l^a^Ynwf  aid. 
Of  Mahatmas   meek,    and 
bold, 


A  HEARTY  WELCOME. 

Local  Flyman  (who  al$o  offieiaUs  at  FuneraU),  "  Mobnih*,  Sib.    Guld  to  mt 


▲'  HAD    THB   H0N0T7S  OF  DrIVIK' 


Taxsb.    a  Hoabbifo  axu  Satiko  CLkTrsE.-~2propoi  of  an 
krUde  in  the  2Ym«son  this  subject,  and  a  paragraph  of  3fr.  FuneKe^ 
ast  week,  anent  "  Hoardings,'*  we  may  now  put  a  supplementary 
'     "    ~   m.  "  As  Ooremment  taxes  Savings^  would  it  not 


luestion  in  this  form.  * 

»e  quite  oonsistent  to  tax  Hi 

offioally,  be  in  the  aflSnnatiTe,  let , 
il  the  Hoardings  displaying  any 
idyertisement. 


f  "    Since  the  answer  must, 
ment  begim  at  once  with 
kind    of    hioeons    pictorial 


*'Hx  rumblea  lo  in  his  oonrersation/'  observed  Mrs.  E,  of  an 
rator  whose  sentences  were  considerably  inyolYed,  "that  I  can 
eldom  Ofttch  the  grist  cl  what  he  says." 


Of  Mahatmas  gentle,  and  Makatmas  rough, 
We  lay  long  odds  that  we  'U  leU  enough?' 

The  financial  column  of  the  Journal  of  the  Future,  we  may  expect, 
will  read  somewhat  as  follows :—"  Mahatmas  opttied  weak,  but 
slowly  advanced  a  third.  Later  they  became  stronger,  and  dosed 
firm  at  8i.    Latest— Mahatmas  fell  rapidly." 

Tempora  mutantur,  no9  et  tmUamur  in  tUii. 


Chisitt  bbodtb  Absoad.— The  following  advertisement  (which 
recently  appeared  in  the  TVmef)  has  been  sent  for  solution  :— 

ENTLEMAN,  with  knowledte  of  buanoM  and  diipoeing  of  100,000  firanes, 

if  desirous  of  REPRESENTING,  either  in  Europe,  Africa,  America,  or 

eUewhere,  a  lerioui  FIRM,  capable  of  firing  hnportant  profits.    Offers  to  be 

addressed,  &c 

,  that  "the  gentle- 
_^  anxious  to  aet  as  an 

alter  stfo  to  a  serious  (not  a  jocular)  firm  "capable  of  giving 
profits."  "Gxrtlemak"  does  not  specify  whose  profits  the 
serious  firm  is  capable  of  giving,  and  thus  it  may  be  presumed 
that  the  100,000  francs  would  form  the  capital  with  which  the 
charitable  transaction  would  be  conducted.  This  is  the  more 
probable  as  "  Gxmtlimah  "  says  he  knows  how  to  dispose  of  them« 


G 


In  reply  to  this  appeal.  Mr,  Punch  begs  to  say  \ 
man  with  knowled^  of  business  "  seems  to  be  anx 
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ALL   ROUND  THE    FAIR.* 

No.  IV. 
The  Ibish  Qilst  Babt  "  At  Hoiot" 

The  exterior  of  the  Show  t$  painted  to  represent  a  Cottage,  and  bear$ 
the  highly  improbable  name  o/ '*  Polly  0*Geaciou8,"  with  an 
even  teee  eretRble  announcement  that  this  is  the  identical  **  little 
cot  where  she  was  bom."  Inside  is  an  ordinary  tent,  with  a 
rough  platform  at  the  further  end,  whereon  is  an  empty  chair, 
at  which  a  group  of  small  Boys^  two  or  three  young  Women,  and 
some  middle-aged  Farm-labourers,  have  been,  solemnly  and 
paUenUy  staring  for  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour. 
First  Farm  Labourer  (to  Second).  I  bin  in  'ere  *boat  erf  an  hour, 

I  hey,  and  ain*t  seed  nowt  so  for  I 
Second  F.  X.  Same  'ere  I    Seems  to  take  'em  a  proper  good  time 

a-ffittin'  o'  this  'ere  baby  olaned  up ! 
First  F,  Z.  Ah,  it  do.    But  look  at  the  size  on  her  I 
Second  F.  L.  Size  I     They  oadn't  be  no 

slower  not  with  a  hellyphant  I 

IThe  tedium  is  relieved  by  a  veru  audible 
dispute  outside  between  the  Driver  of 
the  Baby*s  Caravan  and  the  Wife  of 
the  Cor^or  next  door,  who  appears 
to  have  excited  the  Driver's  displeasure 
by  consenting  to  take  the  money  in  the 
wsence  of  the  Baby* s  proprietress, 
T?ie  Driver  {with  dtgntty),  I  consider  it 

a  bloomin'  liberty,  and  a  downright  tiieoe 

of  himi^rtinenoe,  jon  oomin'  'ere  interferin' 

with  with  my  business—and  so  I  tell  yer  I 
The  Ladv  (wUh  more  dignity),  I  'mliOt~ 

taking  no  lib^es  with  nobody— she  ast  me 

to  it.  or  I  shoudn't  be  'ere — I  don't  want 

to  take  the  money,  not  without  bein'  ast  to 

do  so.    She  come  and  ast  me  to  take  her 

place  while  she  was  away,  and  in,  course  I 

wasn't  goin'  to  say  no. 
Driver.  Don't  you  tork  to  me.    I  know 

what   you  are,   puttin'   yerself    forward 

whenever  yer  can— a  goin'  tellin'  the  people 

on  the  road  as  you  was  the  Baby's  mother! 
The  Lady,  I  nerer  said  no  such  thing  I 

Why  should  I>  want  to  tell  seoh  a  stcocy 

for? 
Driver.   Arsk  yourself— not  me.     And 

p'raps  you  never  said  you  'ad  valuable  pro- 
per^ in  our  waggin'  neither. 
Lady  {apparently  cut  to  the  heart  by  this 

accusation).  It's  a  false'oodi    I  never  'ad 

no  valuable  property  in  your  wagvin',  nor 

yet  nobody  else's ;  and  I  '11  thank  you  to 

keep  your  distance,  and  not  go  raggin' 

me. 
Driver  {edging  nearer).   I'll  keep  my 

distance,    hut  don't  you  make  no  mistake 

—I  'm  not  to  be  played  with  I  ,  I  'm  sick  o' 

your  goin's  on.  And  then  {reviving  a  rank- 
ling and  mysterious  grievance)  to  think  o' 

you  a  oomin'  minoin'  up  on  the  road  with 

yer  {mimicking),   **0h,  yus^  Mrs.  Faik- 

CHILD,  there 's  a  blacksuouth  jest  across  the 

way  I  " 

nosei ,   _     ^ 

IThe  Ooxyuror^s  Lady  m  moved  to  the  verge  of  tears  and  assault,  and 
her  wrath  is  only  assuaged  by  the  arrival  of  the  missing  Pro^tri- 
etress,  who  patches  up  a  temporary  peace :  presentlythe  hangings 
at  the  back  are  parted,  and  an  immensely  stout  child,  dressed  in 
an  infanfsfi'ockf  waddles  in,  hoists  herself  on  the  platform  and 
into  the  chair,  from  which  she  regards  the  Spectators  with  stolid 
composure ;  the  small  boys  edge  back,  nudge  one  another  and 
snigger  furtively :  the  gtrls  say  *'  ^*  ^^  ' "  •••  «  •iiAi*n#r-  n^d 
a  painful  silence  follows, 


'  I "  What  call  'ad  you  got  to  shove  your 

>  in  like  that,^eh  P  you  ^re  a  interferin'  cat,  that 's  what  you  are  ^ 


*(  Cone«aled  in  each  o*  theae  small  poroels  if  a  prize 
e'  more  or  lets  value." 


Oh,  lor  I "  in  a  whisper,  and 


A  Middle-aged  Labourer  {feeling  the  awkwardness  of  the  situch- 

tion).  'Ow  old  may  you  be,  Missy  ? 
Ijie  Giant  Baby  {with  a  sntw).  Ten  I 

[She  gazes  all  round  with  the  hauteur  peculiar  to  a  phenomenon,  and 
her  visitors  are  ordy  relieved  from  the  strain  by  the  timely  appear- 
ance of  the  FxhUntor,  a  Mulatto  lady,  who  fives  a  bnrflnogra- 
phical  sketch  of  the  InfanVs  career,  with  details  of  her  weight 
and  measurements.^  Then  liiss  Pollt  sings  a  stanza  of  '*  LUtU 
Annie  Booney**  in  a  phonographic  manner,  dances  a  few 
ponderous  steps,  and  identifies  the  most  sheepish  youth  in  the 
audience — much  to  his  emharrassment^as  her  sweetheart,  after 
which  her  audience  is  permitted  to  shake  hands  with  her  and 
depart* 


A  Fbize  Lottbkt. 

A  Young  Man  m  a  light  suit,  and  a  paste  pin  in  a  dirty  whits  necktie, 

has  arrived  with  a  chest,  from  which  he  extratis  a  quantity  of 

small  parcels  in  coloured  tissue-paper. 

The  Young  Man  {as  a  group  collects  around  him).  Now*  I  'm  'ere 

to  (vfer  those  amouff  yer  who  'ave  the  courage  to  «nbark  in  speeki- 

lation  an  unrivalled  opportunity  of  enriching  themselvaB  at  next  to 

no  expense.    Concealed  in  each  o'  these  small  poroda  is  a  pise  o* 

more  or  less  value,  amongst  them  bein',  I  may  tell  ver.  two  'nndred 

threepenny  pieces,  not  to  mention  'igher  ooins  up  to  'azf  a  aoVrin. 

Mind,  I  promise  nothing— I  only  say  this :  that  thoae  who  ahow  eon- 

fidenoe  in  me  I  'U  rewam  beyond  their  utmost  expectationfl.    {Toon 

Agricultural  Labourer  in  the  cirde.)    'Ere,  you.  Sir,  'ave  yoa  ever 

seen  me  before  in  all  your  life  ? 

The  Agricultural  Labourer  {with  a  conscientious  fear  ofeommiUimg 
himself).  I  may  'ave. 
The  Young  Man.  Ton  tmi^'avel    *Ave  youP    'Ave  Z  ever  seen 
you  7    Come  now  I 

The  Agr.  L.  {eautiousfy).  I  oamH  aoawer 
fur  what  you've  seen,  Sir. 
7^  K  If.  Well,  are  you  a  friend  o' mine  ? 
The  A.  L.  {after  inward  searehimge),  Not 
as  I  'm  aweer  on. 

The  Y.  M,  Then  take  this  packet  {The 
A.  L.  grins  and  hesitates.)  Oive  me  a  penny 
for  it.  {The  A.  L.  hangs  back.)  Do  as  I 
say  !  {His  tone  is  so  peremptory  that  the 
A.  L.  hastens  to  obey,)  Now  don't  open  that 
till  I  tell  you,  and  don't  go  away — or  I 
shall  throw  the  money  after  yer.  {The  A. 
L.  refnains  in  meek  expectation  :  Old  Billt 
Fairplat,  and  a  Spotty-faced  Man,  happen 
to  pass  ;  and  join  the  group  out  of  isasoeemt 
curiosity.)  Will  you  give  me  a  penny  for 
this.  Sir?  (7b  the  Spotty-faced  One,  who 
shakes  his  head,)  To  oblige  Me  I  {This  is 
said  in  such  an  insinuating  tone^  tKat  it  is 
impossible  to  resist  him,)  Now  y<m*ve 
shown  your  confidence  in  me,  will  yoa  aptai 
that  i^aoket  and  show  the  company  what  it 
contains. 

The    Spcfty-faced    Man    {undom^    the 

packet).    There 's  nothink  imnde  o'  nxine — 

it 's  a  reg'lar  do  I  [Boars  of  laughter. 

The    Y.    M.    Quite   ri^ht— there  was 

nothink  inside  o'  thet  partickler  paeket.    I 

Sut  it  there  a-purpose,  aa  a  tert.  But  I 
on't  want  nobody  to  go  away  diaaatisfied 
with  my  manner  o'  doin'  busineaa,  and* 
though  I  ain't  promised  yer  nothinf ,  1 11 
show  yer  I'm  better  than  my  wor2,  and 
them  as  trusts  me'U  find  no  reaaon  to 
repent  of  'aving  done  so.  'Ere'a  your 
original  penny  back,  Sir,  and  one,  two, 
three  more  atop  of  that— wait,  I  ain't  doos 
with  yer  yet— 'ere 's  sixpence  more,  be- 
cause I  've  took  a  fancy  to  yer  face — and 
now  I  'ope  you  're  satisfied  I 

The  Si.-F.  M.  {in  an  explanatory  under^ 
tone  to  his  neiahbours).    I  knew  it 'a  on'y 
them  as  comes  last  thet  gits  left,  d'  yer  see ! 
[Several  bystanders  hasten  to  purchase. 
Old  Bitty  Fairplay  (tit  an  injured  tone).  There  ain't  on'y  a  three- 
penny-bit in  mine  I 

The  Y.  M.  'Ark  at  'im— there's  a  discontented  ole  josser  for  yer  I 
I  carn't  put  'arf  a  sov'rin'  in  all  o'  the  packets^  not  and  make  my 
expenses.    P'raps  you  '11  'ave  better  luck  next  time. 

[The  packets  are  in  more  demand  ihass  ever. 
The  Agr.  L.  May  I  open  tms  'ere  paoket  now.  Master  P 
The  Y,  M.  If  you  don't  tell  nobody  what  'a  in  it,  you  may.     I  Sre 
sold  as  many  as  I  keer  to  a'  ready. 

The  Agr.  L.  {opening  the  parcel,  and  flndmg  a  toy-watch  of  the 
value  of  one  farthing  sterling).  'Ere,  I  '11  give  yer  this  back — 'tain't 
no  good  to  me ! 
The  Y.  M.  {with  concern).    1  'm  reeUy  very  sorry,  Sir,  I-'ve  given 

you  a  wrong  'un  by  mistake.    I  miite  fancied  as ^Allow  me  to 

apologise,  and,  as  a  proof  I  'aven't  lost  your  good  opinion,  give  me  a 
penny  for  this  one. 

[Re  seleets  a  paeket  withgreat  earefirom  the 
The  A.  L.  Ton  don't  take  me  in  ne  moor— I  'd  ioooar  make 
present  o'  the  penny  I 

The  Y.  M.  {wounded).  Don't  talk  like  that.  Sir— you 'U  be  aony 
for  it  afterwards  1     {In  a  whimper.)    It 'a  all  right  this   time. 

The  A.  X.  I  know  as  it's  alatofio'  me  sort.  •  ••f^hewm'evBr, 


yea 
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jest  this  onoe.  ( JTIf  purehaua  anoiher  foek^t^  and  %a  rnoartM  by 
an  eyefUuM.  eomtrueted  (^cardboard  ana  coloured  gelatine,  ufhteh  Xe 
ftmg$  tnto  the  cireU  in  afinry,)  'Tis  nobbat  a  danied  iwindle^and 
I  'to  done  wi'  jjrel    Ye're  all  a  paok  o'  roguaa  together! 

[Bxii^  armdit  laughter  from  the  reet,  ufhoee  eo^fidenee^  however^ 
ha$  been  rewarded  by  very  eitniiar  reeulte, 
Th§  Y.  M.  He  don't  know  what  he's  lost  bygiTUi'  way  to  his 
narsty  temper— but  there,  I  forgiye  'im  I  {He  hegine  to  replace  the 
remaming  pareele  in  the  chest :  one  packet  eeeapes  hie  notice,  and  ie 
imtantly  pounced  upon  by  a  eharv,  but  jpennHeee  urchin,)  Kow, 
"■    "  I'm  'ere  reppersentiir 


many  inoor  wiepe^  'lis  numej,.far  sartinl . ,  •  iRemoves  the  laet 
wrapping.  Kawthea  bat  a  tillj  owld  ooogh-drop  I  {Be  taU§  afUr 
the  Yonnc  Man,  who  ie  retreatmf^  with  M]^  FjlIRPLAT,  and  hit  tpoity 
friend.)  !'▼•  a  blamed  good  mind  to  'aye  th'  Lar  on  y?  fuu  that, 
1  htr-^  ohatin'  foaka  i'  seoh  a  way  I    Why  don't  ye  act  honest  Y 

[Is  left  maeticating  the  cough-lozenge  in  epeechles*  indignation. 


"THE  SmS  OP  SOCIETT/' 

EsiD  yesterday,  in  the  Fortnightly^  this  article  by  OuiDi.. 
Besol^^d  to  follow  her  teaohings  at  onoe.  Changed  my  "  frightful, 
grotesqne,  and  disgraoefol  male  costume  "  for  the  most  pieturesoue 
garmentsl  had— a Idlt,  a  Uue  blazer,  and  a  yellow  turban,  whi<^  I 
onoe  wore  at  a  f  anoy  dress  ball.  Then  strolled  along  PiooadiUy  to 
the  Olub.  Bather  oooL  Haying  abandoned  "  the  most  ynlgar  form 
of  stlutatien,  the  shake-hands,"  bowed  distantly  to  seyraal  men 
I  had  known  for  yeare—but  they  looked  another  way.  Metapolioe- 
man.  '*  Hulle ! "  he  said.  **  Come  out  o'  that!  Your  place  is  in 
the  road."  He  mistook  me  for  a  sandwich-man !  Explained  that  I 
was  adyocating  a  new  style  of  dress.  "  Where 's  yer  trousers  ?  "  he 
asked.  '*  Trousers ! "  I  cried.  **  Why,  Ouidjl  "—but  it  was  useless 
to  explain  to  such  a  fed— so  I  left  him. 

At  the  Club,  immense  astonishment.  Again  explained.  Members 
tapped  their  foreheads,  and  said  I  had  better  see  the  Doctor.  Why  f 
Then  they  all  ayoided  me.  (hand  chance  to  show  my  ability  **  to 
support  solitude,  and  to  endure  nleuce."  Deuced  duU,  but  it  sayed 
mexrom  *' the  poisoned  atmosphere  of  crowded  rooms."  Began  to 
feel  hungry  about  lunch-time,  but  happily  remembered  that^*it  is 
not  luxury  which  is  eneryating.  it  is  oyer-eating."  Exhausted,  but 
yirtuous.  Semembered  that  I  had  to  dine  at  my  aunt's.  Awk- 
ward !  Could  I  go  in  that  dress?  She  is  so  prim,  and  so  prejudiced 
in  f ayonr  of  trousers.  Also  she  is  so  rich,  and  I  was  her  heir.  It 
needs  money  to  obtain  the  luxury  which  the  great  teacher  adyocates. 
Hurried  home,  and  put  on  hateful  eyening  dress.  Ayoided  hansoms, 
they  being  too  much  connected  with  one  '*  ugly  hurry-  skurry," 
and  droye  to  my  aunt's  in  a  damp,  dir^  four-wheeler.  Eyen  the 
new  moralist  herself  would  haye  been  satisfied  with  the  slowness  of 
that 

At  dinner  sat  between  two  charming  women,  eyidently  as  cleyer 
aa  they  were  beautifuL  Suddenly  remembered  that  we  '*  loee  thb 
subtle  and  fine  flayours  of  our  best  didiea.  because  we  consider  our- 
■elyes  obliged  to  conyerse  with  somebody,"  and  after  that  did  not 
apeak  a  word.  Qiarming  women  stared,  and  then  each  turned 
towards  me  a  beautiful  shoulder,  and  I  saw  her  face  no  more.  Was 
just  enjoying  the  flayours  when  I  recollected  that  nothing  "  can 
make  eyen  tolerable,  artistically  speaking,  the  sight  of  men  and 
women  sitting  bolt  upright  dose  together  taking  their  soup."  We 
were  Ions:  past  the  soup,  but  it  was  not  too  late.  I  left  the  table  at 
once,  uia  reclined  elegantly  on  the  floor,  with  my  plate  by  my  side. 
**  AireirsTirs,"  said  my  Aunt,  "are  you  illP"  I  shook  my  nead^ 
I  could  not  speak,  for  I  was  just  aqoying  an  unusually  subtle 
flayour.  Then  one  of  the  guests,  a  member  of  my  Club,  whispered 
to  my  aunt,  and  tapped  his  farehead.  Then  she  tapped  her  forenead. 
and  an  the  guests  tapped  their  foreheads.    I  had  flniifaed  that 

flayour,  10 1  said,  **  My  dear  Aunt,  I  am  not  mad.  I ^"    *'Then," 

paid  she,  "tou  must  be  intoxicated.  Leaye  the  house!"  And, 
with  the  butler  and  the  footmen  escorting  me  to  the  street-door,  I 
was  obliged  to  do  so.  I 

It  is  all  oyer.  I  know  that  my  Atmt  will  bequeath  her  fortune  to 
the  Soeiety  for  the  Preyention  of  Cruelty  to  Ancient  Buildings  among 
the  Jews,  out  I  am  consoled  br  the  thought  that  I,  at  least,  haye 
followed  the  noble  teaohings  of  the  New  Morality. 


**  Whkv  FoTTTfD  HAXX  A  Noix  OF."- By  CH^^in  Sodtelx,  to 
British  East  African  Co. :— **  Your  Boom  is  oetter  than  yeur  Com- 
pany.' 


OUR   BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Thx  title  of  Mr.  Cohav  Dotlx's  new  Iwdk,  Adventures  of  Sherlock 
Holmes^  is  incomplete  without  the  addition  of,  **  And  the  D.D.,  or 
Dummy  Doctor,"  who  pkys  a  part  in  the  narratiyes  analogous  to 
that  of  "  Charles,  his  Friend,"  on  the  stage.  The  book  is,  in  many 
respects,  a  thriller,  reminding  one  somewhat  of  The  Diary  of  a  Late 
F^sidan.  by  Samuel  WABUCir.  This  ydume  is  handsomely  got  up 
—too  hands(miely— and  profusely,  too  profusely,  illustrated.  For 
both  romancer  and  reader,  such  stories  are  better  un-illustrated.  A 
sensational  picture  attracts,  and  distracts,  it  this  collection  the 
Baron  can  recommend  I%e  Beryl  Coronet,  T?m  Bed-Headed  League, 
The  Copper  Beeches,  and  The  Speckled  Band.  The  best  time  for 
reading  any  one  of  these  stories  is  the  last  thing  at  night,  before 
turning  in.  "  At  such  an  hour,  try  The  Speckled  Band,  and  see 
how  you  like  it,"  says  the  Bold  Baron. 

The  Baron's  assistant  diyes  into  the  CSmstmas  Card  Basket,  and 
produces  Rapkaet.  Tuck  and  Soks.— **  Tuck,"  a  schoolword  dear  to 
^'  our  boys,"- who  lead  off  the  Chnetmas  dance.  Daintily  and  pic- 
turesquely got  up.  their  Cards  are  quite  fulL  Their  Watteau  Screens 
will  serye  as  smsJl  ornaments  afterwards.  These  "  Correct  Cards," 
with  few  exceptions,  are  net  partteularly  for  Christmas,  but  for 
all  time.    Here  's^Luck  to  Raphajel  Tuck  ! 

'*  Todgers*s  could  do  it  when  it  liked,"  and  so  can  Messrs.  HuTCHnr- 
80K  &  Co.  at  this  Fairy  Tale  time,  when  they  bring  out  three  capital 
books,  edited  by  Alfebb  H.  Milss:  i.e.,  Fifty-two  Fairy  Tales, 
Fifty-two  other  Stories  fr^Boys,  and  Fifty-two  other  Stories  for 
Otris.  Why  not  Fairy  Tales  for  ahoUday  task,  and  an  examination 
inFairy  Lore,  with  a  Fairy  Lore  Degree  for  the  successful  candidate  f 

Then  come  Blackie  axd  Sova  with  Plenty  from  Hbntt— Mr.  G*. 
A.  flxNTr— who  at  Christmas-time  is  anything  but  a  **  Non-Henty- 
ty."  Berie  the  Briton^Jh  Greek  Waters^  Condemned  as  a  mhiUst ! 
•-:*':Qoit,HBHTT!"    The  Barou  chcers  you  ouward. 

The  Thirsty  Sword, 
hf  Bobibt  I^ghtok. 
It 's  a  killing  stOTj. 

An  Old-^me  tarn, 
br  Sdoar  FiCKBBDro, 
aoout  the  adyentures 
of  Dbakb  and  Haw- 
xurs.  HAWKnrs,  ma^ 
riner,  not  Sir  'Enbt, 
the  Judge.  Kewyam. 
old  sslte— yery 


The  Bull  Calf, 
brought  out  for  Johk  a  WOR^r  TA!  T 
BuiiJuKiOK's amuse-  '^  /^^^^t-  "  AuL 
ment  at  Christmas,  and  seasonably  illustrated  by  Fbost,  is  a  queer 
sort  of  animal  of  we  Two  Macs  Donicey  breed.  Bight  for  Ndcmo 
to  haye  some  fun  at  Christmas,  according  to  old  example,  ^*Nimmo 
mortaUum  omnibus  horis  sapit," 

What 's  in  a  name  Y  not  the  first  time  this  question  has  been  asked 
and  answered— but  'tis  impossible  for  the  Baron  to  ayoid  quoting  it 
now,  when  in  consequence  of  its  title,  he  was  within  an  ace  of  putting 
aside  The  Oerm  Growers,  under  the  impression  that  it  was  a  scien- 
tific work  on  BaoUlus  and  Phylloxera.  On  taking  it  up,  howeyer, 
the  Baron  soon  became  deeply  interested,  but  was  subseouentiy 
annoyed  to  find  how  the  artful  author  had  beguiled  him  by  leading 
up  to  a  kind  of  imitation  of  the  In  hoc  Signo  vinees  legend,  and  had 
somewhat  adroitly  adapted  to  his  purpose  the  imagery  of  one  of  the 
mostpoeticand  sublime  of  ancient  Scripture  narratiyes ;  t.e.,  where  the 
project  sees  the  chariots  of  Israel  in  the  air.  One  remarkable  thing 
about  the  romance  is  tiie  absence  of  ''loye-motiye,**  and,  indeed,  the 
absence  of  all  female  interest  Here  and  there  the  Canon  writes 
carelessly,  as  instance  the  following  parsgraph  :— 

'*  Then  he  got  s  little  sku-tube  into  which  be  put  somethinj:  out  of  s 
rery  imsll  bottle,  which  ne  took  from  s  number  of  wien  wMch  Uy  tide  by 
■ide  in  s  little  ease  wbieh  he  took  ent  of  s  pocket  in  the  aide  of  the  oar." 

Apart  from  other  faults,  there  are  too  many  "  whiches  "  here,  and 
unBle  his  malignant  hero,  DavoH,  the  Canon  doesn't  seem  to  be  well 
up  in  his  "  whieh-craft"  Cleyer  Canon  Poms  must  turn  out  from 
hifl  Potteries  some  ware  superior  to  this  for  the  public  and 

^ Thi  Basov. 

BxFLBonov  nr  thi  Mjui.— You  could  haye  *'  out  the  fog,  it  was 
so  thiok|"  is  a  common  expression.  But  the  fog,  unwelcome  as  it 
always  is,  is  not  like  an  unwelcome  aoqiudntence,  who  can  be 
**out"  or  ayoided  by  tuniing  down  a  street,  or  by  pretending 
nnoonsciousness  of  his  proximify. 


QuunoK  von  a  Lioal  Exam.— If  a  farmer  uurohssed  a  good  milch 

cow  reared  at  Dorking,  what  would  be  its  (da  style)  legal  produce  ? 

Answer  or  Refoindor.—Whj,  oi  course,  some  sort  of  Surrey-butter. 
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CULTCHAH! 

Suburhan  Belle  (to  Jitr  Dreumaker),  "  Akd  I  should  likx  a  ICxdioi  Gollak  to  xt  Tia- 

OOWir.      Do  TOV  UKDBBBTAKD  f     A  MlBIOI  COLLAm— UKB  THAT  •!  THB  YbKVS  DB  MxDIOI  1  " 


"DAVY  JONES'S  LOCKEE." 

Datt  Jokss,  loquitur  .— 

*  'Fifteen  men  on  the  dead  man's  eheet.    Hey  ! 

ho.  and  a  hotUe  of  rum  P' 
Faith,  that's  a  ohoms  I  oaa  rattle  off  with 

zest.    Oratehdly  it  datters  upon  Datt's 

tym-pa-nom, 
like  a  devil's  tattoo  from  Death's  'dram  I 

Fil   Fol   Fuml    These  he  Tery  parlous 

times  for  old  legends  of  the  sea. 
YAin>iBDiGKEir  is  tahoo'd,  the  Sea  Sarpint 

is  pooh-pooh'd,  hut  'tis  plain  as  any 

pikestaff  they  oan't  disestaUish  lie  I 


Dabdt  Keptuiib  may  delight  in  the  Island 
trim  and  tight,  where  his  sea-dogs  hreed 
and  fight,  as  in  days  of  yore, 

When  old  Chaelix  uannr^s  fancy  piped 
free  songs  of  Jack  and  Nahot,  of  J^ly 
SalUat sea,  and  Old  Tarry-Breeks  ashore ; 

But  if  Britons  rule  the  wayes,  as  the  grog- 
fired  sailor  rayes,  when  he  dreams  of 
glorioos  grayee  in  the  deep  dark  main, 

Dasdt  Kxptuhx  must  allow  Datt  shasee 
his  empire  now,  or  the  Suitan  and  Htub 
Howe  haTs  gone  down  in  Tain. 

Daddt  KxPTUVi  lores  me  not  Plumped  by 
storm  or  by  shot,  my  Locker  hdd  a  lot 
in  the  days  gone  byi 


But  'tis  daily  rrowing  fuller.  Is  the  Britiih 
Tar  off  odour,  are  the  sea-dogs  slower, 
duller,  thoufrh  as  ^me  to  die  ? 

Has  Science  spoilt  their  skill,  that  their  iron 
pots  so  fill  my  old  Locker?  Howlthiill 
at  the  lumbering  crash. 

When  a-crunoh  upon  a  rock,  with  a  thun- 
dering Titan  shock,  gees  some  shapelsa 
metal  block,  to  immdrtal  smash? 

Oh  I  it's  real,  rasping  fun!  Mighty  hull, 
monster  gun,  all  are  mine  ere  all 's  done; 
and  the  millions  madly  spent 

On  a  lollopping  woUoping  kettle,  with  ten 
thousand  tons  of  metal  sink  asthelitsm 
settle,  turtle-turned,  or  .wrmched  sad 
rmt, 

To  my  rocks  and  my  ooze.  I  seem  little  liks 
to  lose  by  the  ''Frogrses''  some  abuse, 
and  the  many  eraok  up. 

Ahl  NxPTUKB,  sour  old  lad,  Datt  Jons 
maT  well  look  glad  at  the  modem  Iroa- 
dao,  and  thank  AucsxHOire  and  Kivrrl 

Science  and  SalTageP  Fudge  I  If  Jam  say 
judffe,  my  sea-depths  and  salt  sludge 
will  not  lose  by  them, 

Nxp  oalls  me  callous  mocker,  but,  aooordint 
to  my  Cocker,  I  may  laugh,  with  a  fuU 
Locker,  whilst  the  fods  eoodenuu 

Think  of  daring  the  blue  brine  with  a  disit 
of  the  Eighty-Nine,  and  "a  regular  gdd- 

.mine"  in  one  huge  blade  hulkl 

Whilst  the  lubbers  stick  to  that,  I  ebsn 
flourish  and  grow  fat  like  a  diaik  or 
ocean-rat,  though  ddKxp  may  sulk^ 

Demon-Sexton  of  the  DeepT  Hal  hal 
Hot  hoi  I  keep  myddoflioe.  Wxrei 
may  weep,  and  tne  taxpayen  moan : 

Let  the  grumblers  make  appeal  to  Emg 
Science  I  Lords  of  Steel,  Btm  Chieftsini, 
do  ye  fed  when  your  Tiotims  groan  ? 

Datt  Joiobs  is  well  content  with  Uiat  tribute 
ye  haTO  sent,  with  the  millions  ye  hsTe 
spent  just  to  glut  his  gor^ ; 

He  had  seldom  such  a  fill  in  the  days  of 
wood— and  skill— constant  sea-fi^its,  or 
the  s^  (rf  the  Royal  Oeorge. 

Gk)od  dd  false  last-oentury  Chart  t  Thoodi 
the  oonning  mi^  be  smart,  and  the 
steersman  i^y  his  part,  Palinurus-like, 

Whilst  they  trust  to  Tour  Tain  Tellum,  whiek 
is  dmoet  sure  to  sdl  'em,  cTen  Ditt 
JovBS  can  tdl  'em,  they  may  sink  or 
strike. 

Hooray.  King  Death,  hooray!  Whe  sayi 
we'Te  had  our  day!  Pass  the  rum  and 
let's  be  gay.  Not  that  "dead  man^i 
chest," 

RoBEST  Loun  grimly  sings,  like  ny 
''Looker  Chorus''^  rings  —  minghiiff 
weirdly  wedded  things— grisly  doom  sad 
jesti      ^__^^___^ 

On  an  Xriah  Landlord. 

"LoTO  thou   thy  Land!"     So  sang   the 
Jjaureate. 
Were  that  sole  Landlord   duty»   you'd 
fulfil  it  I 
But  land  makes  not  a  Land,  nor  soil  a  State. 
LoTing  your  land,  how  sullenly  you  hate— 
The  People-who  'to  to  till  it  I 
Of  the  earth,  earthy  is  that  loTe  of  soil 
Which  iot  wide-aored  wealth  will  si^  ssd 

The  somsand  sinews  of  the  thralls  of  Toil 
Churl!    Bear  a  human  heart,  a  liberal  hand! 
Then  thou  may'st  say  that  thou  dost  '*  lore 
thy  Land." 

Whut  a  Stag  has  onoe  been  uncarted,  and 
has  been  nren  so  many  minutes  law  to  get 
away,  the  Huntsman  may  oorrectly  aUuds  to 
him  as  "  The  Deer  Departed." 
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RECONCILIATION. 

{Seensfrom  that  ntw  Sanaming  Farm  "  The  Poliiieal  Bex  ami  Cms.") 

r"  Mr.  GuLDBTONB  (uTB  the  Dat/y  ChronicUy  has  effected  a  formal  reoondliation  with  the  Member 
for  Northampton.  He  Tinted  Mr.  and  Mra.  Labouchbbb,  took  tea  with  them,  and  had  a  long  and  yerj 
cordial  interriew.  8o  hs,  indeed,  as  Mr.  Labovchb&b  erer  had  anj  personal  feeling  in  referenee  to 
hia  ezoloalon  from  the  Minisdy,  it  may  be  regarded  as  dead.'*] 


Box,  Although  we  are  not  destined  to 
ooouiyy  the  Mine — ahem  I— Cabinet  Cooncil 
ChamDer— at  present,  I  don't  see  anj  neces- 
sity for  oar  cutting  each  other's  political 
throat,  Sir. 

Cox,  Not  at  alL  It 's  an  operation  that 
I  should  decidedly  object  to. 

Box,  And,  after  all,  I  'to  no  yiolent  aoi- 
mosity  airainst  you,  Sir. 

Cox,  Nor  haye  I  any  rooted  antipathy  to 
you,  Sir. 

Box.  Besides,  it  was  all— ahem  I— Mrs.— 
ahem 's  fault,  Sir  I 

Cox  {embarraued).  Well— ahem  I— my— er 
—loyalty— as  a  man  of  honour— to— er— that 
lady.  Sir,  forbids.  Sir,  my  saying,  or— er — 

permitting  to  be  nid 

[Gradually  approaehtng  chain. 

Box,  Ah,  exactly,  I  quiU  understand  that. 
The  truth  is 

Cox  (quickly),  A  most  excellent  thing,  in 
its  way.  I  always  see  it. 

Box.  Tery  well,  Sir  I 

Cox.  Yery  well.  Sir  I  [Pause. 

Box,  Take  a  little  jam.  Sir  I 

Cox,  Thank  you.  Sir  I 

[Taking  a  tpoo^fui.    Pause, 

Box,  Do  Tou  nnff ,  Sir  ? 

Cox  (modeeUy),  I  have,  in  days  gone  bj, 
done  a  little  Ncjgro  Minstrelsy. 

Box,  Thengiyeua  a  breakdown.  (Pause.) 
Well,  well,  perhaps  the  aagrestion's  a  little 
inopportane.  What  isyouropinioaof  smoking. 
Sir  r  [Produces  cigarette, 

Cex  {tartly).  I  think  it  is  a  pestilent 
practice.  Sir  I 

Box  {pj^iffina).  So  do  some  other  singular 
peofde.  Sir.  To  be  sure,  they  may  not  so 
much  object  to  it  if  the  pipes  are  not  loaded. 

Cox,  No— I  daresay  that  does  make  some  I 
difference.  I 


Box,  And  ret.  Sir,  on  the  other  hand, 
doesn't  it  strike  you,  as  rather  a  waste  of 
time,  for  people  to  keep  puffing  away  at  pipes 
(or  Proerammes)  with  nothing  in  '^m  ? 

CoxXdrily),  No,  8br— not  more  than  any 
other  harmless  recreation— such,  for  instance, 
as  posing  as  a  Party  leader,  without  any 
Party. 

Box  (aMe),  Some  of  his  own  Party  majr  be 
found  a  bit  shaky.  Next  time  I  inyite  him, 
it  may  be  to  tea— and  turn-out  I 

Cex  (aside).  Let  him  put  thai  in  his  pipe 
(or  cigarette)  and  smoke  it  I 

Box  (ahud),  WeU,  well,  now  we  so  tho- 
roughly understand  each  other,  what^-even 
Programmes— shall  part  us  P 

Gmb,  Who— eyen- ahem  I  a  certain  Party, 
shall  tear  us  asunder  P 

Box,  Cox  I 

Cox.   Box  I 
[About  to  embrace.     Box  stops^  seizes 
Cox's  hand^  and  looks  eagerly  m  his 
face. 

Box.  You  11  excuse  the  apparent  insanity 
of  the  remark,  but  the  more  I  ga^e  on  your 
features,  the  more  I  'm  ^xmyinced  that  you  'd 
neyer  be  such  a  suicidal  idiot  as  to— seek 
another  Chamber  P 

Cox  (wifikingS,  Walker  I 

Box,  Ah— tell  me— in  mercy  ten  me— haye 
you  such  a  thing  as  the  '*  Strawberry  Leayes  " 
in  your  eye  P 

Cox,  Nol 

Box,  Then  wears  brothers  I 

[They  rush  into  each  other's  arms. 

Cox.  Of  course,  we  stop  idiere  we  are  P 

Box.  Of  coursel 

Cox.  For  between  you  and  me,  I  'm  rather 
partial  to  the  House. 

Box,  So  am  I— I  fed  quite  at  home  in  it. 

Cox,  Eyerything  80  dean  and  comfortable  I 


Box,  And  I'm  sure  its  Mistress,  Mrs.— 
ahem  I— from  what  little  Vve  seen  A  her,  is 
yery  anxious  to  do  her  best. 

Cox,  So  she  is— and  I  yote,  BoXi  that  we 
stand  by  her ! 

Box.  A  greed  1  (winks).  There's  my  hand 
upon  it— join  but  yours— agree  that  the  House 
is  big  enough  to  hold  us  both,  then  Box 

Cox.  And  Cox 

^ot A.  Are  satisfied!  [Cwrtam, 

FACT,  OR  FUNK? 

Sm, — Will  you  permit  me  to  protest  against 
the  shocking  insecurity  of  life  and  property  in 
London  P  What  are  the  Police  domg  r  Only 
yesterday  I  was  walking,  m  the  middle  of  the 
day,  in  a  rather  qmet  road  in  this  suburb, 
when  a  highway  robber,  disguised  as  an 
(udinary  beggar,  asked  me  for  a  copper  I  His 
look  was  most  forbidding,  and  he  put  his 
hand  under  his  coat  in  a  way  that  conyinced 
me  he  was  about  to  draw  a  revoher !  I  at 
once  gaye  him  my  purse,  with  half-a-crown 
in  it,  which  seem^  to  pacify  him,  and  I 
am  conyinced  that  I  owe  my  life  to  my 
presence  of  mind.    The  shock,  howeyer,  has 

Suite  nrostrated  me,  and  my  medical  adyiser 
as  already  paid  me  three  visits,  on  the 
strexigth  of  it,  and  says  I  need  "careful 
watomng  for  some  time."  He  has  yery 
kindly  ^ut  off  a  holiday,  in  order  to  waton 
me,  whidi  is  suffident  to  proye  what  a 
diabolical  outrage  I  haye  been  the  yictim  of  1 

Tours,  indignantly, 
Coxynook,  Sydenham.      Tabitha  Gnuimx. 

DiAR  Mr.  PuKCH,— We  are  coming  to  a 
really  awful  state  of  things  in  the  Strand  I 
A  fnend  of  mine  (who  does  not  wish  his  name 
mentioned)  assures  me  that  he  was  proceed- 
ing from  the  Gaiety  Restaurant,  where  he 
had  been  lunching,  towards  Charing  Cross, 
when  he  was  "attadced  by  Yxbtioo"  in 
broad  day-light  t  Comment  is  needless.  If 
dangerous  foreign  bandits  like  this  Vkrxigo 
—who  from  his  name  must  be  an  Italian— are 
permitted  to  plunder  innocent  pedestrians 
with  impunity,  the  sooner  we  abolish  our 
Police  Force  and  saye  the  expense,  the  better. 
No  Alarxist. 

Dear  Ed'tor,— I  write  you  a  line  to  say 
I 'ye  jus'  been  'suited— grosdy  'suited— on 
Thames  'Bankmen'.  Walkin'  'long— quite 
shober— sud'ly  'oosted  by  man  dressed  like 
'pleeceman.  Said  **  lot  bad  krakters  about " 
—took  hold  of  my  arm— wanted  see  me  into 
cab.  I  saw  through  him  at  once.  It  was 
a  plot  I  Wanted  steal  yabblewatdi— for- 
shately  lef  watch  home.  Angry  at  not 
findin'  watch— bundled  me  into  cab  anyhow 
—fed  'f ecu  stilL  Whash  ScoUand  Yard 
'boutP  Are  spekbull  dtisens  to  be  'suited 
by  pleece — by  me'dress-li'pleece,  I  meanP 
It 's  all  true  'bout  Lunn'  bein'  most  unsafe. 
Norra  word'  of  'xagg'ration  I  Cre*  ^xperto. 
ThashLatinI— iSAoirsI'mspekball.  No  more 
now  I    He'ache.    Yours,        RvkPurch. 


Sir  Gerald  Portal. 

Of  Afric's  districts  C.  and  E., 
'Tis  dear  to  any  mortal. 

We  'ye  but  to  keep  our  Afric  key, 
And  enter  by  our  Postal. 


W^ 


Ths  following  mysterious  adyertisement  is 
cut  from  the  Qrantham  Journal  .— 

ANTED,   to  Pnrehsie,  a  HALF-LEGGED 
Horse,  firs  yoan  old,  mitablo  for  BidldiBg 
work,  about  19  hsBdi.— Address,  kc 

Is  the  horse  to  haye  two  legs  P  Not  on  all 
fours  with  nature  P  And  the  sixteen  hands  P 
Compensation  for  want  of  legs  P    Giyeitupf 
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THB  NEXT  ELECTION  PIC-NIC. 

{By  Our  Own  Frophttic  JUporUr,) 
A  FKW  A$j9  since  a  *'  Orand  Intelleotoal  F?le  "  was  giyen  hj  the 
Flower  League  in  adyanoement  of  the  Patriotic  Caose,  in  the  grounds 
of  the  Duke  of  Dxtghwatkb.  The  Railway  Companies  afforded 
unusual  facilities  for  securing  a  large  gathering,  and  there  was 
much'entiiusiasm  amongst  those  who  were  present.  To  meet  the 
requirements  of  decisions  arriyed  at  during  the  trial  of  recent 
Election  Petitions,  it  was  arranged  that  some  one  comi)etent  to 
undertake  the  task  diould  introduoe  and  explain  the  yarious  dis- 
tractions afforded  for  tiie  entertainment  of  the  yery  numerous  com- 
pany,    lir.  A.  fiBIEFLCSS, 

luNiOB,  Barrister,  of  Lon- 
don, kindly  consented  to 
act  as  lectitfer,  his  profes- 
sional engagementa  fortu- 
nately allowing  him  leisure 
to  assume  such  a  respon- 
sihility. 

The  Lecturer  said  that 
he  was  delighted  to  see  so 
large  a  gathering.  (CAaers.) 
They  quite  reminded  him 
of  the  olienta  who  thronged 
his  passage  on  the  first  day 
of  Term,  waiting  for  his 
chamher  •  doors  to  open. 
{LnughUr*)  There  was 
nothing  in  the  remark  he 
had  lust  made  to  proyoke 
merriment.  He  wished  it 
to  he  dearly  understood 
that  he  appealed  to  their 
reason.  (C%aar«.)  It  had 
heen  objected  that  some  of 
the  entertainmenta  giyen 
at  what  had  heen  called 
political  pic  -  nioa  had 
nothing  to  do  with  the 
reaaomag  f acultiea  cl  the 
spectators.  Thia  he  em- 
poatioally  denied.  {Ap^ 
tfiauaa.)  Without  wasting 
further  of  their  time— 
rJVb.fw.'"  "(?oofi/'»)- 
he  would  come  to  his  first 
iUustration— the  Bounding 
Brothers  of  Bohemia. 
{OthU  eAaarui^.)  It  was 
adrisaUe  that  the  bodies 
aa  well  aa  the  minds  of 
children  educated  by  the 
Sohool-Boards  should  re- 
oeiye  attention.  Tlieir 
bodies  ahould  be  brought 
to  aa  near  perfeotion  aa 
ppaaible :  eyary  muade 
ahould  be  breuffbt  into 
play.  To  expTain  hia 
meaning,  he  called  upon 
the  Bouttdinff  Brothera  of 
Bohemia  to  illustrate  the 
poetry  of  motion. 

Upon  thia,fiye  gentlemen 
in  ughta  (undmtood  to 
be  the  athletic  kindred  to 
wh<»n  the  Lecturer  had 
referred)  perf  owned  a  aeriea 
of  feata  w  atiength,  whidi 
included  atanding  on  one 
aaolher'a  heada,  jumping 
through  hoopa,  sm  turning  quadruple  aoBeraaulta. 

After  their  perfensancea  were  oyer  Mr.  BuxTLBS 

The  Lecturer  aaid:  He  next  wiahed  to  a^ipeal  to  their  reaacm— to 
challenge,  ao  to  apsak,  their  eenaaa  on  the  ppwar  of  fbffAgn  opinion. 
1 1  waa  aaseiied  that  aa  Knglishman  oared  onbr  for  hia  naliye  land  and 
the  Preea  appertaining  ^meCow  Now  he  (the  Laeturer)  had  the 
greatest  respect  fer  the  Engliah  P»eaa  (cAsars)  alill  ha  found  that 
aose  of  eur  foreign  eontesapcnriea  were  nearly  as  good.  ('*  M$mr^ 
JUar/")  HewnfisdtointiudueetlMSgnQraMAimiLLfram  toin 
— <M|4aiisi)  whe  had  ocasanted  to  ang  a  political  aoag  ia  Bpaaiah, 
emphaiiiiagharepiaioBa  by  a  daaee  after  eaA  wraa.  JGrmitlkurmp.) 
The  Sigaora  Mamtujjl  thea  gaye  a  lUaaeastiatieB,  which  waa 
^■aah  apiveeiated. 

Lsetarar  reaamed.    Be  aud  he  had  aot  iasolted  Omt  iatalH- 


fence  by  asking  them  if  they  understood  Spanish.  Of  oourae,  tiiey 
did.  {Loud  laughter.)  He  was  quite  sure  that  the  Signora'a  tlurd 
yerae  and  accompanying  dance  muat  haye  conyinoed  eyeryooe  of 
the  adyantagea  of  Fair  Trade.  {Laughter.)  He  aaw  no  reaaan 
for  merriment.  {Renewed  laughterA  He  had  now  come  to  tlu&t 
important  aubjeot  Bi-metalliam.  {Cheere.)  They  had  been  told 
that  whereaa  speech  was  silyer,  silence  was  golden.  {**Hear.  hear!  ") 
To  show  the  adyantage  of  silyer  (represented  by  speAoh),  the  Bine- 
eyed  Nigger  would  giye  a  natiye  song  accompanied  <m  hia  own 
banjo.    (Loud  apmUiuee.) 

The  Blue-eyed  Nigger  then  f ayoured  the  company  with  one  of  hia 
oharaoteriatio  dittiea. 

The  Lecturer  aaid  he  had 
now  to  thank  hia  audieaee 
for  their  kind  attentiaa, 
and  to  inform  them  that 
the  diaplay  of  firewuiks 
with  aet-pieeee  oooitaiiiing 
politioal  aentimenta  ap- 
pealing to  their  reaaoa, 
would  take  place  imme- 
diately. 

Shortly  afterwarda  tiie 
company  aeparated*  greatly 
pleased  with  the  rational 
entertainment  they  had 
been  inyited  to  ei^oy. 


MILITARY    EDUCATION. 

Cfeneral  "Mi.  ni  Biinooir,  whxt  n  thb  oiXBKiLL  van  ov  (UyALar  nr 
Monamx  wAmramxt** 

Mr.  de BridemiL  "Will,  I  avrroaa  to  onra  Tova  xo  what  would  onm- 
wna  an  ▲  mbeb  Tuloau  Biawl  I " 


ADAPTED  FBOK 
THE  7BESCE. 

{Being  a  J'arieiam  Fatrlim- 
meniary  Preeedure  ae 
"  She  MigU  he  Spoke  im 
JSngUnuL'*) 

Scnni— r^  Houee  of 
CommoHM  at  ^ueeHot^ 
timon  Mmietere  m  a<- 
tendanee^  exeiisd  Mem^ 
here  rejfturdmg  them 
withderuion, 

FSret  Member.  I  claim 
the  word«  Mr.  Spkajobk.  I 
would  ask  Eequire  Hax- 
cousT.  does  he  propoae  to 
make  his  Budget  popular  ? 
["  Very  uMTver^waar' 
firom  the  Oomeerwmtivee, 
jBequire  Harcowri.  Itell 
the  Hon.  Gentlemaa  tlmt 
by  such  a  question  b«  in- 
sults the  worid!  {Chaart.) 
I!f ay,  he  insolta  England ! 
[Loud  applamee^  m  which 

FSrel  Mem.  [aJUr  a 
pauee).  Still,  you  hayo  not 
anawmd  my  queatioai.  la 
your  Budget  to  benopnlar? 

Sequire  Mar.  {wih 
epirUi.  I  coninder  aoeh  a 
^ueatiflB  twise  repeated  aa 
infamy! 

SeeemdMinm.  Tbenitxa 
yon  who  are  infaaaoua  I 

71a  Speaker.  f^^aSe^ 
men,  Miniators*  do  not 
f  Otoe  me  to  put  on  my  hat— do  not  eauae  me  to  suspend  the  aitlisg. 

FtretMeau  Surely  a  ctyil  queatjon  Juaai  ffia  a  dyil  answer? 

JSequire  Maroomri.  Kei  iu  a  nation  that  baa  IM  on  tiie  fiald  of 
batUe.  iRoare  of  mjifaMss. 

Furei  Memu  {nfter  a  pauee).  And  yet  what  I  required  to  bow 
was  reaaonahle.  I  wished  to  know  y^ether  Esquizo  Bamoocwx 
proposed  to  naiM  a  pondar  Budget? 

Beauire  Sareomri.  Be  repsata  the  aaluinayt  [I^jaroor. 

jnrs<3f<m.(q^«pMat)rButkaan  no  reply  r  IraUaak 
Sir  QL4MTOXB~ia  ttm  no  rep^? 

56*  Oiadeteme  {tprmprnp  U  km  fedU  B  k  isr  the  hmmt  of 
England!    {ImmmmeJh^aea^j^Aaii  yw, Bfe, 


^^iaSSSSie 
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LADIES    IN   THE   HUNTING    FIELD. 

It  18  Thb  Opinion  of  Mr.  Phunxu  "that  ths  Paie  Sbx  »  jlll  tekt  wsll  at  ths  Covkbt  Sidk,   and  he  has  5o 

OBJSCTION  to  a  LmXX  QtJlXT  FLIRTATION  THBBX  *.    BUT  IF  A  MAN    U    XXPBOTRD    TO  GO  HANOINO  BOUND  A  GiRL  WHXN  HOUTO  ai 
RUNNING,   THE  THING  18  APT  TO  BECOME  A  DOOCB  OF  A  NUISANCB  1 " 


TAKE  CAEE  OF  THE  PENCE. 

[« A  depuUtion  of  SeamitraMei  iUt«d  tt  Weitmiiitter  Police  Court,  that 
they  make  eol^en*  clothing,  reoeiTing  for  eacli  pair  of  tromert  B^d,,  §ad  for 
each  flannel-belt,  rather  leti  than  one  penny."— i)«i/y  Faptr,] 

0  England,  yoa  boast  of  yonr  warrior  aona, 

Your  hibtory  tells  of  than,  faarless  in  strife. 
How  they  faoed  the  French  horse,  how  they  charged  Russian 

gUDS, 

So  thoughtful  of  duty,  so  careless  of  life  I 

Yon  honour  them  rightly,  but  do  not  forget 

That  economy  pleases  the  voters  as  well ; 
Each  penny  reduces  the  National  Debt ; 

Old  Ships,  as  you  know,  are  the  best  things  to  selL 

You  could  not  escape  paying  pounds  to  the  men 
Who  fought,  wearing  soles  of  brown  paper,  supplied 

In  your  wise,  frugal  way.    FoUow  precedent  then  I 
Kemember  pence  sayed,  not  your  children  who  died  I 

Though  the  men  must  be  paid,  such  expense  need  not  yez 

A  skilful  economist.    This  can  be  met. 
You  can  always  grind  pence  from  the  poor,  weaker  sex ; 

If  the  clothes  are  ill-made,  think  what  bargains  you  get  I 

Then  lavish  your  honours,  your  wealth,  on  the  brave. 
If  you  did  not,  perhaps,  scarce  a  man  would  enlist ; 

But  forget  not  the  gain  of  each  penny  you  save. 
And  starve  these  poor  Women—they  cannot  resist. 


PsAjts*  Christmas  Nmnber-'irhat  it  ought  to  be :— A  new  edition 
of  '*Hi8  Soap's  Fables^ '^^ 

Tgx  RsAL  Eneut  to  '*  The  Bia  Loat  "  (acoobding  to  John 
Binois).— The  Big  Loafer. 


QUEER  QUERIES. 

National  ABT-TBBisuEXs.— I  see  that  olQectiaas  are  being  aaie  t» ; 
liillbank  as  a  suitable  site  for  the  Picture  (Hllenr  whibhAr.  Tin , 
has  so  generously  offered  to  the  nation.  May  I  ask  whrthsr  tk 
advantages  of  the  Isle  of  Dogs  have  ever  bMn  oonsidsredf  T^ 
position  DNBinff  right  out  of  the  way  of  aaybodjr  who  oares  a  nub  k 
Art,  and  in  the  centre  of  the  river-fog  district,  so  as  to  eum  1 1 
maximum  of  ii^ury  to  the  piotures  by  damp,  its  offer  totibegeam ' 
donor  would  convincingly  demonstrate  our  Govenunenfs  ivpnoi- 
tion  of  such  patriotic  munificence.  Failing  the  lale  of  Dogs,  msid  I 
there  be  any  objection  to  Barking,  in  Uie  neighbourhood  d  ^  | 
Sewage  Outfall  f  They  are  quite  accustomed  there  to  daaliBg  lilk , 
the  predpitatioa  cl  sludge.    Perhaps  some  Art- lover  would  rw* 

CiTizBN  or  A  Rathbk  Mbab  Czrc.  | 

Householdbb's  Difficultdes.  —  Could   some  praotiAsl  Gom-' 
spondent  advise  us  as  to  what  would  be  the  best  ooorse  to  ponot 
under  the  following  awkward  oiroumatances  f    I  H  vtt  in  a  houie  a ' 
a  newly-oonstruoted  terrace,  with  very  thin   par^-waDs.   Tb| 
tenant  on  one  side  has  just  set  up  a  private  establtsIiBisnt  for  ^ 
reception  of  the  most  tnoroughly  incurable  olasi  of  insTii*^,  i^  i 
on  the  other  side  is  a  family  who  make  their  living  by  piano,  riolo. 
and  comet  performances,  at  private  houses.    I  have  asksd  the  laai- 1 
lord  to  abate  the  nuisance  by  adding  another  brick  to  ^  tidekatf ' 
of  the  walla  on  each  side ;  but  he  writes  to  me,  giving  his  addzw  tt 
the  Bankruptov  Court,  to  explain  that  the  houses  soe  not  m  eos- 
structed  as  to  Dear  the  extra  weight,  whic^  I  think  wyprobtbk 
I  would  apply  for  an  iigunotian  against  the  Maniaos.  wereilo^ 
that  their  nowlin^  are  sometimes  useful  in  drowniiiff  ihs  eoani  d 
the  constant  practising  on  the  piano.    Would  it  be  msaisxetiliii' 
by  dropping  bricks  at  midnight  down  myaeighhoiili^ehiBae!** 
What  is  the  least  term  of  Prad  Berritudettiail  oMtldfeltl  I  had 
some  of  the  Unempk^ed  to  break  into  the^muAestLimis  sad  smA 
up  the  instruments?    If  I  went  as  a  DepfttMicnftifc^fh  wAfB^^ 
m.  Afl^uiiH,  should  I  be  I£k%  to  be  oSlSmttSSBSnAf  \ 


1^  SOXIOS.— Bijeeted  Communieations  or  Co'atribudotts,  whether  MM,,  Printed  Xatter,  Brawings,  or  Pietwsa  of  aay  ^ 
in  no  ease  be  rstsmed,  not  even  when  aeeosipanisd  hf  a  Stamped  and  Addresssd  Xnvelope^  Oofiff«  er  Vismm 
there  will  be  no  szoention. 
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THE    WILD    WILD    EAST. 

First  Coster.  "Say,  Bill,  'ow  d'yxe  likb  my  kbw  EtCESSfB  f 
Goop  Fit,  kh  ?  " 

Se&md  Cosier,  "FiT  1  Th»T  AIK'T  BO  Fit.  TbET  'bi;  A  ^^PXJt- 
PUOTICK  SmOKX  /  *' 


MIXED    NOTIONS, 

No.  L-BI^METALLISM, 

8o£FE — A  KaUway -carriage  in  a  suburban  manning  train  i<f  Londart, 

Ther«  fir«  fofir  Pmsengerii  two  of  whom  ore  meil-in formed  m«n, 

tjchiia  the  third  is  an  inquirer ^  and  theff/urth  an  or^rfffl*"  nian, 

The^  travel  up  to  Ltttidon  toffeth&r  every   morning  by  the  tame 

irain.     The  iwo  Well-informed  Men  and  the  Ave  rage  Man  are 

Ciit/  men  ;  ihe  Inamref  is  a  ^oung  SoUmtor.     They  A  tire  jtai. 

^ntshed  reading  t)ieir  morning  paper s^  ami  are  now  ready  Uf 

impart  &r  recaite  knowledge. 

Inquirer,  They  don^t  seem  to  be  making^  muoh  of  this  Monetary 

Conference  in  Erusada. 

^Srei  Welt-informed  3fan,  Of  courae  tliey  *re  not»     I  knew  how 

it  woTild  be  from  the  start.  I  met  Harcotjht 

some  time  ago,  and  told  himwlmt  I  thoufrht 

about  it*     **Vou  mark  my  words/'  I  said, 

^*  the  whole  blessed  thing  will  be  a  failnre^ 

You  haTea't  «ent  out  the  right  men,  and 

they  're  certain  la  waste  their  lime  in  nseless 

aeademie  di9CU9«iona."  He  teemed  sorpn^ed, 

but  he  hadn*t  got  a  word  to  say. 

Inquirer  [deeply  impreesed).  Ah  1 

Firei   W.  I.  M,  The  thing  *b   really   as 

simple  as  A  B  C.    Here  are  we,  a  c?oiintry 

witb  a  gold  standard,  and  wo  find  that  gold 

baa  uppreoiiited*    What  'a  the  coneequenoe  i^ 

Why,  »ilver  goes  down  everyday,  and  eoni- 

mefce  is  dislocated  ^—absolutely  dislocated. 

All  we  hare  to  do  ts  to 

Second  JT-  L  M.  {breaking  ift).  One  moment !     When  yon  say 
gold  hcis  appreciated,  you   meaii,  of  coursef  that  the  purchasing 
.power  of  ^old  has  increased^in    other    wordfl^    eoittraodities    arc 
oh^per.    WtlhataoP 
Firii  W.  L  M.  Yes,    WelL  what  then? 


make  things  better  by  fixing  a  ratio  between  gold  and  ailyerP  In  the 
first  plaoe,  yon  can't  do  it ;  they  'to  got  nothing  to  do  with  one 
another. 

Firti  W.  L  M.  {trtumphanth).  Haven't  they?  What  have  you 
got  to  say,  then,  about  the  IndGan  rupee  ?  That's  where  the  wnde 
of  your  beautiful  ajstem  comes  to  grief.    You  can't  deny  that. 

Second  W.  L  Jf.  The  Indian  rupee  has  got  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
My  theory  is,  that  it 's  all  due  to  the  American  coinage  of  nlver,  and 
/  i-A  •*       j^  xt  ^^         ^1^  ^^  oflymake  things 

ha  wrong  end  of  the 

-.  you  want  to  have  that 

kind  of  thing  in  England  ? 

Inquirer.  Qod  forbid!    By  the  way,  idiat  was  the  Bland  Bill  P 

Second  W.  L  M.  What/  vou  don't  know  what  the  Bland  Bill 
waaP  Don't  you  remember  itr  It  provided  that  a  certain  amount 
of  silver  was  to  be  coined  every  year^  and  the  Treasury  was  to  hold 
the  surplus  until  it  reached  a  certain  value,  and  then, — ^but  evezy 
schoolboy  knows  what  happened. 

Average  Man,  What  did  happen,  as  a  matter  of  fact  ? 

Second  W.  L  M,  {eeomfuUy).  Why,  the  market  was  flooded. 

Firet  W*  L  M.  Tes,  and  that  exactly  proves  my  point.  ICake 
fifteen  the  ratio  between  gold  and  silver,  and  you  'U  never  have  the 
market  flooded  again. 

Second  W.  L  m.  (hotly).  How  do  you  make  that  out  P 

First  W.  I,  M.  It 's  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff.  Make  silver  your 
legal  tender  for  large  amounts  in  this  country,  and  you  stop  all  uiese 
United  States  games  at  one  blow. 

Second  W.  L  M.  Fiddlestioksl  I  suppose  you'll  want  us  to 
believe  next  that  if  we  become  bi-metalfists,  com  and  everything 
else  will  go  up  in  value  P 

Firet  W.  I.  M,  Of  course  it  will.  We've  onlv  got  to  pret  Germany 
and  France,  and  the  rest  of  them  to  come  in,  ana  the  thinff  's  as  good 
as  done.  What  I  say  is,  adopt  bi-metallism,  and  you  relieve  trade 
and  agriculture,  and  everything  else. 

A,  m.  Do  you  mean  we  shall  have  to  pay  more  for  everything  P 

Firet  W,  L  M,  No,  of  course  not ;  I  mean  that  the  appreciation 
of  gold  is  a  calamity  which  we  've  got  to  get  rid  of. 

A,  M,  1  don't  see  it.    If  my  sovereign  buys  more  than  it  did 
I  years  ago,  that  seems  to  be  a  bit  of  a  catch  for  me,  don't  it  P 

First  W,  L  M,  Ah,  I  daresay  you  think  so,  but  you  're  wrong. 
If  you  fix  a  ratio,  things  may  be  dearer,  but  you'U  nave  twice  as 
much  purchasing  power. 

Int^er  (anocwuely\  How  do  you  fix  a  ratio  P 

See(md  W,  I.  M,  Ah,  that's  the  question  I 

First  W.  L  M,  That's  not  my  business.  I  say  it  ought  to  be 
fixed,  and  it 's  for  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  and  the  Bank  of 
England  to  do  it. 

Second  W.  L  M.  {decisively).  The  Bank  can't  do  it.  Its  Charter 
won't  allow  it. 

Inquirer,  How's  that  P    I  never  quite  understood  the  Charter. 

Sectmd  W.  I  M.  By  the  Charter  the  Bank  has  to 

\_Bitt  at  this  moment^  the  train  having  drawn  up  at  a  station,  an 
intruder  acts  into  .the  carriage.  He  is  severely  frowned 
upon,  and  the  conversation,  thus  cheeked,  is  not  resumed. 

Inquirer  (getting  out  at  terminus,  to  First  W.  I.  M.).  I  think  I  've 
got  a  pretty  clear  notion  of  Bi-metallism  now,  thanks  to  you. 

First  Jv,  I,  M,  (modestly).  Oh,  it 's  quite  simple,  if  you  only  take 
the  trouble  to  give  your  mind  to  it. 


A  Uttlw  Miieil, 


OUE  "MISSING  WORD  COMPETITION." 

Cfuaranieed  exempt  frem  any  Treasury  proseeuUon  under  1st  Jingo, 
B.  IV,  Cap(Fa)  1,  see  (PoTnmery)  74.  (Beading,  **  Wish  you 
may  get  it,^') 

lot.   PUKOH 

DniBSs  TO  coiryBT  to  all,  rEfii  it  osbi,  his  vest  TnrDitgr 

A»D    BB8T FOB    TfiB    COHHre    ChBIST- 

MA8,   1892. 

N.B. — Coupons  must  he  cut  from  the  current  number,  and  should 
he  sent  to  Bm  JoHK  Bbidov,  Bow-Street,  Jff.C,  with  shillings  for 
the  Poor  Box  to  same  address. 


Ths  Quznr  Ain>  the  SoNa8TBis8.~In  consequence  of  Her  Gracious 
Majxstt's  marked  approbation  of  Miss  Palubir's  operatic  perfor- 
mance at  Windsor  Castle.  Sir  Dbubiolakus  WnraoEXNBis  Ubiqtti- 
rosus  has  serious  thoa^hts  of  asking  the  young  oantatrice  to 
change  her  name  to  Miss  Rotal  Palus-xb;  or,  if  she  has  the 
bixiour  of  singing  '*  By  Command  "  in  London,  to  Miss  Bucxdtohaic 
Pallis-bb. 


.J.. 


*Nbxt  Please!"— Ify  Brother's   Oirf— new  work  by  Mrs. 
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MISPLACED   QUOTATIONS. 

Totmg  Jaiui  {who,  five  minuiea  h^crt  the  announeemeiU  of  Dinner,  has  been  introduced  to  Miu  Sprightly,  and  has  been  endeavouring  to  find  a 
fitting  remark  yfherewith  to  open  the  eonverMotian),  '*Thi8— »B— I  beliky»  is  oallxd  th»— eb— 'ifiiirr^i*  quart  d'heurm'  t" 


•'THE  WANDERING  MINSTEEL/' 

(Modem  Kennngton  Fereion,) 

(The  London  Comity  Council  bai  declined  to  oo-opente  with  the  Een- 
■ing;ton  Yeetrj  in  a  repreeentation  to  the  Home  Secretary  for  more  efficient 
control  orer  itinerant  mniioiani.  street-Gries,  and  similar  nuitaneet,  on  the 
ground  that  though  the  Council  has  power  to  make  bye-htwi  for  thii  object, 
tbere  are  no  means  of  enforcing  them.] 

QcKSH^Bighly  reepeetaUe  Terraoe  in  Kefuington.  The  exterior  of 
Mr.  Tambouk's  house.  Bnter  Jbx  Baoos  (&.H.)  playing  the 
clarinet  badly. 

Jem  B,  (foq.)  Yell  now  I  tliat '•  Tot  I  oallt  weir  tidy  TorkI  Bob 
and  a  tanner  for  aeren  doors  ain't  none  so  dnsty,  blow  me  I  Sommat 
better  this  'ere  than  orkin'  **  'All  the  new  and  popilar  songs  of  the 
day  for  a  penny  I "  Yot  miserable  Tork  that  voe  to  be  snre  I  I  tos 
allays  a  eryin'  about  the  streets,  **  Here  y'  are— one  'undered  and 
fifty  on  'em  poodly  bound  in  a  Monster  Song  Book  for  a  penny  I~ 
Here's  *  J2afi-ia-rar-roe0|r-«y/'— *  Jfoty,  they  *ave  raised  my 
Screw  •— '  SUna  yer  ^ook,  yer  'm  got  no  oof.  John.*—  *  SniJe 
Sammy  courted  Sally  Brown  '—*  On  the  Banks  of  the  yaller  Lea.*— 
'  Chummies  !  Chummies  / '— '  Fasiny  Tooney '— ^  The  Man  who  ran 
the  JHuglumberer's  Building  Society*— *  Dandy  Dan^  the  Whelk 
Jfon,  and  'm  Donah* — *  Me  toe  famed  for  gargUfig  Fitat* — *  His 
there  a  Lig^  vot  never  Laffedt*—A  Life  on  the Zotion-Lay '— ' ^ 


I*ad  a  Monkey  ofi,  vouldn't  Igo!*  —  ^ Down  fo  the  Derby  vith  a 
Shallow  and  a  Moke*—'  Oh,  say  not  Modem  Art  is  Sold  '—for  the 
■mall  oharse  of  a  penny  I "  I  dessaT  I  might  ha'  been  at  that  there 
oallin'  to  this  worry  day,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  Bosrr  Bill.  I  shidl 
never  forget  Boskt  Bill's  a-  savin'  to  me^says  he,  **  I  say,  Jkx 
BAoea,  vy  don't  yer  take  to  the  nngin'  line  P"  **  Cos  I  sings  voiser 
than  •The  Big  Boonoe,' "  says  I.  ••  Vorser  I "  says  heT^'  Vhr  so 
muohthebettererl"  **  Woioe  ain't  vanted."  says  he, '* only  leather 
and  brass.  Leather  for  yer  Inngs,  and  brass  for  yer  f aoe,  and  there  yer 
are,  in  the  'Alls  or  oat  on  'em.''  **  But  'ow  about  them  Bye-Laws, 
BnxT  ?"  says  I.  *'B7e-Lawsbebi»stI"sayBhe.  soomful.  ''Who*s 
to  het^o'-oe  *em  f  Weetries  and  County  Coonoils  oan't^  Bobbies 
—bless  'emi— fNw'^."  says  he.  **  So  there  yer  are,  Jkx  BaoosI  " 
In  course  I  ivigged.     Yith  my  wotoe  and  a  Tistle,  ses  I,  they'll 


▼illinglv  give  a  tanner  to  git  rid  of  me !  And  they  do  !  Oh,  Jknow 
the  walley  of  peaoe  and  qvietness,  and  never  moves  hon  hunder 
sixpenoel  {Looking  up  at  the  houseJ)  But  I  know  as  there's  a 
hartist  oovev  lives  'ere.  Notioe-plate  says,  **  Mister  Tahboitb  is 
houi.**  Yalkerl  I  know  vot  that  means.  I  thinks  as  how  he'U 
run  to  a  shilling.    Anyhow,  I  'U  kiok  him  for  a  bob. 

[He  strikes  up,  taking  care  to  make  as  much  noise  as  possible. 

'Tis  hof  a  great  Council  in  London  doth  dvell ; 
Jest  vot  ihej  are  arter  'tvould  floor  me  to  telL 
They  're  qvite  a  young  bodv— not  seving  years  old — 
But  they  've  spent  a  large  fortin  in  silver  and  go-o-old. 
Singing,  Ills  ve  vill  cure  all  on  the  Soeherlist  lay. 

As  the  Council  vere  a  sitting  in  their  Chamber  von  day. 
The  Westnr  oome  to  them,  and  thus  it  did  say  :— 
*'  Ye  're  off  to  the  Home  See.,  street  shindies  to  stay, 
So  put  on  your  toppers,  and  oome  vith  hus,  pray  I '' 
Singing,  fto. 

**  Nay,  Westry,"  said  the  Council,  **  your  vish  is  declined. 
To  co-operate  (at  present)  ve  can*t  make  up  our  mind ; 
Our  Bye-Laws  the  Bobbies  von't  enforoe.    'Tu  a  bore  I 
But  the  Fublio  must  bear  it  just  a  year  or  two  more ! " 
Singing,  &o. 

**  Oo  to,  County  Council  I "  that  Westry  replied, 
*'  You  svagger  no  end,  and  put  on  lots  of  side ; 
But  vhen  ^ain  reform  'tis  our  vish  to  hem. 
By  your  aid  ve  don't  benefit  net  von  single  pin  I '' 
Singing,  fto. 

[Hts  melodious  flow  u  irderrvufUd  by  a  violent  rapping  ai  the 
window,  and  the  sudden  openmg  of  the  street-door. 

Jem  Baggs  {hq.)  Aha  1 1  knew  they  oouldn*t  stand  that  werrv  long. 
Out  comes  the  sarvint  vith  tuppenoe  or  thruppence,  and  a  horaer  for 
me  to  **move  on."  Yalkerl  There  aurt  no  Bobby  in  sight, 
and  I  Bhan*t  shift  under  a  shilling.  Yell,  thqr  may  say  vot  Uiey 
likes  a^  the  County  Council ;  I  says  they  're  joUy  good  fellers,  and 
I'll  dnnk  their  bloomin'  'ealth  out  o'l^jW^effi^'^  oove's  bob,  ven 
I  gets  it.  ^  [Tunes  up  again. 
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AT  A  VEGETARIAN   RESTAURANT. 

ScElfn—*'  The  Nebuchadnezzar'a  Head,"  in  the  City.  Time—The 
luncheon  hour.  The  interior,  which  is  bright,  and  tastefully 
arranged,  is  crowded  with  the  graminivorous  of  both  sexes. 
Clerks  of  a  literary  turn  devour  *'  The  Fortnightly  "  and  porridge 
dUemately,  or  discuss  the  comparative  merits  of  modem  writers, 
Lady-elerks  lunch  sumptuously  and  economically  on  tea  and 
baked  ginger  ^pudding.  Trim  Waitresses  move  about  with  a 
sweet  but  slipnUy  mystic  benignity,  as  conscious  of  conducting  a 
dietetic  missum  to  the  dyspeptic. 

A  Vefetarian  FiancS  {who  has  met  his  betrothed  by  appointment, 
and  is  initiating  her  into  the  mysteries).  I  wiah  yoa  'd  take  aome- 
thing  more  than    a   mnstard-and-oress  roll,  though,  Louisb— it 

fyea  you  tach  a  poor  idea  of  the  thing.  (With  honest  pride.) 
on  jnst  see  me  pat  away  this  plate  of  porridge.  At  the  **  Young 
Daniel,"  where  1  naoally  lunch,  they  give  you  twice  the  quantity 
of  stuff  they  do  here. 

Louise  {admiringly).  I'm  so  glad  IVe  seen  you  lunch.  Now 
I  shall  be  able  to  fancy  eyery  day  exactly  what  you  are  haying. 

Her  FiancS  {to  aS" 
sist  her  imagination). 
Mind  you,  I  don't 
always  RtLve  porridge. 
Sometimes  it^s  musn- 
room  croquettes,  or 
turnip  and  onion  ris- 
soles, —  whatever 's 
Soing.  Now  yester- 
ay,   for  instance,  I 

{He    details    exactly 

what  he  had,  and 

she  listens  to  these 

moving      episodes 

with  the  rapt  inte^ 

rest  of  a  Desde^ 

mona. 

First  Literary 
Clerk.  No:  but  look 
here,  you  don't  take 
my  jmnt.  I'm  not 
running  down  Swix« 
BUBUB— all  I  'm  arff  u- 
ing  is,  he  couldn't 
haye  written  some  of 
the  things  Bbowhiko 
did. 

Second  L.  C.  Of 
course  not  —  when 
Bbowntno  had  writ- 
ten them  —  that^s 
nothing  against  him. 

First  L.  C. 
{warmly).  I'm  not  . 
saying  it  is.  I  'm  / 
teUinf  you  the  differ-  t 
ence  oetween  the  two  V 
men— now  B&owimf  g, 
he  makes  you  think/ 

Second  L.  C.  He  neyer  made  me  think,  that 's  all  /know. 

Third  L.  C.  Nor  yet  me.  Now,  'Erbert  Spencbr,  he  does  make 
you  think,  if  you  like  I 

First  L,  C.  Now  you  're  getting  on  to  something  elss.  The  grand 
fault  I  find  with  SwnrBUBifB.  is 

Second  L.  C.  Hold  hard  a  bit.    Haye  you  read  him  ? 

Third  L.  C.  Yes,  let 's  'aye  that  first.    'Aye  you  read  'im  P 

First  L.  C.  (with  dignity).  I  'ye  read  as  much  of  him  as  I  care  to. 

Second  L.  C.  (aggressively/).  What  haye  you  read  of  his  P  Name  it. 

First  L.  C.  I 'ye  read  his  Atlantis  m  Caledonia,  for  one  thing. 

Second  L.  C.  (disappointed).  Well,  you  don't  deny  there 's  poetry 
in  that,  do  you  ? 

First  L,  C,  I  don't  call  it  poetry  in  the  sense  I  call  Walt  Whit- 
XAjr  poetry—certainly  not. 

Second  L.  C.  There  you  touch  a  wider  question—there's  no  rhyme 
in  WmncAir,  to  begin  with. 

First  L,  C.  No  more  there  is  in  MiLTOir;  but  I  suppose  you'll 
admit  he* so. poet. 

[And  so  on,  ttntH  fume  of  them  is  auUe  sure  what  he  is  arguing  about 
exactly,  though  each  feels  he  has  got  decidedly  the  best  of  it. 

First  Lady  Clerk  (at  atj^ning  table,  to  Second  L.  C).  How  excited 
those  young  men  do  get.  to  be  sure.    I  do  like  to  hear  them  taking 


giye  you  **Conyent  eggs"  if  you 


Second  L.  C.  (pensively).  I  expect  it's  the  difference  in  food  that 
accounts  for  it.  I  don't  uiink  I  could  care  for  a  man  that  ate  meat 
Are  you  going  to  haye  another  miuflin,  dear  f    Jam. 

An  Elderly  Lady,  with  short  hair  and  spectacles  (to  Waitress). 
Canyon  bring  me  some  eggs  P 

Traitress.  Certainly,  Madam.  How  would  you  like  them  dose 
— a  la  eocotte  t 

The  E.  L.  (with  severity).  Qetts^j  not.  You  will  sorye  th«m 
respectably  dressed,  (f  you  please  I 

Waitress  (putzled).  We  can  gr 
prefer  it. 

The  E.  L.  I  neyereneourage  superstition— poach  them. 

Enter  a  Vegetarian  Enthuiiast,  with  a  Neophyte,  to  wham  he  is 
playing  Amphitryon. 

The  Veg.  Enth.  {selecting  a  table  with  great  care).  Alwaya  like 
to  be  near  the  stoye,  and  out  of  the  draught.  (The  prettiest  Jraitrees 
approaches,  and  greets  him  with  a  sacerdotal  sweetness,  as  ome  of 
the  Faith,  while  to  the  Neophyte^whom  she  detects,  at  a  fflamee,  as 
still  without  the  pale— she  is  severely  tolerant.)  Now,  what  are  you 
going  to  haye  P  [Passmg  him  the  bill  of  fare. 

The    Neqph.     {in- 


specting    the 

ment     helpleeely). 

Well,    really.  «— I 

thinki'dbetterfollofv 

^ocirlead. 

The  Vea.  JSnik.  I 
generally  begin  with 
a  plate  of  ponridce 
myself  —  deen  tba 
palate,  y'know. 

The  NeopK  (tei- 
pleasantly  eonseioms 
that  it  wouldnU  clear 
his).  I  'm  afraid  that, 
at  this  time  of  day — 
to  tell  you  the  troth 
(with  desperate  eam- 
dowr).  I  neyer  smw  a 
porridge  loyer. 
iTheVfexireearegards 
him  sorrowfmiy. 

The  Veg.  JBath. 
Pity  I  Wholewsniest 
thing  you  can  tmke. 
More  sustenance  to 
the  square  ineh  in  a 
pint  of  porridge  than 
a  leg  of  mutton. 
Howeyer  (tolerofUfy), 
if  you  really  won't*  I 
can  recommend  the 
rioe  and  prunes. 

TheNeoph.{fi^^). 
I-I'd  ratheT  bejn 
with  something  alitlk 


up  such  intellectual  subjects,  though.    Now,  my  brothers  talk  A 
nothing  but  horses,  and  music-halls,  and  football,  and  things  like 
lat. 


Waitress   {with    a 
«*  A  la  Cocotto  ?  »*  sadforeknowled^tkai 

she  ts  rasting  pearls 
before  a  swine).  We  haye  *'  Flageolet  Fritters  and  Cabbage,'*  or 
**  Parsnip  Pie  with  grilled  Potatoes  "—both  yery  nioe. 

The  Neoph.  {braving  the  unknown).  I  '11  haye  some  of  this^er — 
**  Cinghalese  Stew."  [He  awaits  the  result  in  trepidafiam. 

Customer  {behind,  dictating  his  bill).  '*  What  haye  I  had?  "    Let 
me   see.    Braised  turnip  and  bread  sauce,  fricassee  of  carrot  and 
artichoke,  tomato  omelette,  a  jam  roll,  and  a  bottle  of  zoedone. 
[The  Waitress  makes  out  his  voucher  accordingly,  and  awards  it  fo 
him.  with  a  bright  smile  of  aoproval  and  encouragement. 

The  Enth.  V.  (who  has  overheard).  A  most  excellent  seleciioii  I 
That's  a  man.  Sir,  who  knows  how  to  Uve!  Hal  here's  bit 
porridge.  Will  you  giye  me  some  brown  sugar  with  it,  ideeeer 
And—K^o  ^  N.)---there  's  your  stew— smells  good,  ^  P 

The  Neoph.  (tasting  it,  and  finding  it  a  cunning  eomnomnd  ^ 
curried  bananas  and  chicory).  I— I  like  the  siim/I— excellent  indeed  1 

[He  attacks  the  stew  trerdW. 

The  Enth.  Veg.  (disposing  ofhu  forridge).  There  I  Now  I  ■kail 
haye  some  lentils  and  spinach  with  jparsiey  sauce,  and  a  Welub 
rarebit  to  follow— and  I  think  that  wul  about  do  me.  Will  ytm 
oh,  you  hayen't  finished  your  stew  yet!  By  Uie  way,  what  will 
you  drink  P  I  don't  often  indulge  in  champagne  in  the  middle  ef 
the  day ;  but  it's  my  birthday— so  I  think  we  might  Toatiue  en  a 
bottle  oetween  us,  eh  P 

The  Neoph.  (in  whom  the  Cinghalese  Stew  has  excited  a  H^eiy 
thirst).  By  all  means.    I  suppose  you  know  the  brands  hers  f 
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The  Veff,  Enth.  Onlyonebrand— non-alooholio,  of  ooane.  Mana- 
faotared  I  belieTe,  from— ah— oranges. 

The  Neoph.  Yjlwh^j  ui.  After  lOl,  I 'd  jiut  at  aoon  haye  bottled 
ale — if  thej  keep  it^  tiiAt  is. 

The  Veg.  EfUh.  Any  qnantityof  it.  What  shall  it  be  P  They  'Te 
*' Anti-Baai  Beer," or  *'Bpraoe  Stoat;"  or  perhajNi/oa'd  liketo try 
their  "Pennvroyal  Porter?"  I'm  rather  partial  to  it  myself— 
capital  tonio  I 

The  Neoph,  I— I  'ye  no  doabt  of  it.  On  seoond  thoaehts,  if  jroa 
don't  minC  I'd  rather  haye  water.  (7b  h\m•e^f.)  It  aoesn't  look 
Yegetarianl 

The  Veg,  Enth,  {mare  heartily  than  ever).  Just  as  yon  please,  my 
boy.    But  yon  don't  mean  to  say  you  'ye  done  I 

The  Neoph  {eameeUy).  Indeed,  I  couldn't  tonoh  another  morsel, 
really  I 

The  Veg.  Enth,  I  thought  that  stew  looked  satisfyine;  that's 
where  it  m,  tou  see— a  man  can  come  here  and  ret  a  tnoroaghly 
nutritious  ana  filling  meal  for  the  trifling  sum  of  fonrpenoe— and 
▼et  yoa  meet  peoj^e  who  tell  you  Ye^etariamsm  is  a  mere  passing 
ladl  It's  a  force  that's  making  itself  increasingly  felt— you 
must  be  conscious  of  that  yourself  aueadv  P 

The  Neoph,  (politely),  T-yes— but  it 's  not  at  all  unpleasant  at 
present— really  I 

Enter  a  couple  o/ Red-faced  Customers  yrom  the  country ,  who 
teat  themeehee, 

Firet  Eedf,  C,  Well,  I  dunno  how  you  're  feelin'— but  I  feel  as 
if  I  could  peck  a  bit. 

Second  Do.  I  can  do  wi'  soom  stokin'  myself.  Tidr  soort  of  a 
place  this.  'Ere,  Missy  I— (to  one  of  the  Waitresses,  who  awaite  hie 
eommande  with  angeltc  patience)  you  may  bring  me  and  my  friend 
a  choomp  chop  a-piece,  not  too  mooch  doon.  ana  a  sorsedger,  wi'  two 
pots  o'  stout  an'  bitter— an'  lo-ook  sharp  about  it  I 

[Seneation^the  Waitress  givee  tneni^  gently^  htU  fimUy^^  to 
understand  that  theee  coaree  and  eamivorout  propeneitiee 
muet  be  indulged  eleewhere :  whereupon  they  depart,  rebuked 
and  tibaehed,  ae  Scene  doeee, 

OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The  Baron^  on  behalf  of  small  Baronites,  thanks  Messrs.  Casssll 
&  Co.  for  Fatry  Talee  in  Other  Lands,  by  Julia  Ooddabd,  as  they 
are  dear  old  friends  with  new  faces. 

One  of  the  Assistants  in  the  Baronial  .Office  says,  that  The  Coming 

of  Father  ^^ T      ,,<,     „„„ 

in,  ■ 

&'Co.    8o  if  you 

tojK)  and  get  it. 

jt  D£AK  Ain>  SoF  are  *' limited,"  their  stock  is  unlimited ;  and, 
all  thinn  considered  as  far  as  possible,  the  Baron's  Chief  Retainer 
opines  wat  the  picture-books  from  the  Deanery  of  Dsan  and  Son 
are  still  the  best,  and.  in  kind,  tbe  most  yaried  for  children.  **  Which 
nobody  can  Dean-yl"  The  Little  One^s  Own  Wonderland  is  a 
delightful  realm,  i^erein  the  yery  little  ones  can  wander  with 
interest  through  coloured  pictures  and  easy  fairy  tales.  Among  the 
coloured  pietnre  series,  the  Old  Mother  Hubbard  of  1793,  with  its 
contrast.  Old  Mother  Hubbard  of  To-day,  is  yery  amusing. 

J.  S.  Far  AKi>  Sons  send  out  Arou^h  SxLL*a  Adyertising  Ajscncy 
samples  of  their  daintiest  specialities  in  bonbonnieree.  Being  issued 
by  a  SxLL,  one  fears  a  take  in ;  but  as  'tis  all  good,  the  agency  of  Seli. 
secures  a  Sale.   The  chocolates  are  sure  to  go  down  with  eyeryone. 

We  all  know  what  the  sincerest  form  of  flattery  is,  and  certamly 
our  dear  old  pet,  AUee  in  Wonderland,  whose  infinite  yariety  time 
cannot  stale,  will  gracefully  acknowledge  the  intenseness  of  the 
eompliments  oonyeyed  in  Olga*s  Dream,  as  written  by  Noblit 
CHmxR,  illustrated  by  Messrs.  Fubniss  and  Montagu  (the  illus- 
traticns  will  carry  the  book),  and  published  by  Messrs.  Sknffinoton. 
It  would  be  a  pretematurally  wise  child  who  could  quite  grasp 
some  of  the  jokes  and  up-to-date  allusions.  Howeyer.  the  real 
original  Alice  (in  Wonderland,  and  Through  the  Looktng-glau) 
with  the  great  Master's,  John  Txnnikl's,  illustrations,  is  still, 
as  Mr.  Sam  Weller  said  d  the  Goyemor,  *'  paramount." 

Light  and  airr  are  the  Soap  Bubble  Stories  blown  by  Fannt 
Bakrt  throuffh  ner  pen-pipe.  Wonder  is  that,  in  this  aayertiBing 
age,  she  didn't  dedicate  them  to  Psass. 

The  Baron's  Assistant  has  a  word  to  say  about  the  Diaries  for  this 
next  year.  If  you  want  a  useful  Diary,  the  B.  A.  would  recom- 
mend the  **  Registered  Back-loop  Pocket  Diary,"  got  up,  like  a 
sportsman,  in  the  best  of  leathers  by  John  Walkxs  ft  Co.,  or,  **  as 
Friend  Johnnh  obseryes,"  Henry  biyiNO  would  say—*'  to  put  it 
briefly,  *  Walker— London.' " 

The  Baron  has  recently  receiyed  two  books,  not  strictly  speaking 
*'  Christmas  Books,"  though  they  are,  et  eela  va  sane  dire,  dooo  pub- 
lished at  Christmas-tide,  the  one  ptaetical  and  parliamentary,  the 
other  philosophical  and  phenomenal ;  the  former  dedicated  to  the 
Bigkt  Honouahle  Arthur  Balfour  by  Lucr,  and  the  latter 


dedicated  to  Lord  Halifax  bjr  Lilly.  Twoprettier  names  for  authors, 
or  rather,  to  judge  of  the  writers'  sex  by  the  sound  of  the  names,  for 
authoresses,  could  not  well  be  chosen.  But  authors  masculine  they 
are,  the  pair  of  them.  Mr.  W.  S.  Lilly  is  to  be  congratulated  on 
his  yery  taking  title.  The  Great  Enigma,  and  all  classes  of  readers 
will  be  glad  to  be  informed  that  it  has  nothing  whateyer  to  do  with 
the  Irish  Question.  If  any  reader  expects  to  nnd  the  Chreat  Enigma 
sdyed  by  the  Ltlly  who  toils  and  spins,  then  he  must  not  be 
surprised  if  the  author  says  to  him  in  effect,  **Davus  sum,  non 
CEdipus," 

From  A  Diary  of  the  Salisbury  Parliament,  by  Mr.  H.  Lucy, 
anyone  can  quaff  or  sip,  just  as  his  thitst  for  Parliamentaij 
knowledge  may  be  feyerish  or  moderate,  but  healthy.  It  is 
thoroughly  interesting,  most  amusing,  and  really  yaluable  for 
rof  erence  withal.  'Tis  written,  too,  in  so  impartial  a  spirit,  that  it 
would  be  difficult  to  gather  from  these  pages  to  which  political  Party 
the  Diarist  belongs,  but  for  his  exuberant  eulogy  of  the  wonderful 
Grsnd  Old  Man.  Mr.  Lucy  is  the  Parliamentary  Pepys.  The 
sketches  are  by  an  Old  Parliamentary  Hand,  yclept  Harry  Furniss, 
and  assist  the  reader  unfamiliar  with  the  House  of  Commons  to 
form  a  pretty  accurate  idea  of  the  men  who  are,  and  of  the  men 
who  wero,  and  what  they  wear,  and  how  they  wear. 

The  most  interostinff  part  of  Jahxs  Payn*8  latest  noyel, 
A  Stumble  on  the  Threshold,  to  Cambrid^  men  or  Camford  men  (for 
in  this  story  the  names  are  synony- 
mous), will  be  the  small-beer  cmt>nicle 
of  small  College  life  in  their  Uniyer- 
sity  some  thirty  years  ago.  The 
sUuig  phrases  of  that  remote  period 
aro  perhaps  somewhat  confused  with 
those  of  a  moro  modem  time,  just  as 
an  old  Dutch  Master  will  introduce 
his  own  natiye  town  and  the  costume 
of  his  fellow-countrymen  into  a  pic- 
turo  ropresentin^  some  ^reat  Scriptural 
subject,  thus  bringing  it,  so  to  speak, 
up  to  date,  and  giying  us  an  artistic 
realisation  of  what  may  be  condsely 
termed  **  the  historic  present."  In  the 
second  ydume  (this  noyel  is  complete 
in  two  yolumee)  the  sketches  of  nyer- 
lif e,  including  a  delightful  one  of  the 
old  lock  -  keeper,  are  rofreshingly 
breezy.  The  story,  slight  in  itself,  is 
skilfully  worked  out;  and  the  only 
disappomting  part  of  it— that  is,  at  least  to  the  Baron's  thinking — 
is,  that  the  yiUain  of  the  earlier  part  of  the  tale  does  not  turn  up 
again  as  the  real  culprit,  though  the  Baron  is  certain  tiiat  eyery 
reader  must  expect  him  to  do  so,  and  must  feel  quite  sure  that,  in 
spite  of  the  author's  reticence  on  the  subject,  it  was  he  who  really 
committed  the  murder,  and  escaped  eyen  the  author's  detection, 
unless,  out  of  sheer  soft-heartedness  towards  the  puppets  of  his  own 
creation,  Jamrs  Payn  knowingly  let  him  off  at  the  last  moment. 
The  judicial  portion  of  the  noyel,  including  the  scene  in  the  Coroner's 
court,  is  just  what  would  haye  been  expected  from  an  impartial 
»*J.P." 


A  Beriewer. 


A  Drgrer  Brttrr.— The  Degree  of  Doctor  of  Music  is  to  be  ro- 
yiyed  at  Cambridge.  The  duties  will  be  to  attend  ailing  Musicians 
and  Composers.  When  appointed,  the  Doctor  will  go  out  to  Monte 
Carlo,  or  thereaboutL  to  see  how  Sir  Arthur  SuixryAN  is  getting 
on.  Sir  Arthur  wilL  of  course,  r^ulate  his  conduct  at  the  tables 
by  the  prescriptions  ox  his  Mediiwl  Adyiser. 

Mr.  Waoosxaff  and  his  Doctor.— He  was  ordered  by  his  Doctor 
to  walk  two  miles  a  day.  **  Can't  do  it  in  London,"  was  the 
patient's  roply ;  '*  neyer  walk  moro  than  one  mile.  But,"  he  said, 
brightening  up,  **I'll  go  to  Paris,  as  one  mile  thero  is  equal  to 
double  the  distance  in  Eng'land.  How 's  that  ?  I  '11  tell  you.  I  do 
half  a  mile  out,  half  a  mile  back :  one  mile ;  et  voild  two  7" 

*'LnTLR  Tich"  and  *' Collins."— The  former,  not  the  LUtle 
Tick  of  Drury  Lane  Pantomime,  but  Sir  Hrnry  Tichbornr,  Bast, 
has,  for  absence  of  mind  end  body,  thus  not  fulfilling  his  duties  as 
High  Sheriff,  been  fined  by  Mr.  Justice  Collins  fiye  hundred  pounds 
"-mtids  pro  mio— unless  he.can  show  some  Jqst  cause  or  impeoiment. 
'*  He  wants  TiCH-ing  up  a  bit."  thought  Mr,  Justice,  but  ne  didn't 
say  BO.  

Reports  q/w  Cragksrs.— If  among  our  old  friend  Sparaonapanr 
ft  Co.'8  Crackers  thero  aro  any  that  will  **  go  off"  betterthan  others 
it  will  be  those  called  The  True  Loven^  Code  Ooeaques,  This  is  the 
latest  addition  to  the  Sohod-Board  Education  Code  forthe  Christmas 
Holidays. 
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"SET  A  THIEF  TO   CATCH   A  THIEF!" 

Mtm.  Brtnon  (a  wdim  of  9€crH  9oeial  ambUiam).  «  Oh,  as  foe  foor  Mv.  Robiksok,  her  only  object  nr  life  is  to  seop  au 
HEE  Old  Friends  aud  know  Titled  People  I    Isn't  it  Loathsome  and  Siceenino  t " 

Mrs,  Jonsi  {who  i$  wntumed  inwardly  hy  jud  the  9am$  detire),  **  Yes,  indeed,  IF  IT  's  TEVE  1  But  WHAT  MAKES  TOV  THDVE  BO 
wants  antthino  so  i7rrEELr  Despicable  and  Mean  t " 

Mr$,  Brown  {naively),  **  Because  she  was  so  precious  hard  on  Mbs.  Smith  for  trtino  to  know  Lord  and  Lady  SNoosit* 


•'THE  MISSING  WORD."  (?) 

This  is  ''The  Maiden  All  Forlorn,"  bowed 

down  with  burdens  scarce  to  be  borne, 
Waiting:  a  blast  on  Hope's  clarion  horn,  load 

as  the  *'  Cock  that  crew  in  the  mom." 
BacoUc,     wheat  •  crowned,     she  -  Micawher 

seems  she.  waiting  for  something  to  torn 

up— somehow. 
Poor  Agriculture  I    Care's  merciless  Tulture 

has  harried  her  yitals,  and  furrowed  her 

brow. 


are  her  friends— so  each  talkerprel 
from  Chaplin  the  cheery,  to  whrc 


nrCHILSBA 


wise, 


And  yalorous  Muntz,  who  the  land-question 

shunts,  and  *'  goes  the  whole  hog  "  for 

Protection  and  rise ; 
With  rollicking  Lowrmn,  who 's  no  Mala- 

rrowtherj  but  larkiljr  hints  that  the 

look-out  IS  mournful ; 
And  Nkthsrsols.  rustic  and  most  nubibustic, 

of    law    and    of.  logic    oomplaoenUy 

scornful. 

Poor  latter-day  Ceres  I    Quidnuncs  and  their 

J[ueries  will  hardly  restore  her  her  lored 
ong-lost  daughter, 
(Fair  Proilts)whom  Pluto  (*'the  Foreigner") 
stole.  Vainly  landlords  and  nrmers 
breathe  forth  fire  and  slaughter 
At  Free  Trade— that  Ciroe  on  whom  they  'ye 
no  mercy.— and  howl  down  the  speeches 
of  those  she's  enchanted. 


The  one  **  Missing  Word"  may  sound  wholly 
absurd  to  cool  sense,  but  to  them  'tis  the 
one  thing  that 's  wanted. 

Hoarb's  wrath  fiercely  waxes.  Reduction 
of  Taxes  P  Low  Bents  f  More  improve- 
ments in  modes  of  production  Y 

Pooh  I  Saitnders  and  Rilst  must  be  far 
more  wily  to  get  him  to  yield  to  their 
Red  Rad  seduction. 

He  stands  midst  his  ruins  (like  Mabius)  mak- 
ing of  faith  in  Protection  an  open  con- 
fession. 

'Tis  Duties  on  Food  will  alone  do  us  i^ood, 
nought  else  can  now  cure  **the  prevuling 
depression." 

The  Missing  Word  I    Maiden  Forlorn,^  'tis  a 

poser  you  put  to  the  country,  the  cliques, 

and  the  classes. 
The  Landlord,  The  Farmer,  the  Labourer  I 

Bay  they  agree,  what  response  may  you 

hope  from  **  the  Masses." 
Those  tiresome  *'  Consumers  "  P    Old  myths 

and  new  rumours  are  like  the  East  windy 

Maiden,  mighty  unfiUing ; 
Bucolic  ideas  and  crude  panaceas  wonH  help 

you.  though  with  them  all  Fad-dom  is 


you.  tnoa 
thrilling* 


Yes,  Fads  make  strange  bedfeUows,  Wnr- 

cmLBSA  tells  us,  in  this  far  more  wise 

than  he 's  whcUy  aware  of. 
But  CHAFLnr-ctim- Walbh  oannot  turn  back 

time's  tide.  And  Punch,  who  a// interests 

has  to  take  care  of. 


Must  tell  you  in  kindness,  that  col?  ikta 

blindness  can  say  of  Proteeticn  us  tzw 

Missing  Word  it  is, 
Thouffh  men,  my^  poor  Maiden,  with 

overladen,  will  lend  ear  to  ^ 

most  arrant  absurdities  I 


Bui^gestionB  for  New  XuEicftl 
PublicaiionE. 

A  CoMPAKiOH  to  Th4  Start  of  Narwmk, 
to  be  entiUed,  7JU  North  PoU^Star  (lit 
words  by  Cold-Wkthxsbt),  to  be  soag^ 
Chabcbs  Yrbt  Chuxbt.  If  sunr  at  8l 
James's  Hall,  admission  generally,  m 
shilling.    Freese-seats,  nothing. 

'Tfc  Carnival''  is  annoonoed,  as  "Moir 
lot's  last  hit "  We  hope  not  We  trsrt 
that  it  is  only  Misther  Jamju  Mollot's  kUd 
hit**  Never  say  die  I" 

As  a  oompanion  to  **  Cbma  Danm  tkt 
J2omat%a,"  will  be  published,  '*QmtBt^ 
the  Homeike,**  set  up  and  oomposod  by  tkt 
Press  Cutting  Agency. 

Rathsb  Staetuko.  —  A  Correspaadtit 
sends  us  a  cutting  from  a  paper  :^ 

"  Mr.  MooDT,  the  EyaofeUat,  who  vat  t  pta*; 
ger  on  the  Spr§$f . .  •  praiiehed  an  able  iiieoiin^ 

She  says,  *'I  oan  read  no  man  ts-dif; 
Mr.  MooDT,  as  '  a  pasaanger  on  the  4lf^ 
is  too  much  for  my  feelings."  As  /e«  •■»  tt 
Pip,  "What  larks!"   Yours  truly,  SHooOi 
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"THE  MISSING  WOKD."  (?) 


i**  Tb«  Africultunl  ConferenM  vnhapmly  feemi  to  luire  madt  up  iu  mind  to  defy  tht  noogniMd  biwi  oi  Monomio  scicnM,  iniUsd  of  tndMTOuri 
to  adapt  their  farming  methods  to  them.  The  first  of  the  two  operaUre  rseolutions  passed  Testerdar  was  an  wndisfuised  proposal  f i>r  the  re-adoption 
Protection."— rA#  TimM,] 
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THE   MAN   WHO   WOULD. 

IV.— THE  MAN  WHO  WOULD  BE  A  CRITIC. 

St.  Babbs,  u  a  literary  man  and  oritio,  always  profeesed  a  desire 
to  live  in  a  quiet  nei^bonrhood.  Therefore,  as  I  approached  his 
hoiue,  on  the  almost  maooessible  slopes  of  Oampden  Hill,  I  was 
amased  to  see  a  large  and  increasing  ciowd  assembled  in  the  yidnity. 
Poshing  my  way  through,  I  saw  that  St  Babbb*8  windows  were 
broken,  glass  was  in  a  weak  minority  in  the  panes,  and,  what  was 
more  singnlar.  Uie  breakage  seemed  to  be  done  frwn  within/ 
Objects  were  flying  oat  into  the  warden,  and  those  objects  were 
books.  I  had  the  curiosity  and  agi&ty  to  catch  a  few  as  they  fell, 
and  to  pick  others  up.  They  were  mostly  Tolames  of  Poetry,  and,  in 
evory  ease,  they  bore  St.  Babbb's  name  on  the  fly-leaf,  with  a'  flat- 
tering manoscript  inscription  by  the  author.  Some  of  the  authors' 
names  were  unniown  to  mt :  in  others  I  reco«:nised  ladies  of  title 
whom  I  had  read  about  in  the  Society  Journals.  Urging  my  way 
through  a  hot  fire  of  octaTos,  I  rang  the  belL  The  maid  who  opened 
the  door  said,  **  You  're  not  an 
Interviewer,  Sir  f  " 

**Great  Heayens,  nol"  I 
replied. 

^*  It  is  luoky  for  you,  f&t: 
he's  ffot  an  air-gun,  and 
winged  two  Interviewers  to- 
day, and  shot  one  in  the  hat." 

^*  I  am  a  friend  of  Mr.  St. 
Baxbb's."  I  explained,  scarce- 
ly audible  amidst  the  yells  of 
that  man  of  letters. 

**He's  awful  bad  to-day, 
Sir,  assaulted  a  parceb- 
dehyeiT  man,  who  was  too 
heavy  for  him." 

So  speaking,  the  maid  led 
me  to  St.  Babbb's  study.  He 
was  now  quiet,  and  only 
groaning  sottlv  as  he  reposed 
on  the  sofa ;  the  fragments  of 
f  omiture  and  the  torn  letters 
which  covered  the  floor, 
proved,  however,  that  the 
crisis  had  been  severe,  for  a 
man  who  likes  a  quiet  neigh- 
bourhood. I  felt  his  poise, 
iojected  morphine,  and  asked 
him  how  he  did  ? 

**  Better  "  said  St.  Babbb, 
feebly.  *'I've  been  clearing 
them  out." 

•'Clearing  what  out?"  I 
asked. 

**  Presentation  copies  of 
books,  from  the  authors."  he 
said:  and  added,  '*and  the 
devils  of  publishers." 

At  this  moment  the  postman 
knocked,  and  the  maid 
brought  in  some  letters  with 
an  air  of  anxiety. 

St.  Babbb  tore  the  envelopes  open 


"Mt  Dbab  Sib,— Being  well  aware  of  the  interest  you  take  in  the 
fragments  of  DKymrsms  Sottobbaohiok,  I  have  requested  my  pub- 
lisher to  send  you  my  little  work  on  his  Quelle,    Bouin>xB,  as  you 

are  aware" Here  he  pitched  his  clock  into  the  mirror,  and 

groaned  audibly.    I  tried  another  :— 

'*  Dbab  Mb.  St.  Babbb,— I  know  how  busy  you  are,  but  vou  can 
always  spare  an  hour  or  two  for  the  work  of  a  friend.  My  Zove 
well  Lost,  in  three  volumes,  is  on  its  way  to  you.  I  wish  you  to 
review  it  in  idl  the  periodicals  with  wnioh  you  are  connected. 
Last  time  I  wrote  a  novel,  mj  nephew  reviewed  it,  very  perfunc- 
torily, in  the  Pandnmum ;  this  time  I  want  only  to  be  reviewed  by 
mj  friends J^  He  was  kicking  on  the  sofa,  and  apparently  trying  to 
commit  suicide  with  the  T>illows. 

** Command  yourself,  m,  Babbb,"  I  said;  "  this  behaviour  is  un- 
worthy either  of  a  Christian  or  a  philosopher.  These  letters,  which 
irritate  you  so  much,  are  conoeived  in  a  spirit  of  respectful  admira- 
tion. The  books  which  you  have  been  heaving  through  the  window 
are.  no  doubt,  of  interest  and  value." 
•'Waste  paper,   every  one  of  them,"  he  moaned.      Then  he 

added,  as  he  rumpled  his  hair 
in  a  frantic  manner,  **  I  'd 
like  to  see  yoti,  old  cock,  if 
^ou  had  to  live  this  life  I  ^  It 
isn't  living,  it's  answering 
ig      letters,     ana 


"  Poor  fellow !  he  is  now  under  restraint.*' 


0A.  jjmju>*  Mwrv  buv  ouTiuvpos  wpou.  Thcrc.  sud  thcrc,  and  there  I " 
he  cried,  thrusting  them  into  my  nands,  wnile  his  features  bore  a 
Satanic  expression  of  hatred  and  contempt. 

As  he  seemed  to  wish  it,  I  read  his  correspondence,  while  he 
absently  twirled  the  poker  in  his  hands,  and  gnashed  his  teeth. 

'•What  is  the  matter  with  you,  old  man?"  I  asked.  ••These 
notes  seem  to  be  very  modestly  and  properly  expressed  :^ 

**  Dbab  Sib,— Tou  will  be  astonished  at  receiving  a  letter  from  a 
total  stranger :  but  the  sympathy  of  our  tastes,  which  I  detect  in  all 
you  write,  induces  me  to  send  you  my  little  work  on  The  Folk 
Lore  qf  Tavern  Signs." 

Here  St.  Babbb  sat  down  oq  the  hearth,  and  scattered  ashes  on 
his  head,  in  a  manner  unbecoming  an  yugliAmaw. 

**  /don't  see  what  annoys  you  so,"  I  remarked,  *'  or  in  this  :^ 

**Dbab  Mb.  St.  Babbb,— Tou  wOl  not  remember  me,  but  I  met 
you  once  at  Lady  Cabbulba  Smtthfibld's,  and  therefore  I  take  the 
liberty  of  sending  you  my  little  book  of  verses." 

Here  he  ndled  on  the  floor,  and  ^[uawed  the  castor  of  a  chair. 
I  had  heard  of  things  like  this  in  the  time  of  the  PLABTAOBirKES,  but 
I  never  expected  to  see  nowadays  such  ferocity  of  demeanour. 

•*  It  is  signed  Mabt  Middlbskx,"  I  said.  •'She's  very  pretty, 
and  a  Countess,  or  smnething  of  tliat  sort  What's  the  matter 
with  you  P" 

••1>y  the  next,"  he  said. 


opening  brown-paper  parcels, 
all  day  long,  all  the  wearv 
day.  And  my  teknper,  which 
was  angeUc.  and  my  maimers, 
which  were  the  mirror  of  cour- 
tesy, are  irretrievably  ruined. 
And  my  time  is  wasted,  and 
my  stationer's  bill  is  mere 
perdition.  It  begins  in  the 
morning ;  I  tr^  to  be  calm ;  I 
sit  down  to  write  replies  to  all 
thesepestilent  idiote." 
'•  Your  admirers  P"  I  said. 
'*  They  're  not  admirers ; 
they  only  cadge  for  reviews. 
Time  was,  they  say.  when 
critics  were  bribed.  Ha!  ha  I 
Now  they  all  expect  to  be 
praised  for  nothing.  And  the 
parcels  of  books  they  send." 
Mere  I  noticed  a  London  Par- 
cels Delivery  van,  laden  with 
brown -pajper  packages  of 
books.  Quickly  the  maid 
roshed  out,  and  induced  the 
driver  to  remember  that  he 
was  a  family  man,  and  he 
went  on  his  way  without 
calling. 

"  They  come  all  day  long," 
my  poor  friend  went  on,  *•  and 
all  of  them  are  trash,  rubbish 
that  they  shoot  here;  ehool, 
ha  I  ha ! "  and  he  took  down 
a  Winchester  rifle,  and  crept 
stealthily  to  the  window. 
Luckily  none  of  his  enemies  were  in  view. 

••  No  waste-paper  basket  is  big  enough  to  hold  them  all,"  he  said, 
roefulljr,  **  and  once  a  week  I  make  a  clearance.  The  neighboors 
are  beginning  to  murmur,"  he  added,  *•  There  is  no  sympathy,  in 
England,  for  a  man  of  letters."  Letters,  indeed  I  I  write  them  all 
day  to  these  impostors,  these  amateurs ; "  and  he  bit  a  large  piece 
out  of  a  glass,  which  was  standing  handy. 

••  Is  there  no  way  of  escaping  from  this  persecution  P  "  I  asked, 
with  sympathy. 

••  None— none  I  I  have  written  to  the  THmes  ;  I  have  applied  to 
the  Magistrates ;  I  have  penned  letters  which  might  melt  the  heart 
of  a  stone ;  I  have  even  oeen  unmanneriy,  I  fear,  now  and  then« 
for  I  cannot  always  dissemble  I    No  I ".  he  cried,  **  I  am  doomed,— 

*  PreientAtion  oopisi  sore    Long  time  he  bore'^ 

write  tliat  on  my  sepulchre." 

Here  he  bron  down,  and  wept  like  a  child.  Poor  fellow  I  he  is 
now  under  restraint,  and  I  expect  soon  to  hear  that  we  have  lost 
St.  Babbb,  at  heart  a  kind,  boievolent  man,  but  sorely  treated  by 
authors.  Sucii  are  the  dangers  of  a  critical  career,  and  so  wearing 
are  the  facilities  of  the  Parcels  Post  Others  may  perish  like  him, 
men  deserving  of  a  better  fate.  But  to  aiipeal  to  authors  for 
mercy  is  vain,  I  know;  far  from  symfNithising  with  taste  and 
culture  in  distress,  they  actually  complain  that  they  are  harshly 
treated  by  critics.    Th»f  little  know  what  they  themselves  inflict. 


DIAET  OF  A  STATESMAN. 

rMade  in  JFVamee.") 

Mondau.^lmmenMe  enthnsiasm.  The  Miniftij  nerer  bo  Strang. 
When  aiked  my  intentions,  replied,  **  My  intentions  are  the  inten- 
tions of  my  ooontrjr.''  They  nearly  shook  my  hand  off  in  their 
delight.  Qtand  offioial  reoeption  in  the  OToning.  Ereryone  there. 
All  the  IHplomatio  hody  offered  oongratolations. 

2VieMi0y.~Ministry  suddenly  threatened  hj  an  nnseen  danger. 
Eferything  going  smoothly,  when  someone  in  the  hack  honohes 
interrogated  ns  about  an  open  window  in  the  corridors.  Considering 
the  question  friyolous,  deoUned  to  answer.  Enormous  ezoitementl 
all  the  Members  shaking  ihmr  fists,  and  gesticulating.  '*  UrgencT '' 
asked  for.  We  protested ;  and,  after  a  neated  debate,  secured  the 
to  the  Order  of  the 


^ 


ay  pur  et  nmjafe  hr  a  migo- 
rity  of  two  I  Too  oloae  to  be 
pleasant. 

Wednuday.—We  have  been 
defeated  1  The  window  inci- 
dent was  renewed.  The  Minis- 
ter of  Justice  explained  that 
it  was  the  accidental  careless- 
ness of  a  Commissbnnaire  of 
Police.  Although  the  man  was 
braTc.  and  crippled  by  a 
wound,  the  Chamber  de- 
manded his  immediate  dis- 
missaL  We  protested. 
•*  UrgBnoy "  was  Toted  by  a 
BUtfority  of  343.  and  we  imme- 
diate! v  resigned.  Bore  to  have 
to  pack  up  r 

Thunday.^'BMTe  refused 
to  join  no  less  than  fiTe  com- 
binations. Too  danffcrous. 
None  of  them  seemea  suffi- 
eiently  stable.  Six  men  haye 
been  tried,  but  at  present 
without  result  W^  if 
nothing  is  done  by  to-morrow 
morning,  I  shall  go  into  the 
oountij  for  a  little  shooting. 
Fido  u  quite  ready— he  has 
his  coat  cut,  his  moustache 
curled,  and  can  carry  a  bag 
in  his  mouth.  He  is  Tery 
good  at  tricks  too.  Altogether 
a  thorough  sporting  dogue. 

Friday.  —  Back  again. 
Others  being  unable  to  form  a 
CabineL  have  formed  one  my- 
self. Think  it  will  hold  to- 
gether, but  one  ncTor  knows. 
Bo  far  we  haTC  had  an  over- 
whelming Tote  of  confidence. 
Put  it  to  the  Members  whether 
we  might  do  what  we  i»leased 
with  the  windows.  "Tes,"and 
**  Urgency"  Toted  almost 
simultaneously.  No  doubt  a 
Teritable  triumph  I 

Saturday.  —  Everything 
went  smoothly  until  the  after- 
noon, when  a  Deputy  wished 
to  know  the  correct  time. 
Minister  of  Education  ffave  it 
as  a  quarter  to  six.  It  was 
proved  that  he  was  wrong. 
He  should  have  said  ten  minutea  to  the  hour.  Serious  Ministerial 
crisis  in  consequence.  Fearful  excitement.  A  Bill  brought  in  and 
passed  legalising  everything  that  four  men  and  a  boy  might  decide. 
Ministrv  forced  to  protest;;  turned  out  in  consequence.  Base  in- 
gratitude ;  but  a  time  will  come  I  Oenerally  hop  in  and  out  of  offioe 
twice  in  a  fortnight.    Quite  aooustomed  to  it.    Oood  exercise. 

'S'timlay.—Beleased  from  my  Ministerial  duties.  Shall  have  a 
day's  shooting  with  Fido  in  oonsequence.  But  I  must  be  back 
again  to-night,  because  I  am  sure  to  be  expected  to  form  a  New 
Ministry  to-morrow  I 

Query.-'Whj  cannot  Mr.  Oladstoitb  eat  more  than  two-thirds  of  a 
rabbit,  whether  boiled  or  curried  f  Amwer.^It  does  not  matter 
what  Mr.  Qlassioki  or  anybody  else  can  do,  as  nobody  can  eat 
a  rablni  [w)hoU, 


KINDLY   MEANT. 

"  Wbxrs  arx  yojt  Statiiio  t    I  'll  gall  and  SXX  TOir." 
*'  Don't  1     You  'll  only  think  tmx  Wobsb  of  mb  whbn  tov  sxb  mt 
Surroundings  1 "  , 

"  Oh,  mt  dxar  Frllow,  that  's  mpoaaiBLM^  tou  xkow  1  ** 


••SMALL  BY  DEGREES,  AND  BEAUTIFULLY  LE88.'» 
Dkab  Mb.  Pukch,— I  see  that  the  anthoritiea  at  Monte  Girio 
▼erjT  properly  haye  refused  permission  to  Doctors,  their  wim  mi 
f anuhes.  to  yisit  the  tables  of  the  Casino.  I  haTe  not  yst  aaor- 
tained  the  reason  for  the  prohibition,  but  no  doubt  it  is  bMsnie  tki 
•  •  powers  that  be ' '  consider  Physicians  too  TslnaUe  to  the  coauBsm^ 
to  ran  the  risk  of  endangering  their  Utcs  in  the  excitenent  of  ph? . 
accept  this  as  a  basis,  we  can  see  how  the  idea  eon  be 


If  it  is  riffht  to  exdnde  Doctors,  why^  then,  as  a  kiadnd 
class.  Lawyers  shomd  also  be  refused  admisnon.  Of  eoone 
Clergymen  of  all  denominations  are,  eyen  now,  oonapiciioiis  br  thor 
absence.  If  they  are  not  the  decree  of  banishment  ahonld  zettr  ibo 
to  the  wearers  of  the  cloth. 
We  haye  now  got  rid  of  Doctors,  Lawyers,  and  Parsons— thm  d 

the  Prof eeaions.  To  bt  «•- 
sistent,  we  must  tske 
fourth.  This  will  pn 
Musioiana  from  gsmUiiit. 
But  if  Muaioians  aro  tabooeo, 
why  not  Actors?  And  if 
Actors,  why  not  Artists?  Aad 
if  we  exoept  ArtiitL  wb  moit 
join  literature  and  SdesM, 
or  there  might  be  jetlosif. 
And  now  we  haye  exelodid 
Doctors,  Lawyers,  fknosi, 
Musiciana,  Actora,  Aitati, 
Authors,  Men  of  Soenee,  tad 
eyeryone  more  or  lea  ees* 
nected  with  them. 

Now  we  must  rensBber 
what  is  bad  for  the  niilier 
must  be  equally  bad  ^  tb 
man.  So  ii  a  Doctor  is  a- 
cluded,  a  Chemist,  an  Undff- 
taker.  and  a  OraTs-dintr 
would  also  be  kept  awtr.  A 
Lawyer  would  carry  witn  bin 
Judges,  Manstrates,  Oerb, 
and  Law  BUtiooeis.  Tbi 
Clergy  would  represent  efor- 
one  connected  with  a  dmreb, 
from  an  Archbishop  to  s  fieil- 
ringer.  Then,  if  we  ire  te 
take  away  the  ProfeMksi, 
Commerce  must  follow " 
wholesale  and  retail.  la  «t 
blow  we  keep  out  of  the  rooai 
nearly  the  entire  coamimutf . 
Still  there  are  the  Amy,  te 
Nayy,  and  the  Ciyil  fierm 
But  these  are  all  more  erica 
branches  of  the  original  dia 
They,  like  the  Doetoit,  work 
for  the  public  good.  Withi^ 
an  Army  and  NayjandsCml 
Seryice,  how  would  the  Stetf 
exist?  So  they  must  go.  Aid 
now  we  haye  yery  httls  fcfti 
We  haye  lost  Uie  Docton.  tbi 
aergy,  the  Lawyers,  the  On- 
tributors  to  Fine  Arts,  thsMf* 
chants,  the  Traders,  aad  tbi 
Senrants  of  the  Grown.  Kttii- 
rally  the  lower  orders  vsud 
follow  the  lead  of  the  app« 
classes,  and  then  there  mid 
be  only  the  Croupiers  left  Aod 
as  the  Croupiers  may  not  pUy 
themselyes.  and  would  haye  the  play  of  no  one  to  superintend,  m* 
too,  might  be  excused,  as  their  labour  would  be  in  yain. 

And  now  hayizig  reduced  the  yisitors  of  the  tables  to  an  unksovi 
quantity,  I  may  disappear  myself.  Yours  retiringly,     _ 

8pa9mk  Cattle,  Isle  of  Skye.  Av  n-X 

A  Rush  of  Oirx.— The  Turner,  a  few  days  ago,  alluding  to  t^^ 
unemployed  loafer,  said,  **  it  is  he  who  flocks"  to  Rislief  OoBunt^ 
and  so  forth.  How  delightful  to  be  able  to  flock  all  by  yoarMlf 
It  recalls  the  bould  Irish  soldier  who  •*  took  six  Frenchmen  {Bsoatf 
by  surrounding  them"? 

Thb  Gbaiocas  of  Art.— ••  Art,"  speU  it  with  a  big  or  litde  ''k^ 
can  neyer  come  first  in  any  well-educated  peraon^s  ideas.  ^\!^ 
must  haye  the  place  of  honour ;  then  '*  Thou  Art  I "  lo  apoatropw* 
comes  next. 
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PEGM  PENCIL  TO  PEN. 

(A  Story  of  the  Merry  YuU-Tide  Season.) 

Publisher^ $  Sanctum,  Publisher  and  Author 
discovered  in  conference, 

PMisher,  And  so  I  thought  that,  perhaps, 
with  your  kind  assistanoe,  we  might  work  off 
some  of  the  blocks  that  haye  oeen  left  on 
our  hands  under  the  unfortunate  oircum- 
stances  I  have  just  related. 

Author,  CertiednlT.  Quite  easy.  You  want 
to  flret  a  Christmas  Number  out  of  them.  All 
rignt— giye  me  the  subjects,  and  I  will  just 
jot  down  how  they  shall  be  worked  in.  We 
will  commence— hero  and  heroine — say,  for 
the  moment,  Edwin  and  Angelina, 

Pub,{look' 
ing  at  pie^ 
iuresyiitJiciy 
this  is  in- 
tended for 
somewhere  in 
the  neigh- 
bourhood of 
the  North 
Pole.  Sailors 
surrounded 
by  white 
bears  on  an 
iceberg. 


Auth,  Very 
good.  Ed- 
¥rifCs  father 
was  an  Arctic 
explorer. 
Write  under 
sketch,  "The 
old  man  had 

ForSaUorEeturn.  manyasUrt- 

ling  adven- 
ture in  the  silent  land  of  eternal  snow."  Go 
on. 

Pvb.  Here  is,  seemingly,  a  quarrel  to  the 
death,  in  the  time  of  Obmxlbr  thx  Sscokd. 
Bali-room,  with  CaTaliers  and  their  Ladies. 
Central  ^roup,  a  fight  with  swords.  Can  we 
do  anything  with  it  ? 

Auth.  Why,  certainly.  Edwin  excites  the 
jealousy  of  Angelina^  cousin  Reginald,  The 
latter  calls  out  the  former  at  a  fancy-dress 
dance.  Label  it—"  Captain  de  Courcy  was 
too  impatient  to  wait  until  the  ball  was  orer, 
but  challenged  his  rival  as  the  company  were 
on  the  eve  of  going  down  to  supper."  Drive 
on! 

Pub,  This  seems  rather  a  puzzle, — a  ship 
sinking  in  mid-ooean. 

Auth.  The  very  thing,  j^tmn  having  lost 
aU  his  money  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  goes  to 
Australia  for  more  gold.  Label— "The storm 
was  terrific,  and  the  Belgravia  had  much  diffi- 
culty in  weathering  this  gale  of  almost  unpre- 
cedented violence.''    Next,  please ! 

Pub,  Why  here  are  some  sketches  of  Yenioe, 
St.  Petersburg,  China,  and  North  Wales. 

Auth.  I  can  take  them  en  bloc.  Edwin  and 
4ngelma,  before  they  return  home,  go  upon  a 
honeymoon.  Workthemallin.  Anything  else? 

Pub,  A  man  being  shot  by  a  company  of 
French  soldiers.    Is  that  of  any  use  P 

Auth.  First-rate  fate  for  the  wicked  Eegi- 
nald.  Ooes  to  France  during  the  Franco- 
Qerman  War  as  a  Special  Correspondent,  and 
is  shot  as  a  Prussian  spy.  Couldn't  be  better. 
Anything  else  ? 

Pub.  A  village  crowd  looking  at  a  repre- 
sentation of  "Punch  and  Judjr.'' 

Auth,  OhnomHj  a  reooUeotion  of  Edwin^s 
schooldays.  Label  it—"  Sometimes  he  would 
join  the  crowd,  watching  an  exhibition  of  per- 
ambulating puppets."    Anything  else  P 

Pub,  A  man  being  thrown  from  his  horse 
into  a  brook. 

Auth.  All  r^htl  AngeUnm  first  falk  in 
We  with  Edwin  when  nursing  him  after  an 


accident  in  the  hunting-field.  Label  it — 
"  His  horse  swerved,  and  Edwin  was  thrown 
with  great  violence  into  the  water."  Any- 
thing else  P 

PtUf.  A  man  with  a  dark  lantern  looking, 
I  think,  at  a  mile-stone. 

Auth,  Reginald^  before  his  death  in  France, 
tries  to  enter  burglariously  the  dwellinjg- 
house  of  his  hated  rival.  Label—"  The  mis- 
guided wretch  paused  for  a  moment  while 
he  examined  one  of  the  mile-stones."  Any- 
thing further  P 

Pub,  Only  two.  Which  shall  we  have,  a 
happy  or  a  wretched  ending  P 

Auth,  Either  vou  please.  One's  as  easy 
as  the  other.    What  are  they  ? 

Pub,  First  a  man  dying  in  t^e  prairie  is 
threatened  by  a  vulture. 

Auth,  Evidently  Edwin,  You  see,  we  have 
already  disposed  of  the  wicked  cousin.  What 
is  the  other  P 

Pub,  Oh,  the  conventional  thing— bridal 
pari^  in  a  village  church.  I  wish  we  could 
use  both. 

Auth,  So  we  can.  Cut  down  bridal  block, 
and  punch  out  enough  of  sky  in  prairie  to 
make  room  for  it.  Then  give  the  leg;end, 
"  And  Edwin  died  hai>pily,  for  in  his  vision 
he  saw  his  love  once  more  as  he  had  hoped 
to  see  her.  With  .his  last  breath  he  blened 
her  as  she  stood  beside  him  at  the  altar." 
That  will  do,  and  then  I  can  finish  off  with. 
"Who  knows  they  may  not  meet  again r 
The  Ewd." 

Pub,  And  now  I  want  to  ask  your  opinion 
about  some  trade  advertisements.  I  want  to 
know  if  we  can  work  them  in  P 

[Scene  closes  m  upon  arrangements  of  a 
ImsinesS'Uke  character. 


THE  KISS. 


(By  a  Jubilant  Juryman.) 

[Eisdng  the  Book  is  now  to  be  diipenied  with  aa 
pert  of  a  Juryman's  duties.] 

Lip  to  lip  is  pleasant  altogether. 
But  there  is  no  charm  in  up  to  leather 
All  the  bards  who  've  sung  of  osculation, 
Down  from  Ovid  to  song's  last  sensation, 
Could  not  lend  romance,  or  even  sense, 
To  the  Court's  poor  labial  pretence. 
Always  meaningless,  and  most  uni^easant. 
Here  the  past  is  bettered  by  the  present. 
Kissing  is  the  due  of  Love  and  Beauty. 
Dull  and  dismal  when  'tis  made  mere  duty. 
Mere  lip-loyalty  to  Love  means  little — 
ButtoTruthP    'Tis  not  worth  jot  or  tittle  I 
When  from  lip  to  lip  in  cold  formality 
Passed  the  grubby  cover,  in  reality 
Binding  kissing  made  no  oath  more  binding 
Nor  more  easy  Justice's  clear  finding. 
Therefore,  thanks  to  common  sense,— long 

missing — 
That  makes  obsolete  one  form  of  kissing  I 


"THERE  AND  BACK." 

FntST  night  at  Covent  Garden  of  new 
Opera,  Irmengarda,  by  Chevalier,  not  Che- 
valier Coster,  but  Chevalier  Emil  Bach.  In 
this  plot  the  women  of  a  besieged  city  are 
allowed  to  leave  it,  carrying  whatever  is  most 
precious  on  their  backs— but  this  one  Bach 
can't  carry  Irmengarda^  which  is,  however, 
not  too«  too  precious,  but  is  supportable.  Sir 
Dburiolavus  Opbraticus  "  gives  a  Back," 
and  it's  "Over I"  First  Act,  while  per- 
forming, is  promising;  second  very  much 
after,  or  behind  the  first.  House  full.  Every- 
body good,  specially  Yaij>a  and  ABSAMon*. 
Mr.  Arxbrustks  conducted  the  Mascaovi- 
cum  -  Waonsr  -  ft  -  Co.  music.  Everybody 
happy,  specially  Bach  himself,  who  was  not 
baokwaros  in  coming  forwards,  and  bowing 
his  acknowledgments. 


By  the  way,  as  in  Act  in.  the  King  eaten 
"a-riding  a-riding,"  this  Opera  may  be 
distinguisned  from  any  of  Bach*8  futuie 
works  oy  being  called  The  Horse-BACH  Opot. 
Not  to  exhaust  the  punning  possibilitiei  in 
the  name  of  ^e  composer,  it  may  be  in- 
cidentally noted  that,  original  and  fnii  u 
every  air  in  this  Opera  may  be,  yet  thii 
present  work  consists  entiiely  of.  **Baci 
Numbers,"  No  more  on  tiiii  saljeet  it 
present 

Last  week  of  Opera  by  night  at  Ooroii 
Garden,  as  the  GhuSlen  is  turned  into  sRioe- 
course  for  The  Prodigal  Daughter's  iteepk- 
chase,  and  Drury  Lane  is  wanted  im  tbe 
Pantomime.  Sir  DauBiOLABTTs  has  hii  haadi 
full— likewise  his podLcta.    "SomoCeitbe!" 


TO   MY   PARTNER. 

"Miss  Bjed  Sash  "—my  programme  cinH 

even  relate 
Your  name,  and  I  know  nothing  man 
Of  your  tastes.    Do  y  ou  talk  odThigh  AiMr 
the  state 

Of  the  floor? 

HasOirtonof 
New  n  baa 
e  u  d  e  a- 
vpard,   to 

of     ^flM 

Or    ftM  r« 

prepiKdto 
maaamd 

Andthtnb? 


Do      ixditia 

'  f  a  n  d  i, 

Or  th*  Ci- 
biaet  cittu 
in  France  f 

Or  wciJdyw 
tfmarkthit 
a  ^r«»t 
m  t  n  J 
chaps 

Never  dmeef 

ItlBsoiywr 

idol   witk 
pkyi  thtt 

BJK  aoiie, 
Som»    9SJ 

Is     he    t 
sage? 
Or  are  you  oontented  to  see  a  live  hone 
On  the  stage? 

You  love  Padkrxwski,  and  would  not  be  fsl* 

To  your  faith  in  Bbahma,  Gbiss,  Wi«!p 

and  ,  [▼*^* 

Co. ;  or  you  are  awfully  pleased  wim  tlku 

And  ^  Band? 

I'll  fan  you,  and  hear  if  you  then  will  re|«it 

Facts  on  currents  of  air,  or  amoom ; 
Or  simper,  and  smiling^  speak  of  the  best 
Of  t^  room. 


A  Good  "  Sioqhd  ".— A  Dntah  Qyiter. 


g^  XOnCK-^Bfltjeeted  Oosaamnicatioiis  or  CoatribatioBs,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  Drawings,  or 
in  no  ease  be  retained,  not  even  when  aeeoauBaaied  br  a  gtamiiad  aAd  hiiilrmmti^  SbvmIoba. 


of  any  dseeciptaaa,  ^ 
WfasMK.    SetUtnli 
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He. 
She, 


SNUBBING   A   DECADENT. 

"A— don't  tov  find  Ezutsmos  an  ▲wnxL  Bobs?" 

''A—WXLL,   SOME  PbOPLS'S  BXI8TBM0X— MOST  DXOIDBDLT  1  * 


YULE-TIDE— OLD  AND  NEW, 

At  thb  CoMMXKosMxirr  or  the  Gkntubt. 

Ajtd  ther  made  merry  in  the  good  old 
faahioiL  The  tnotores  on  the  walLi  were 
covered  with  hollv  and  mistletoe.  They  had 
oome  from  British  woods.  Then  the  tables 
groaned  with  Christmas  oheer.  The  baron 
of  beef  was  flanked  with  plum-pudding  and 
mince-piee.  There  never  was  a  more  jovial 
orew.  The  compliments  of  the  season  were 
passed  round,  and  the  Christmas  Waits, 
singing  their  Christmas  carols,  were  enter- 
tained right  royally.  For  was  it  not  a  time 
of  peace  and  good  will  ?  Then  there  .was  a 
mighty  laugh.    A  huge  jcke  had  been  per- 

Eetrated.  Qrandfather  had  been  asleep,  and 
e  was  telling  the  youngsters,  who  had  been 
playing  a  round  game,  the  onaracter  .of  .his 
dream. 

**  I  give  you  my  word  it  is  true,"  said  the 
old  man.  **Yes,  I  actually  forgot  it  was 
Christmas  I" 

'*  But  it  was  only  in  your  dreams,  Qrand- 
I>apa."  urged  one  cdf  his  descendants. 

^*  Yes,  but  that  was  bad  enough,"  cried  the 
old  man  in  a  tone  of  self-reproach,  **  fancy 
forgetting  Christmas— even  in  one's  dreams  I 
Everything  seems  changing  nowadays ! " 


VOL.  cm. 


But  the  Grandfather  was  wrong  —  the 
Christmas  bills  were  unchangeable.  And 
ever  will  be  I 

At  thb  End  or  thb  Cbhtubt. 

And  certainly  it  was  dull  enough  in  all 
conscience.  Nowadays  everything  is  dull. 
Although  it  was  towsrds  the  end  of  Decem- 
ber, the  room  was  decorated  with  summer 
flowers.  They  had  oome  from  Algeria.  Then 
the  side-table  was  spread  with  a  reehercKS 
repast,  for  thev  were  all  going  to  dine  a  la 
RuM€,  But  tne  guests  were  sad  and  tho- 
roughly bored.  Tney  had  sent  a  policeman 
after  the  itinerant  street-musicians,  with 
the  desired  result.  Inside  and  outside  silence 
reigned  triumphant.  Was  it  not  a  time  for 
*' moving  on"  and  threatening  '*six  weeks 
without  the  option  of  a  fine  "  ? 

Then  there  was  a  deep  groan.  A  young 
man— somebody's  Grandson— sugi^sted  a 
round  game.  At  first  the  suggestion  was 
reoeivea  with  derision. 

''  You  can't  get  up  a  Missing  Word  Compe- 
tition," said  one.  "  No,  my  Grandson,  you 
can't." 

''Can't  IP"  said  the  youngster,  who  had 
been  called  'Grandson.'  *' Can't  IF  Look 
here,  I  will  write  out  a  Word,  and  I  will  bet 
you  none  of  yon  will  guess  it" 

c  c 


And  "  Grandson"  wrote  out  a  Word  on  a 
piece  of  paper,  and  sealed  it  in  a  packet. 
Then  he  called  out  the  sentence,  *'  The  pre- 
sent season  of  the  Treni  is  known  as " 

Then  they  all  tned  to  guess  it.  Some  one 
said  "unfavourable,"  another  ''pleasant,"  a 
third  "dreary,"  and  a  fourth,  "trouble- 
some." 

But  they  all  were  wrong. 

At  last  the  sealed-up  packet  was  produced, 
and  opened.  For  the  nnt  time  there  was  a 
smile  when  the  Word  was  known. 

"Who  would  have  thought  of  it?"  was 
the  cry. 

The  word  chosen  was  '*  Christmas." 

"Fancy  anyone  remembering  Christmas! 
Even  for  a  Missing  Word  Competition! 
Everything  seems  changing  nowadavs !  " 

But  the  Grandson  was  wrong— his  Christmas 
bills  were  unchangeable.    And  ever  will  be ! 


'•^ET  COMPETITIONS.'' 

"Since  these  competitions  were  started,  the 
public  bad  been  educated  in  artistic  matters,  and 
their  judgment  was  ahnost  equal  to  that  of  the 
members  of  the  Boyal  Academy." — Mr,  FoUmcTB 
Spe$eh  in  ihs** Mutiny  Wvrd**  Mf#. 

Mb.  PoLAim  said,  at  Bow  Btreet,] 
Choosing  pictures  thus  imparlft 

Judgment  good  as  that  of  those  treat- 
Ed  as  foremost  in  the  arts. 

Hitherto  each  paid  his  shilling 
At  the  House  of  Burlington, 

Gazed  at  pictures,  feeble,  thrilling, 
Bad  or  good,  and  wandered  on — 

Stared  with  awe-struck  admiration 
At  "  the  Picture  of  the  Year," 

Gained  artistic  education 
In  a  stuffy  atmosj^ere. 

Then  all  changed ;  he  paid  his  shilling 

And  he  sent  his  couDcm  in 
To  a  weekly  paper,  willing 

To  discriminate  the  tin ; 

And  be  wisely  praised  or  blamed,  yet 
He  knew  notning  of  design. 

The  Bbidoe  of  Bow  Street  daimed  yet 
One  more  shilling  as  a  fine. 

Oh,  rejoice,  Academioiani ! 

Learned  Bbidob  knew  what  to  do ; 
Artisans  or  mechanicians 

Mi^t  have  grown  as  wise  aa  you. 

Which  would  sadden  any  just  man. 
And  mis[ht  make  an  angel  weep-- 

DiCKSBB  dii^anced  bv  a*dustman, 
Stobet  staggered  by  a  sweep  I 

Bouohtof  beaten  by  a  baker. 
Housemaids  humbling  helpless  Hook  ; 

Stobb  surpassed  by  sausage-maker, 
CooPEB  conquered  by  a  cook  I 

Cbowb  or  Cbofts  crushed  by  a  cow-boy, 
MiLLAis  made  by  milkmen  mad, 

Pbttix  plucked  by  any  pioughbov, 
Lbightof  licked  by  butcher's  lad  I 

I^effected  all  you  care  for. 

But  Sir  JoHK  has  pulled  you  through ; 
Bold  Bow-Streef  s  Beak  is,  therefore. 

No  Bridge  of  Sighs  for  you 


"A Note  ow  thb  ApPBEciATioir  op  Gold." 
— Send  a  five-pound  note  (verified  by  the 
BaiJc  of  England)  to  our  ofiioe,  and  we  will 
undertdce  to  get  it  changed  immediately^ 
and  thereupon  to  hand  over  to  the  Bearer,  in 
exchange  for  the  noto,  two  golden  iovereigfu^ 
and  one  golden  half-^otereign,  ready  eaeh. 
This  will  show  what  is  our  appreciation  of 
gold. 
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THE   SKELETON  AT  THE    FEAST. 


"  I  oonfeti  it  does  leeiii  to  me  that  certain  decisions  made  by  a  competent 
tribunal  hare  rendered  it  extremely  doubtful  whether  there  is  a  tingle  one  of 
the  670  gentlemen  who  now  compose  the  House  of  Commons,  who  might  not 
find  himself,  by  some  accident,  unseated,  if  a  full  iuTestigation  were  made 
iato  everything  that  had  taken  place  in  his  constituency,  say,  during  the  ten 
}  ears  preceding  his  candidature. '—Jfr.  Balfour  at  Sheffield. 

M.P.  {of  any  Party  you  please),  loquitur  :— 
Pflxw !    It  'a  all  very  fine,  when  yoa  gather  to  dine, 
And  to  blow  off  the  steam,  while  yoa  blow  off  your  'bacoa, 


(As  the  farmers  of  Ajlesbnry  did,  when  their  wise 
Was  sweetened  wiui  "  news  from  the  Straits  of  Malacoa* ); 

Bat  thinrs  are  much  changed  since  the  voters  of  Bucks 
Flushed  red  with  load  fan  at  the  phrases  of  DizzT, 

And  M.P.'s  are  dreadfally  down  on  their  lacks. 
Since  BAiJt)UB'8  confoanded  '*  tribanals  *'  got  hosy. 

What  precioms  stiff  posers  to  loyal  Primrosi  rs"^  '^  T I P 
Aro  offered  by  Rochester,  Walsall,  and  Hexhamt   ^ 
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SUCH   A  HAPPY    FAMILY   PARTY-AT   CHRISTMAS. 

UneU  John  (lorifig  hit  money  and  hii  temper).  "  Kow,  Jamm,  do  MS  ▲  Fatovb  foe  oncs,  aitd  Doy  r  show  tour  Hand  1 " 
AufU  Jane  {whoee  Uei  Curde  her  Partner  hae  invariably  aver^trumped)*  **  I  can't  help  it.    You  show  your  Hands,  and  I  'm  subb 
TBEr  'bm  no  BiAPTiis  1 " l4/ter  thie,  there 't  a  prospect  qf  a  very  pleasant  evening. 


Platform  pero^ators,  post-prandial  glosers. 
Must  find  many  points  to  perplex  'em  and  yex  'em. 

It^bothers  a  ipouter  who  freely  would  flourish 
Coat-tails  and  mixed  tropes  at  pditical  dinners, 

When  doubts  of  his  safety  ne's  driyen  to  nourilQi, 
Through  puhlioans  rash  and  (eleotoral)  sinners. 

Good  lack,  and  good  gracious  I    One  mar  be  Teraoious, 

And  look  with  disgust  upon  bribes  ana  f  oroed  bias, 
Yet  owing  to  *'  Agents  "  more  hot  than  sagadous, 

Appear  as  AuMifetu-cum^AituriAB, 
One  might  just  as  soon  be  a  Man-in-the-Moon, 

Or  hark  Sack  at  once  to  the  style  of  Old  Sarum. 
That  Act  (Corrupt  Practices)  may  be  a  boon, 

But  the  way  they  apply  it  seems  most  harum-scarum. 

Should  a  would-be  M.P.  ask  old  ladies  to  tea. 

Or  inyite  male  supporters  to  erum^ts  or  cricket ; 
Should  a  snug  Party  dub  prove  a  tnfle  too  free, 

Or  give  an  equivocal  **  treat,"  or  hat-ticket ; 
A  seven  years'  nur8infl[  of  81opville-on-Slime, 

A  weU-fouffht  Election  and  Glorious  Victory 
(Crowed  o'er  Dy  proud  Party  mints  at  the  time) 

May—lose  you  your  Seat,    it  does  seem  contradictory. 

Of  course,  my  good  friends,  one  would  not  say  a  wcri. 

Against  Sngland's  glory— Electoral  Purity  I 
SospiMt  ifM  01  slighting  that  boon  P    TooabsurdI 

But  what  good 's  a  Seat  without  same  small  security. 
To  fight  tooth  and  nail,  land  a  win,  and  then  fail 

Along  of  dishon— I  mean  o*er-zealoas  *'  Agents  "— 
Well,  well,  I  don't  wish  at  our  Judges  to  rail« 

But— pattmg  it  plainly— I  fear  it  won't  pay,  gents. 

'Tis  hard  to  attend  a  political  feast, 
And  strut  like  a  peacock,  and  crow  like  a  bantam. 


I  sense?/ "wet-blanket" 
L  Petition-bred  fears 
Coig'ure  up  a  grim  Skeleton  (Judge)  at  the  Banquet  I 


Shost  verse 

We  need, 
Most  terse 

Indeed, 
That  it- 

This  lay- 
May  fit 

This  day. 
Short  sight 

Of  sun. 
Long  night, 

Begun 
At  four. 

Sunshine 
Once  more 

At  nine. 


THE  SHORTEST  DAY. 

A.M. 

Meets  eyes 
Of  them 

Who  rise 
If  no 

Fog  hide- 
Then  woe 

Betide; 
The  day 

That  ought 
To  star 

So  short 
Aspace 

CJan'tshow 
lUfaoe 

Below. 


Excessively  long-footed  verse  will  undoubtedly 

we  say, 
For  LoNOFXLLOw's  longest  lines  skip  along  when 

for  the  Longest  Day.  (Sianedi 


But  when 

It  goes. 
Why  then 
.  One  knows 
New  Year 

Will  soon 
Be  here- 
Then  June, 
So  bright  I 

So  sweet  I 
So  light  I 

We'll  greet 
The  day 

That'slonff 
With  pay, 

Glad  song- 
characterise  what 

we've  long  longed 

TOUCESIOBX. 


Mtt.ttaut  Motto  fob  the  New  South  London  Ophthalxio  Hos- 
pital OPENED  LAST  FbIDAT  BT  TEE  DUKE  OF  YOBK.— **Eyes  right  I" 


THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS. 


Google 
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THE    LAST  WORD. 

(A  Domestic  Drama  of  the  Day  Ufore  Yederday,) 

ScBNB.— rA«  Breakfast  Room  at  Linoleum  Lodge,  the  suburban 
residence  of  Samubl  Stodokfobd,  Esq.  Mr.  andULn.  Stodoe- 
FOBD,  their  son  Pabvekas,  and  daughters  Pompilia.  and  Pris- 
ciLLA,  discovered  at  breakfast. 

Mr,  Stodgeford.  We  shall  probably  get  it  by  the  second  post,  and 
though  the  aelay  is— ah—to  some  extent,  annoying,  we  most  not 
allow  ourselves  to  be  unduly  impatient.  Personally,  I  regard  these 
—ah— weekly  competitions  as  chiefly  Tahiable  in  providing  an 
innocent  form  of  domestic  recreation,  and  an  interesting  example  of 
the — ah— value  of  words. 

Parmenas  S.  The  value  of  one  word,  I  should  say,  Father.  Last 
week,  as  there  were  very  few  who  guessed  right,  it  amounted  to  a 
considerable  sum. 

3ir,  S,  That  is  a  stimulant  to  ingenuitv,  no  doubt,  with  some 
minds,  but  let  us  put  that  aside.  We  feel  some  natural  curiosity 
to  know  whether  we  have  selected  the  missing 
adjective,  and  I  see  no  reason  myself  to  doubt 
that  our  united  efforts  will  this  time  be 
crowned  with  success. 

PomniUa,  It  is  almost  impossible  that  it 
won't  he  one  of  the  two  hundred  and  fifty 
we  sent  in. 

Parmenas*  I  drew  up  a  list  of  synonyms 
which,  I  fiatter  myself,  was  practically  ex- 
haustive. 

PriseUla,  I  dreamt  I  heard  a  voioi  saying 
quite  dearly  in  my  ear,  '*  Nonsensical  I  non- 
sensical I ''—like  that— so  I  sent  it  in  the 
first  thing  next  morning. 

Mr,S,  These— ah— supernatural  monitions 
are  not  vouchsafed  to  us  without  a  purpose. 
It  may  be  **  nonsensicaL" 

Mrs,  S.  The  only  two  words  /could  think 
of  were,  ** absurd''  and  *Mdiotic,"  and  I'm 
afraid  they  haven't  much  chance. 

Mr,  8,  I  wouldn't  say  that,  Sophboitia. 
It  is  not  always  the  most  appropriate  epithet 
that— let  me  run  over  the  paragraph  again 
—where  is  last  week's  paper?  An,  I  have  it. 
{He  procures  it  and  reads  u/ith  unction,) 
*'  The  lark,  as  has  been  frequently  observed 
by  the  poets,  is  in  the  habit  of  ascending  to 
high  altitudes  in  the  exercise  of  his  vocal 
functions.  Scientific  meteorologists,  it  is 
true,  do  not  consider  that  there  is  any  im- 
mediate danger  of  a  descent  of  the  sky,  but 
many  bird-catchers  of  experience  are  of 
opimon  that,  should  such  a  contingency 
happen,  the  number  of  these  feathered  song- 
sters included  in  the  catastrophe  would,  in 

all  probability,  be  simply ''    It  mi^ht  be 

"idiotic."  of  course,  but  I  fancy  '•incal- 
culable'' or '*' appalling"  would  be  nearer 
the  mark. 

Parmenas.  Too  obvious,  J  should  say.  li 
you  had  adopted  a  few  more  of  the  words  I 
got  from  JRogefs  Thesaurus^  we  should  have 
been  safer.    Sending  in  a  wcnrd  like  *  *  disgust- 


Rohert.  Please.  Sir,  it 's  on'y  just  come.  Sir. 
Mr,  8,  (snatching  the  paper  from  him,  and  tearing  U  open  ;  the 
other  members  of  the  family  crowd  round  excitedly).  Now  we  shall 
seel    Where's  the  place?    Ck>nfound  the  thingi    Why  can't  tfaey 

print  the  result  in  a {His  face  falls,)    What  are  yoa  waiting 

tor.  Sir  f    Leave  the  room  I 

[To  RoBBBT,  who  has  lingered  about  the  sidehoard. 
Revert,  Beg  pardon.  Sir,  but  would  you  mind  reading  out  the 

Word— 'cause  I 'm 

The  Family,  Read  the  Word,  Papa,  do ! 

Mr.  8.  {keeping  the  Joumci),  All  in  good  time.  {Addreuing 
RoBEBT.)  Am  I  to  understand.  Sir,  that  you  have  actually  had  the 
presumption  to  engage  in  this  competition  P — an  uneducated  young 
rascal  hke  you  I 

Robert.  I  didn't  mean  no  harm.  Sir,  I  sent  in  nothink— it  wae 
onValark,  Sir! 

The  Family  {daneina  with  suspense).  Oh,  never  mind  Robebt  now. 
Father— do  liad  out  the  Word ! 
Mr.  8.  {ignoring  their  anxiety).  If  you  sent  in  nothing.  Sir,  so 
much  the  better.  But,  in  case  you  snoiila  be 
tempted  to  such  a  piece  of  infatnatioa  in 
future,  let  me  tell  you  this  by  way  of —ah — 
warning.  I  and  my  family,  have,  with 
every  advantage  that  superior  education  and 
abihtiea  can  bestow,  sent  in,  after  prolonged 
and  careful  deliberation,  no  less  than  two 
hundred  and  fiftv  separate  solutions,  and  not 
a  single  one  of  these  solutions,  Sir,  proves  to 
be  the  correct  one  I 

The  Family  {collapsing  on  the  neareti 
^hairs).  Oh,  it  can't  be  true— one  of  them 
mu«<  be  right  I 

Mr.  8.  Unfortunately,  they  are  not.    I 
will   read  you  the  sentence  as  completed. 
{Reads,)  **  Should  such  a  contingency  happen, 
the   number  of  these  feathmd  soniretera 
included  in  the  catastrophe  would,  in  all  probalnlity, 
be  Bimpl]^— ah— fioti^A^ .' "    Now  I  venture  to  aeeert 
that  nothing  short  of —ah— absolute  genius  ooold  poo- 
si  bly (TbRoBEBT.)   What  do  you  mean  by  inter- 

pting  me.  Sir  ? 

liobert.  Please,  Sir,  J  said  nothink,  Sir! 
FomjnUa.  Oh,  what  does  it  matter?  Give  me  the 
paper.  Papa.  {8he  snatches  it.)  Oh,  listen  to  thia : — 
*'Tbo  number  of  solutions  sent  in  was  five  hundred 
thoiii^and,  whidi  means  that  twenty-five  thonwand 
pounds  remain  for  division.  The  only  competitor  who 
gave  the  correct  solution  was  Kr.  Robbbt  GoHixorau 
of  Linoleum  Lodge,  Camberwell  •  •  •"  Oh.'  Why, 
thAt'gyott,  Robbbt  I 
Ilohert.  Tes,  Miss.  I  told  you  I  said  ''Nothink," 

Mi  as.    I  'm  sure  if. I  'd  thought 

Mr.  8.  {gasping).  Twenty-five  thousand  nonnda! 

Ah,  Robbbt,  I  trust  you  will  not  forget  that  thia 

'ace  of— ah— unmerited  rood  fortune  was  aoqniied 

7  rou  under  this  humble  roof.    Shake  handa,  my 

Pompilia.  Wait,  Papa— don't  shake  hands tilll'Te 
done— (con^nuin^)— '*Mr.  CoKKLiKO,  however^  having 
elected  to  disregard  our  conditions,  requiiing  the 
hoUtion  to  be  written  out  in  full,  and  to  expteae  the 
word  *'  Nought "  by  a  cipher,  we  cannot  consider  him 


ing  "  was  sheer  waste  of  one-and-twopence  I  "  ^  "oW  my  Chan^t  to  the  But<^her-boy ! »'  legally  entiUed  to  the  prwe " 

And  as  for  Pompilia,  with  her  synonyms  to  **  sensational,"  and  Mr.  8.  How  dare  you  use  my  private  address  for  your  niiterate 

Pbiscilla,  with  her  rubbishy  superstition,  depend  upon  it,  they  're  attempts,  Sir  P 

no  good  I  Prtse.  {seizing  the  paper).  Why  don't  you  read  it  all? "Wo 

Pompilia,  You  think  you  know  so  much,  because  you've! been  are   prepared,   nevertheless,   to  waive   this    informali^,   and   a 

to  London  University- but  we  *ve  been  to  a  High  School ;  so  we  're  cheque  for  the    full   amount  of   twenty-five  thousand  pounds, 

not  absolute  u/fb^,FABXEVAs!  payable  to  his  order,  will  be  forwarded  to  Mr.  Gonklutq  ao- 

Priseilla.  And  I  'm  sure  people  have  dreamt  which  horse  was  cordingly-^37-" 
going  to  win  a  race  over  and  over  again  I 


Mr.  8.  Come,  come,  let  us  have  none  of  these  unseemly  disputes  I 
And.  when  you  compare  a  literary  competition  with— ah— a  mere 
gambling  transaction,  Pbiscilla.  you  do  a  grave  ixgustice  to  us  all. 
You  forget  that  we  have,  all  ot  us.  workM  h«rd  for  success :  we 
have  given  our  whole  thoughts  and  time  to  the  subject.  I  nave 
staved  at  home  from  the  office  day  after  day.    Tour  mother  has 


Mr.~8.  Well,  Robbbt,  you  deserve  it,  I  must  say— shake  hnnda  I 
— I — ah — mean  it. 

Robert.  Thankee,  Sir,  I  'm  sure— it  was  Ck)ok  and  Jakb  'elped  me. 
Sir,  hvLt—idolefuUy)—!  sold  my  chanst  to  the  butcher-boy,  lor 
tuppence  and  a  mouth-orgin.  Sir. 

Mr.  8.  You  unspeakable  young  idiot  I  But  there,  you  will  know 
better  another  time ;  and  now  go  out  at  once,  and  order  five  hundred 


had  no  leisure  for  the  cares  of  the  household ;  your  brother  has  sus-  *  copies  of  Tiddler— sl  periodical  which  offers  such  intellectoal  and — 
pNended  his  studies  for  his  approaching  examination,  and  your  elder  ah— substantial  advantages,  deserves  some  enooun^^ement.  ( JBrtl 
sister  her  labours  at  the  East  End— on  purpose  to  devote  our  com-  Robbbt.)  Now  Mother,  Pabmbitab,  girls— aU  of  you,  let  us  est  to 
bined  intelligence  to  the  subject.    And  are  we  to  be  told  that  we  work,  and  see— just  for  the— ah— fun  of  the  thina^— if  we  oan*t  be 


are  no  better  than  the  brainless  multitude  who  speculate  on  horse- 
racing!  I  am  not  angry,  my  child,  I  am  onlv—(^<er  Robbbt, 
the  Page,  with  a  paper  in  a  postal  wrapper.)  Tiddler^ s  Miscellany— 
ha,  at  last !  Why  didn't  you  bring  it  up  before.  Sir  P  You  must 
have  known  it  was  important  I 


more  fortunate  with  the  next  competition.  We 'U  have  Cook  and 
jAifB,  and— idi— Robbbt  in  to  help ;  the  housework  can  look  after 
itself  for  once  . . .  what  is  it  now,  Pbiscilla  P 

Prise,  {faintly).  1  've  just  seen  this.    {Reads.)  '*  In  oonBeq[u«nee  of 
I  the  recent  decision  at  Bow  Street,  those  who  send  solutions  for  thin. 
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and  anr  fatoxe  oompetiticais,  will  not  be 
requiied  to  forward  any  remittance  with  their 
coopons ^" 

Mr.  S,  (approffingfy).  An  admirable  arran8:e 
ment— pnta  a  atop  at  onoe  to  any  pemioioos 
tendency  to—ah—specalation  1 

Priic.  (cofi^mtfffiy)—*' and  snccessfnl  com- 
petitors moat,  we  fear,  be  content  with  no  other 
reward  than  that  of  honoorable  mention." 

Mr,  S.  Here,  send  after  Robsbi,  some- 
body I  It*B  Boandalona  that  the  preoioaB 
time  of  a  whole  family  ahonld  be  frittered 
away  in  these  nnedifying  and— ah— idiotic 
competitions.  I  will  not  allow  another  IWiifer 
to  enter  my  house  I 

Robert  ienUring  with  hit  amu  fuU  of 
'' Tiddler9'').  Please,  Sir,  I  brought  a 
'undred.  Sir,  and  they  '11  send  up  the  rest  as 

soon  as  oyer  they Oh  Lor,  Sir,  I  on'y  done 

as  I  was  told,  Sir  I 

[He  is  wnmeed  apon^  uveroly  e%^fed  hy  a 
rigkteouaily  indignant  famSiiy^  and  tent 
flffing  in  a  whirlwind  of  tattered  '*  Tid- 
alere^^^  ae  the  Scene  claiee. 


LAYS  OF  MODEEN  HOME. 

THE  MUFFIN  MAN. 

Ah  I  welcome,  through  autumnal  mist, 
For  each  returning  ruraUst, 
Waif  metropolitan,  to  list 

Thy  tinkle  unto. 
No  sound  of  seas  or  bees  or  trees 
Can  Londoners  so  truly  please — 
The  cheapest  emcure  with  ease 

Thy  dainties  run  to. 

They  need 
not,  like 
the  fruits 
on  sticks. 

The  fruits 
Yenetian 
boyhood 
Ucks, 

A  Toice  with 
operatic 
tnoks 

Their  pnuse 
to  trumpet 

The  simple 
bell  sh^ 
fraught 
with  sense 

Of  teapot 
urn,  and 
hearth  in- 
tense. 

Best  herald 
thee  and 
thy  oom- 
mens- 
-u  r  a  b  1  e 
crumpet* 

Liyes  there  a  oit  with  soul  so  dead 
Who  nayer  to  himself  hath  said, 
"  This  is  my  crisp,  my  natiye-bred, 

MyBntishmuffinl^'? 
Let  picturesque  Autolyci 
Their  cloying  foreign  oauities  cry ; 
/don*t  see  much  to  buy,  not  I, 

Such  messy  stun  in  I 

Mysterious  yagrant,  dost  prepare 
Thyself  that  inexpensiye  fare ; 
Thyself,  partake  of  it— and  where  f^ 

The  boon  thou  sellest  ? 
'Tis  Home,  where'er  it  be ;  thy  load 
Can  cheer  the  pauper's  dark  abode, 
And  lack  of  it,  with  gloom  oorrode 

The  yery  swaUert. 
There  are  who  deem  it  yulgar  fun 
For  dressy  bachelors  to  run 
Themselyes  to  stop  thee ;  I  'm  not  one 

So  nicely  silly : 


/  'm  not  aahamed  to  track  thy  way, 
And  test  the  triumphs  of  thy  tray. 
And  bring  them  back  in  paper,  say. 
To  Piccadflly. 

Yes,  heedless  of  a  gibing  town. 

To  hand  them  Phyllis,  sit  me  down. 

And  wait,  tiU  they  come  up  in  brown 

And  glossy  sections. 
Then,  brew  my  cup— the  best  Ceyion — 
And,  bidding  care  and  dhiU  begone. 
Concentre  heart  and  mouth  upon 

Thy  warm  perfections. 


MONTECARLOTTERY. 

[It  remaini  true  that  for  those  who  want  a  brief 
and  ezhilaratiiiff  change,  and  are  glad  to  reap  for 
the  nonce  the  nanrett  of  a  quiet  eye,  there  are 
■pots  within  the  borders  of  Engknd  which,  both  in 
oumate  and  in  loenery,  can  rie  with  the  proudest 
and  most  Taunted  watering-pUu;ee  of  the  Sunny 
South.*'— 2>at^  Faptr,} 

Damon  on  the  Riviera^  to  Pythiae  at 
Tor^ay.— •*  Here  I  am.  by  the  blue  Mediter- 
ranean! At  least,  the  attendant  of  the  sleep- 
ing-car says  the  Mediterranean  is  somewhere 
about,  only,  as  a  yiolent  rain-storm  is  going 
on,  we  can't  see  it.  Yery  tired  by  joumeT. 
Feel  that,  after  all,  you  were  probably  rii^bt 
in  deciding  to  try  the  ooast  of  Deyonshire 
this  winter,  instead  of  Riyiera." 

Pythiae  at  Torquay,  to  Damon  at  Nice. — 
"Coast  of  Deyonshire  delightful,  so  far. 
Pleasant  run  down  from  London  by  G.  W.  R. 
—only  fiye  hours.    Thought  of  and  pitied 

Sour  crossing  to  Calais,  and  long  night-and- 
ay  journey  after.  Yon  should  4nst  see  our 
Mraniums  and  fuchsias,  growing  out-of- 
doors  in  winter  I  Mind  and  tell  me  in  your 
next  how  the  oliyes  and  orange-trees  Iook.'' 

Damon  to  JPythiae.—**  Ohye$  aU  diseased 
—haye  not  seen  an  orange-tree  yet— there  is 
my  reply  to  the  query  in  your  last.  Hitherto 
I  naye  not  had  much  opportunity  of  seeing 
anything,  as  the  mistral  nas  been  blowing, 
and  it  has  been  rather  colder  than  England 
in  March.  Wretched  cold  in  my  head.  No 
decent  fires— only  pine-cones  and  logs  to 
bum,  instead  of  coal  I  Wish  I  were  at 
Torquajr  with  you  1  *' 

Pythias  to  Damon. — "Sorry  to  hear  that 
Riyiera  is  such  a  failure.  More  pleased  than 
oyer  with  Deyonshire.  Glorious  warm  sun- 
shine to-day.  Natiyea  say  they  hardly  eyer 
haye  frost.  Children  digging  on  sand  on 
Christmas  Eye— too  hot  for  great-coat  Rain 
comes  down  occasionally,  but  then  it  dries  up 
in  no  time.  Quite  a  little  Earthly  Paradise. 
Glad  I  found  it  out." 

Later  from  Damon.  —  **  Riyiera  better. 
Mistral  gone.  Sun  warm,  and  haye  seen  my 
first  orange-tree.  Haye  also  found  that 
there 's  a  plaoe  called  Monte  Carlo  near  Nice. 
Haye  you  eyer  heard  of  itP  There's  a 
Casino  there,  where  they  haye  free  concerts. 
Off  there  nowl" 

Later  from  Pythiae.^*'  After  all,  Deyon- 
shire It  sometimes  a  little  damp.  Yes,  I  have 
heard  of  Monte  Carlo  Casino,  amd  I  wish  ^ere 
was  anything  of  the  sort  at  Torquay.  Walks 
and  driyea  pretty,  but  monotonous.  HUls 
annoy inr.  Still,  eyidently  far  superior  to  any 
part  of  Riyiera.*' 

Still  later  from  Damon. — '*  Glorious  idsce, 
Monte  Carlo.  Superb  mundsl  Scenery 
loyely,  and  Gasinery  stiU  loyelierl  And, 
between  ourselyea,  I  haye  already  more  than 
paid  for  expenses  of  my  trip  by  my  winnings 
at  the  Tables.  No  time  for  more  just  now. 
Must  back  the  red  I" 

Reply  to  above  from  Puthiae,—"  Very  sorry 
to  hear  you  haye  oeen  playing  at  the  Tables. 
Sure  to  end  in  ruin.  By  the  bye,  what  system 
do  you  use  f  The  subject  interests  me  merely 
as  a  mathematical  problem,  of  course.   Wish 


/  could  pay  enenaes  of  my  Deyonshire 
hotel  so  easuy.  But  then  one  ought  to  haye 
eome  reward  for  yiaitinff  such  a  dreary^  plaoe 
as  the  Riyiera,  with  its  Mistrals,  and  diseased 
oliye-treea,  and  all  that." 

Latest  from  Damion. — "  Since  writing  my 
last  letter,  my  yiews  of  the  Riyiera  haye 
altered.  The  climate,  I  find,  does  not  suit  me. 
Sun  doesn't  shine  as  much  as  I  expected— not 
at  night,  for  instance.  Then  the  existence 
of  Jan  oliye  disease  anywhere  near  is  naturally 
yery  dSgoUtant  (as  they  say  here).  And  the 
Casino  at  Monte  Carb  is  simply  an  oiganised 
swindle.  It  ought  to  be  put  down  I  After 
staking  ten  times  in  succession  on  "Zero," 
and  doubling  my  stake  each  time,  I  was  abso- 
lutely cleared  out  I  Only  just  enough  mxmBy 
to  take  me  home.  Shall  follow  your  example, 
and  try  Torquay  for  the  rest  of  the  winter." 

Latest  from  Pythias. — "  Just  a  hasty  line 
to  uj— don't  come  to  Torquay  I  I  am  leaying 
it.  Since  I  last  wrote,  my  yiews  !of  Deyon- 
shire haye  also  altered.  Can't  conoeal  from 
myself  that  the  dimate  is  a  mistake.  Damp, 
dull,  and  depressing.  Your  aooount  of  Monte 
Carlo—  not  the  Casino,  of  course — so  enchant- 
ing, that  I  'ye  determined  to  try  it.  Just  off 
to  London  to  catch  *  train  de  luxe  ! ' " 


THE  MISSING  WORD. 

[By  a  mueh-hadffered  Barmaid.) 

Each  boobyish  bar-loimger  calls  me  "  dear," 

And  **  Misses  "  me  in  manner  most  absurd. 

I  should  not  miss  him  !    But  the  boss,  I  fear. 

Would  miss  his  custom;  so  I  still  must  hear 

His  odious  **Misa-ing"  wordi 
Butohl  I 'd  sooner  beiur  a  monkey's  kisaea. 
Than  some  of  these  cheap  mashers'  mindng 
«*Misaea"I  rtwod'^ 

And  there  is  one  young  ape!— I'd  stand 
Qould  I  hit  him  each  timehe  ^'Misses"  mel 


QUEER  QUERIES. 

AuTOBiooHAPHiCAL.— I  should  be  glad  to 
know  whether  it  would  be  adyisable  for  me 
to  write  a  book  of  **  Reminiscences,"  as  I  see 
is  now  the  fashion.  My  life  has  been  chiefly 
passed  in  a  moorland-yillage  in  Yorkshire, 
so  that  it  has 
not  been  yery  , 
oyentful,  and  v 
I  haye  neyer  ' 
written  any-  ^ 
thing  before ; 
still  the  nublic  , 
might  like  to 
hear  my 
opinions  on 
things  in  \ 
general,  and  I 
think. I  could 
make  the  anec- 
dote of  how 
our  kitchen 
chimney  once 
caught  fire— 
which  would 
be    the    moat  Not««- 

important  incident  chronicled— rather  thril- 
ling. Among  interesting  and  eminent  persons 
I  haye  met,  and  of  whom  I  could  giye  some 
account  in  my  forthcoming  work,  are  Mr. 
GLADSTOini  (who*  passed  through  our  station 
in  a  train  goLng  at  fifty  miles  an  hour  while 
I  was  on  the  platform^.  Lord  SAUSBiniT 
whom  I  met  (under  similar  drcumstanoea, 
and  the  back  of  whose  head  I  feel  confident 
that  I  actually  saw)  and  the  Lobd  Chdet 
Jusncx  of  England,  who  ordered  an  Usher 
to  remoye  me  from  his  Court  at  the  Asriaes 
as  I  was  (incorrectly)  alleged  to  be 
I  should  be  glad  to  hesjr  of  t 
Publisher  who  would  be  likely  to  offer  a  _ 
price  for  luoh  a  book.- Rirsncna  EzPBCTijre. 


snoring. 
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PRIVATE   THEATRICALS.     A   REHEARSAL. 


The  Captain,  "At  this  staoi  or  thi  pbocbxdinos  I  'tx  got  to  Exas  tou,  Lidt  Qraos. 
Lady  Oraee.  "Oh  ko  I    It  'b  fob  a  CBARirr,  tou  know  !  " 


Will  tour  Husband  mind,  do  tou  think  t 


•'CHRI8TMA.8  IS  COMING  ! " 

*  *  Chbistmas  It  ooming  I  *'    Pleasant  truth 

To  all—saTe  Uie  dyspeptic  I 
To  most  in  whom  some  smaok  of  youth 

Hath  inflaenoe  antiseptio. 
Pessimists  prate,  and  pngs  he-rate 

The  time  of  nurth  and  holly ; 
Bat  why  should  time-soured  sages  "  slate  '* 

The  juTenile  and  jolly  ? 
"  Thouffh  some  churls  at  our  mirth  repine  " 

(As  old  Gborox  Withkr  put  it). 
We  '11  whiff  our  weed,  and  sip  our  wine, 

And  watch  the  youngsters  foot  it. 
They  did  so  in  ouaint  Withkb's  time. 

When  wassail-howls  were  humming. 
And  still  girls    laugh,    and    church*  hells 
diime, 

Because—*'  Christmas  is  coming  I " 

'*  Christmas  is  coming  I "    Let  him  bring 

Mirth  to  the  toiling  million. 
What  is 't  he  bears— a  gracious  thing — 

Behind  him  on  the  iHUion  f 
Her  snowy  garb,  and  smile  benign, 

Make  sunshine  in  dark  places ; 
The  gentlest,  rarest,  most  diTine 

Of  all  the  Christian  graces. 
Her  eyes  are  full  of  lonng  light, 

Her  hands  with  gifts  are  laden ; 
True  Yule-tide  Almoner,  of  right^ 

This  rna-xmre  sweet  maiden  I 
She  smiles  on  all,  full-feeding  mirth. 

Young  loTe,  mad  motley  mumming ; 
There  is  less  dearth  of  }oj  on  earth. 

Because—'*  Christmas  is  ooming !  ** 

A  Merrr  Christmas  ?    Round  each  room 
That^s  writ  in  leaf  and  berry ; 


But  there  be  those,  alas  I  to  whom 

There 's  mockery  in  the  *'  Merry." 
Merry  ?— when  sorrow  loads  the  heart, 

And  nothing  loads  the  larder  f 
In  the  world's  play  the  poor  man's  part 

At  Yule-tide  seems  yet  harder. 
Gh)od  cheer  to  him  who  hungry  goes, 

And  mirth  to  her  who  sorrows, 
Lend  bitter  chill  to  Christmas  snows. 

Small  joy  care's  Ixmdsman  borrows. 
From  jollity  he  may  not  share, 

Despair  is  darkly  drumming 
At  his  dull  breast,  whose  hearth  won* t]  flare, 

Because — "  Christmas  is  coming  I  "I 

Good  Greybeard  Sire,  you  would  not  tire 

Gay  youth  with  tales  of  trouble ; 
World-gladness  is  ypoi  heart's  desire. 

And  so  you  're— riding  double  I 
Pleasant  to  see  dear  Charity 

Close  pillion-poiBed  behind  you. 
Eager  to  bid  her  gifts  fly  free. 

We  're  happy  so  to  find  yon. 
Ride  on,  ana  scatter  largesse  wide  1 

Sore  need  is  still  no  rarity. 
For  all  our  Progress,  Power,  and  Pride, 

We  can't  dispcmse  with  Charity. 
Ride  on,  kind  pair,  and  may  the  air 

With  happiness  be  humming. 
And  porerty  shake  off  dejq;Mdr, 

Because—"  Christmas  is  coming  I " 


Rathshtoo  Prxmatubx.— We  see  "  Chrut- 
HUM  Leave***  adTertised  dTerywhere  in 
glaring  colours.  This  announcement  is  too 
early.  **  Chrieifiuu  Comee^*  it  should  be, 
and  then,  any  time  after  Uie  25th,  will  be 
appropriate  for  the  announcement  of  his 
departure. 


THE  PORTER'S  SLAM. 

[A  meeting  st  Mancbester  has  ndacd  s  woCmt 
axaintt  the  nuisance  caoaed  by  the  needWwj  land 
"  •Umming"  of  railway  carriage  doora.] 


The  iK>rter  has  a  patent 

Which  smites  one  like  a  blow. 
And  erery  where  that  porter  eomes. 

That  "slam"  is  sure  to  go. 
It  strikes  unon  the  tym-pe-num 

Like  shook  of  dynamite ; 
By  day  it  nearly  makes  you  dumb- 
It  deafens  you  at  night. 
When  ttarUed  by  that  patent  "sUm;'' 

The  pious  pas-sen^jare. 
Says    something    else    that    ends  na 
••am,'^^ 

(Or  he  has  patience  rare.) 
Not  only  does  it  cause  a  shock. 

But— Manchester  remsrks — 
*'  Depreciates  the  rolling  stoek,** 

WeU,  that  is  rather  larks  I 
That*M  not  the  point  The  porter's  slaa 

Conduces  to  insanity. 
And,  though  as  mild  as  Must's  lamb. 

Drives  men  to  loud  profanity. 
If  Manchester  the  *'  slun  "  can  stay 

By  raising  of  a  stir. 
All  ndlway-traTellers  will  mj^ 

"  BuUy  lor  Man-ches-ter  I »' 


KeBife  Directoiy  far  1893.— InTalnslk. 
and  considered  as  **portable  property'*  ft 
quote  Pip*9  Mend)^  admifabiy  sniM  for 
the  pooket  of  any  indiTidual  who  ihow 
hrapen  to  be  about  twen^-five  feet  hn. 
Bow  toueeiif  Why— cee  insade-it  is  fiU 
ofDirectioof." 
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in  hif  head,  tneezet  as  he  passes  the|  the  Missionaries  f 


lOXEI)  HOTIOHS.-H0.  n.   TTOAHDA. 
8ciir>— ^f  before,  a  RaUway-earriage  m  a  euhurlMn  morning  tram 
to  London.    Per$on§  aUo  as  fttf/ortf— fiame/y,  <wo  Well-informed 
Men,  an  Inquirer,  and  an  Ayerage  Man. 

Fint  WeU'informed  Man  {laying  down  hit  paper).  So  the 
Goyemment  *s  going  to  stick  to  Uganda,  after  alL  I  had  a  notion, 
from  the  heginning,  they  woaldn*t  be  allowed  to  sonttle. 

Average  man.  Ah— I  don't  know  that  I  'm  partionlarly  enthn- 
siastio  abont  Uganda. 

Inquirer,  Why  not? 

A.  M,  What  are  we  going  to  get  out  of  it  ?— that 's  the  question. 
We  go  interfering  aU  oyer  the  world,  grabbing  here,  and  grabbing 
there,  merely  in  order  to  keep  other  people  out ;   and  then  some 

nig^  King,  with  a  cold  "~  ^"-  ^'^    *■ "*■" 

Union  Jaok.  That's  an 
insult  to  the  flag,  of 
eourse; 


the  flag, 
so  off  goes  an 
expedition,  and,  before 
you  know  where  you 
are,  we  'ye  spent  about 
ten  millions,  and  added 
|L  few  thousand  aores  of 
swamp  to  the  Empire. 
Why  can't  we  leaye 
things  alone  P  Hayen't 
we  got  enough? 

JVrsilT.J.Jf.  That's 
all yery  well,  I  daresay; 
but  70U  forget  that  the 
Berlin  Conference  made 
Uffanda  one  of  our 
spheres  of  influence. 
•  Inquirer,  When  was 
thatf 

JFSr»<  IT.  J.Jf.  Why, 
just  after  the  Franco- 
Prussian  War.  They 
■U  met  in  Berlin  to 
settle  up  eyerything— 
and  we  got  Uganda. 

Inquirer,  I  thought 
it  was  later  than  tmit, 
somehow. 

FiretW.I.M.y(eXL, 
anyhow,  it  was  some- 
where about  that  time. 
1  don't  pledge  myself  to 

{year  or  two.  But  what 
say  about  Uganda  is 
(his.  We're  there— or 
^ther  the  Company  is 
—and  we  should  simply 
disgrace  ourselyes  be- 
lore  the  whole  world  if 
we  chucked  up  the 
9ponge  now.  And,  if 
we  Old,  we  should  haye 
France  or  Germany 
nipping  in  directly. 

Second  W,  I,  M, 
They  can't 

liret  W,  I,  M,  Why 
mot? 

Second  W,  I,  M. 
Why  not!  Because  it's 
our  sphere  of  influence 
whateyer  happens. 

Inquirer  {tinudly),  I  'm  afraid  you'll  think  me  yery  ignorant,  but 
I  doirt  quito  know  what  a  **  sphere  o!  influence  "is.  I  'ye  read  a  lot 


anything  of  it,  and  they 'ye  got  to  go  whether  they  like  it  or  not; 
though  I  daresay  they  're  deuced  glad  to  be  out  of  the  hole.  But, 
if  it  don't  pay,  what  on  earth  are  we  going  to  do  with  it  ? 

Second  W  I,  M,  {triumphantly  rwnforcing  Atm).  Yes,  what  on 
earth  are  we'to  do  with  itf 

Firet  W,  I,  M,  (calmly ^  hut  contemptuouily).  Ah  I  I  see  you  're 
both  little-England  men.  From  your  point  of  yiew,  I  daresay 
you're  ris^ht  enough.  But  I  *m  one  of  those  who  belieye  that  we 
must  stick  on  whereyer  we 'ye  planted  the  flag.  I  agree  with 
MoLTKB,  that  the  nation  that  giyes  up  is  in  a  state  of  decay. 

Second  W,  I,  M,  It  wasn't  Moltkb  who  said  that ;  it  was  Yictor 
Hugo,  or  (after  a  pause)  Lord  Palm rbstok. 

Firet  W,  I,  M,  Well,  it  doesn't  matter  who  said  it.  The  point  is. 
it 's  true.    Besides,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  the  slayes  and 


A    SALVE    FOR   THE   CONSCIENCE. 

Vegetarian  Profeeeor,  ''No,  Madav,  vot  xyxN  Fish.  I  cakvot  sakctiok  thx 
Drstrttotion  or  Lirs.  Thess  little  Animals,  fok  inbtakob,  wk&x  bxtt  tibtkbdat 
Swimming  happily  in  the  Sea." 

Mr$,  (/Laughlan,  *'0h  but,  Pbofessob,  just  think  it's  the  Fibsf  Time  th^ 
poor  uttle  Things  haye  stbr  bcen  really  Warm  in  their  Lives  1 " 


'•'TwAS  Whisfebsd 
nr  HxAyxN/xwAS  Mur- 

TXBEi)  nr  H ."    2 

propoe  of  the  muoh-dis- 
cussed  article  written 
by-  Dr.  St.  Geobox 
MiYABT  in  .7^  Nine 
teenth  Century^  on 
*  *  Hanpiness  in  Hell/* — 
on  for  uttering  a  word  "  unmentionaDle  to  ears  nolito," 
—our  old  friend  'Abet  writes  thusly :— **8ir,— We   'aye  aU  of  us 


Average  Man,  Oh, 
bother  the  Missionaries! 

First  W,  I,M.  It's 
all  yery  well  to  say 
** bother  the  Mission- 
aries I "  but  that  won*t 
get  you  any  further. 
They  're  our  feUow- 
oreatures  after  all,  and 
what's  more,  they're 
our  f ellow-oountrymen, 
so  we 'ye  got  to  look 
after  them. 

Average  Man,  I 
should  let  the  whole  lot 
of  Missionaries  fight  it 
out  together.  They 
only  keep  auarrelling 
amongst  tnemselyes, 
and  ^ing  to  bag  one 
another's  oonyerts ;  End 
then  Franoe  and  Eng- 
land get  inydyed. 

Inquirer,  By  the  way, 
where  is  Uganda,  ex- 
actly P 

Fir  it  W.  I,  M.  Just 
behind  Zanzibar  —  or 
somewhere  about  there. 
Ton  can  get  to  it  best 
from  Mashonaland. 
Didn't  you  see  that 
ELhodbs  said  he  was 
goinff  to  make  a  tole- 
grapria  -  line  through 
there?  It  used  to  be- 
long to  the  BlTLTAK  OF 

Zahzibab.  Don't  you 
remember? 

Inquirer,  Of  course; 
so  it  did. 

[Train  draws  up  at 
Terminus, 


t  qui -    

about  it  lately,  but  I  can't  quite  make  It  out.  heen  familiar  for  years  with  the  well-known ' '  Miyart*s  'Otel.'    If 

Second  Jv,  I,  M,  (condescendingly),  Tes,  I  know  it 's  deuced  the  oleyer  Professor  is  correct,  this  name  ought  to  be  changed,  as 
difficult  to  keep  up  with  these  new  notions,  unless  you  're  in  the  there  ain't  no  such  a  place ;  and,  in  future,  .when  alluded  to,  it 
way  of  hearing  all  about  them.    Spheres  of  influence  mean— well, !  ought  to  be  called  Mivarfs  Cool  'e/.     ' 


don't  you  know,  they  mean  some  country  that 's  not  quito  yours,  but 
it 's  more  yours  than  anybody  else's,  ana  if  anybody  else  comes  into 
it,  you  're  allowed  to  make  a  protocol  of  it.  Besides,  it  giyes  you  a 
right  to  the  Hinterland,  you  know. 

Inquirer  (dubiously).  Ah,  t  see.    What 's  the  Hintorland  ? 

Second  Jv,  I,  M.  (stumped),  I  fancy  it 's  about  the  most  fertile 
part  of  Africa.    {To  First  W,  I,  M.)  Wt  it? 

First  W.  I,  M,  Tes,  that 's  it.    It 's  the  German  for  Highlands. 

Inq^er.  Of  course^  so  it  is.    I  might  haye  thought  of  that 

Average  Man  (to  First  W,  I,  M,)7BeemM  to  me  you  'ye  none  of 
you  got  hold  of  the  right  point.  What  I  want  to  know  is,  does 
Uganda  pay?    Lvbaxd  says  it  don't;  the  Company  hasn't  made 


Am  I  right? 
••.Yours  truly,    The  'Abbt  Opagiti.' 


Iir  ••Lucky  Shoes,"  basketo,  and  in  other  dainty  trifles,  does 
RiMMSL  arrange  his, beautiful  bottles  of  scent.  RnraxL  is  not  a 
Head  Centre,  but  our  Chief  Soentor,  '*  and,  "exclaims  Mr.  Wao«taff, 
the  Unabashed,  *•  what  a  great  day  will  be  his  Scentenary  I " 


••  The  Silbet  Battxb."— See  this  charmingpiece  at  the  Criterion. 
Of  course  it  is  brought  out  by  Mr.  Chables  WnrDHAic  in  illustra- 
tion of  the  old  proyerb,  *•  Aets^  not  words,*^ 


sss 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CUARIVAEL 


[D 


^i,  1« 


DiOEicBiB  24,  1892.] 


PONCH.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


299 


CHOOSINQ   CHRISTMAS  TOYS. 

(A  Sktteh  in  ths  LowthtT  Arcade) 
Between  the  ihping  banks  of  toys,  and  under  a  denee  Joliage  of 
coloured  rotettee^  calico  hcimen,  and  JapitneU'tanterm,  the  con* 
geUed  Stream  of  Cfuitotn  ootee  slowly  along ^  with  an  occasumal 
ofoerfUnw  into  the  backwaters  of  the  shops  behind^  while  the  SttdU 
keejkers  keep  up  a  batrachian  and  almost  automatic  croak  of 
invitation, 
Jbfuf  Orandmother.  So  yoa  *Te  ohoaen  a  box  of  sdldien,  hayeyou, 
Fbavkt  P  —  very  welL 
Now  what  ahall  we  get 
for  little  Elsie  and  Baby  P 
Dranky       {promptly). 
Another  box  of  soldiers 
would  do  nicely  for  Elsib, 
Grandmamma,   and  —  / 
know,  afort for  Baby! 

Orandm.  (doubifidly). 
Bat  they're  sach  UtUe 
tots  — they  won*t  know 
how  to  play  with  them. 

Dranky.  Oh,  but  I  can 
teach  them,  you  know, 

Orandm.  That's  ri^ht 
—I  like  to  see  a  boy  kind 
to  his  little  sisters. 
iShe      adopts      Master 
Fxakkt's     disinte- 
rested suagestion, 

A  Mother,  Now, 
PxRCT,  it's  all  nonsense 
—  you  canH  want  any 
more  toys— those  yoa 'ye 
ffot  are  as  food  as  new. 
\To  her  Friend,)  He's 
saoh  a  boy  for  taking  care 
of  his  things-^ie  'Uhardly 
trast  his  toys  oat  of  their 
boxes,  and  won't  allow 
anyone  else  to  ^oucA  them ! 

The  Friend,  Dear  little 
fellow— then  I'm  sure  he 
deserves  to  be  given  a  new 
toy  for  being  so  careful  I 

The  Mother.  Well, 
he  '11  giye  me  no  peace 
till  I  do  give  him  some- 
thing, I  now— but  mind 
this,  PxBcr,  it's  only  to 
keep  you  quiet,  and  I  'm 
not  Roing  to  buy  Eddib 
anything.  {To  Friend,) 
He  gives  all  Am  things 
away  as  it  is  I 
[Master  Pxbct  takes  both 
these  valuable  moral 
lessons  to  heart, 

Mrs.Stilton(to  her  less 
prosperous  Sister-in-law^ 
Mrs.  Bloomold).  Non- 
sense, Ynriax,  I  won't 
hear  of  iti  Baoon  has 
more  toys  already  than  he 
knows  what  to  do  with  I 
'  Mrs.  Bloom,  (apologeti- 
cally). Of  oourse,  my 
dear  8opsu,  I  know 
your  children  are  bom 

to  erery but  still,  I 

haTs  no  one  but  myself 
now.  you  know— and  if  I 
might^it  would  be  such 
a  pleasure  ! 

Mrs.  Stilton.    I  haye  «' Er-I  w«nt  a  Toy>f  iome  iort-j 

already  told  jou  there  is  not  the  slightest  occasion  for  jour  spending 
your  money  in  anr  such  foolish  manner.    I  hope  that  is  enough. 

Mrs.  Bloom,  Vm  sure  he  would  like  one  of  these  litUe  water- 
carts— now  wouldn't  you,  Raooix  P  [Bxeeix  assents  shuly, 

Mrs,  Stilton,  Buy  him  one,  by  all  meansHhe  will  probably  take 
the  colour  out  of  my  new  carpets  with  it— but,  of  course,  that 's  of 
no  consequence  to  you  ! 

Mrs.  Bloom.  Oh  dear,  I  mdie  forgot  your  beautiful  carpets.    No, 

to  be  sure,  that  might -out  one  of  those  little  butcher's  ihops, 

now!— they  *re  really  quite  cheap! 


Mrs,  S,  I  alwavs  thought  cheapness  was  a  question  of  what  a 
person  could  afford . 

Mrs.  Bloom.  But  I  can  afford  it,  dear  Sophia— thanks  to  dear 
JoHir*8  bounty,  and— and  yours. 

Mrs.  S.  Ton  mustn't  thank  me.    I  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.    I 

warned  JoHir  at  the  time  that  it  would  only and  it  seems  I  was 

right.    And  Reooik  has  a  butcher's  shop— a  really  good  one— already. 


Beg 


1q  fact,  I  couldn't  tell  you  what  he  hasnH  got  I 

leggie.  I  can,  though.  Aunt  Ynnnx.    I  hayen't  got  a  train,  for 
thing!    (7b  his  Mother^  as  she  drags  him  on.)    l  should  like  a 

little  tin  train,  to  mo  by 
clockwork    on  rails  so. 

Do  let  Auntie ^iHiat  's 

she  stayinr  behind  for  P 

Mrs.  Bloom,  {catching 
them  up.  and  thrusting  a 
box  into  RW90JM*B  hands). 
There,  dear  bof ,  there's 
ypor  tndn— with  Aunt 
Vnnm'sloTel  (Rxoeix 
opens  the  box^  and  dis- 
covers  a  wooden  train,) 
What 's  the  matter,  dar- 

P    Isn't  it P 

Irs.  S.  He  had  rather 
set  his  heart  on  a  dock- 
werk  one  with  rails— 
which  I  was  thinking  of 
getting  for  him— but  I 
am  sure  he's  very  mneh 
obliged  to  his  Aunt  all 
the   same — aren*t  you, 

RieDTALDP 

Begfie  {with  a  fortu- 
nate mspiration).  Thank 
you  ever  so  much.  Auntie  1 
And  I  like  tms  train 
better  than  a  tin  one— 
beeanse  all  the  doors  open 
really— it 's  exactly  what 
I  wanted  I 

Mrs.  S.  That's  so  like 
Rsoeix— he  never  says 
anything  to  hurt  peek's 
feelings  if  he  can  possibly 
help  it 

Mrs.  B.  {with  meek 
amhiguHy).  Ah,  dear 
SoiHiA,  you  set  him  such 
an  example,  you  see  I 
[Riooix  UHmaers  why  she 
saueeses  his  hand  so.) 

A  Vague  Man  {to  Sales- 
).    -"      ' 


Er— I  want  a 
to]r  of  some  sort— for  a 
child^  don't  you  know. 
{As  %f  he  might  require 
U  for  an  elderly  person.) 
At  least,  it 's  not  exactly 
a  child— it  can  talk,  and 
aUthat. 

Salesw.  Willyon  step 
inside,  SirP  Wc'ts  a 
large  assortment  within 
to  select  from.  Is  it  for 
a  boy  or  a  girl  P 

The  Vague  Man.  It's 
a  boy— that  is.  its  name 's 
ErxLTK  —  of  course, 
that's  a  giri's  name  too; 
but  it  had  better  be  some 
thing  that  doesn't  — I 
something      it 


[He  runs  down. 
for  a  Child,  don't  you  know ! "  v  galesw.  1  quite  under- 

stand. Sir.  One  of  these  little  'rrses  and  carts  are  a  very  nice 
present  for  a  child- (irM  languid  commendation)'-ihB  little  'crse 
takes  out  and  all. 

The  V.  M,  Um— yee— but  I  want  something  more— a  different 
kind  of  thing  altogether. 

Salesw.  We  seU  a  great  many  of  these  rag-doUs ;  all  the  clothes 
take  off  and  on. 

The  V.  M.  Isn't  that  rather and  then,  for  a  boy,  eh  P        T 

Salesw.  P'raps  a  box  of  wooden  soldiers  would  be  a  more  sni^aole 
toy  for  a  boy,  certainly. 
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The  V,  M,  Soldiers,  eh  P— yes— bat  joa  see,  it  might  torn  out  to 

be  a  eirl  after  all— and  then 

^  Saletw,  I  see,  yon  want  something  that  wonld  do  equally  well  for 
either.  Mere 's  a  toy  now.  (She  brings  out  a  team  ofliiUe  im  ewane  on 
wheek.)  Ton  fix  a  stick  in  the  end— so— and  wheel  it  in  front  of 
yon,  and  aU  the  little  swans  go  up  and  down. 

IShe  wheele  tt  uo  and  down  without  enthusiasm, 

The  V.  M,  (inspecting  it  feebly).  Oh— the  swans  go  up  and  down, 
eh  P  It  isn't  auite— but  very  likely  it  won't— May  as  well  have  that 
as  somethiog  else — Tes,  you  oan  send  it  to— let  me  see— is  it  Hamp- 
stead  or  Notting  Hill  they  're  liying  at  now  ?  (Tothe  Saleswoman,  who 
naturally  cannot  assist  him.)  Ko,  of  course,  you  wouldn*t  know. 
Never  min4»  I  'U  take  it  with  me— don't  trouble  to  wrap  it  up ! 

[He  carries  it  of^'—to  forget  it  promptly  in  a  hansom, 

A  Oenial  Unele  (entering  with  Nenhews  and  NieeesY,  Plenty  to 
ehoose  from  here,  eh  P  Look  about  and  see  what  you  'd  like  best. 

Jane  (the eldest^  sixteen,  and  **  quite  a  little  woman**).  I'm  sure 
they  would  much  rather  you  chose  for  them,  Uncle  I 

Uncle.  Bless  me,  /  don*t  know  what  boys  and  girls  like  nowadays 
— thev  must  choose  for  themseWes  I 

Salesw,  (wearily).  Perhaps  one  of  the  young  gentlemen  would  like 
a  dredging-maohine  P  The  handle  turns,  you  see,  and  all  the  little 
buckets  go  round  the  chain  and  take  up  sand  or  mud— or  there 's  a 
fire-engine,  that^B  a  nice  toy,  throws  a  stream  of  real  water. 

[Toiarr,  (tged  eleven,  is  charmed  with  the  dredging^machine, 
while  the  fire-engine  finds  favour  in  the  eyes  of  Bobbt, 
aged  nine. 

Jane  (thoughtfully).  I  'm  afraid  the  dredginff-machine  is  rather  a 
messy  toy.  Uncle,  and  the  fire-engine  wouldn't  do  at  all,  either— it 
would  be  sure  to  encourage  them  to  play  with  fire.  Bobbt,  if  you 
say  **blowI"  once  more.  I  shall  tell  Mother.  Uncle  is  the  best 
judee  of  what's  suitable  for  you ! 

Uncle.  Well,  there 's  something  in  what  you  say,  JsKinr.  We 
must  see  if  we  can't  find  something  better,  that's  all. 

Salesw.  I  'to  a  little  Toy-stige,  'ere— with  scenes  and  characters 
in  **  Richard  Cured  o'  Lyin* "  complete  and  ready  for  acting- 
how  would  that  doP 

[TomcT  and  Bobbt  cheer  up  visibly  at  this  suggestion. 

Jane.  I  donH  think  Mother  would  like  them  to  haye  that.  Uncle- 
it  might  give  them  a  tasis  for  theatres,  you  know  I 

Uncle.  Ha— so  it  might— very  thoughtful  of  you,  Jake— Mustn't 
get  in  your  Mother's  bad  books ;  never  do  I  What 's  in  these  boxes  ? 
soldiers  P  How  about  these,  eh,  boys  P  [The  bovs  are  again  consoled. 

Jcme  {gently).  They're  getting  rather  too  biff  for  such  babyish 
things  «s  soldiers.  Uncle  I  I  tell  you  what  /  think— if  you  got  a  nice 
puzzle-map  for  Toxmt— he 's  so  backward  in  his  Geography;— and  a 
drawing- slate  for  Bobbt.  who 's  getting  on  so  nicely  witn  his  draw- 
ing, and  a  little  work-box— not  an  expensive  one,  of  course— for 

Wi3f»ra,  that  would  be  quite 

[These  sisterly  counsels  are  rewarded  by  ungrateful  and 
rebellious  roars. 

Uncle.  Tommy,  did  I  hear  you  address  your  sister  as  a  "beast"  P 
Come— come  I  And  what  are  you  all  turning  on  the  waterworks  for, 
eh  P    Strikes  me,  Jakb,  vou  haven't  quite  hit  off  their  tastes  I 

Jane  (virtuously).  I  nave  only  tdd  you  what  I  know  Mother 
would  wish  them  to  have,  Uncle ;  and,  even  if  I  am  to  have  my 
uikles  kicked  for  it,  I  'm  sure  I  'm  right  I 

Unele.  Always  a  consolation,  my  dear  Jeitnt.  I'm  sure  no 
nephew  of  mine  would  kick  his  sister,  except  by  the  merest  acci- 
dent—so let 's  say  no  more  of  that.  But  it 's  no  use  getting  'em 
what  they  don't  like ;  so  suppose  we  stick  to  the  fire-engine,  and  the 
other  concern— theatre  is  it,  Jomrwr  ? — Very  well— and  don't  you 
get  me  into  trouble  over  'em,  that's  all.  And  Wiunib  would  like  a 
doll,  eh  ?— that 's  all  right.  Now  everybody 's  provided  for— except 
JakbI 

Jane  (frostily) .  Thank  you,  Unde— but  you  seem  to  forget  I  'm 
not  exa4ilyjL  child  I  [She  walks  out  of  the  shop  with  dignity. 

Uncle.  Hullo  I  Put  my  foot  in  it  again!  But  we  can't  leave 
Jenkt  out  of  it— 01111  we  P  Must  set  her  a  present  of  some  sort  over 
the  wav . . .  Here,  Tommy,  my  boy,  you  can  tell  me  something 
she'd  like. 

Bobby  (later-^to  Tommy).  What  did  you  tell  Uncle  to  get 
for  Jake  P 

Tommy  (with  an  unholy  chuckle).  Why,  a  box  with  one  of  those 
puff-things  in  it.  Don't  you  know  how  we  caught  her  powdering 
ner  nose  with  Mother's  P  And  Uncle  got  her  one  too  I  JFonH  she 
be  shirty  just  I 

iThey  walk  out  in  an  ecstasy  of  antieipatum^  as  Scene  closes. 


Mr.  Punch's  Paragraphist  says,  "  he  was  never  good  at  dates," 
not  even  when  served  in  dishes,  for  they  're  dry  at  the  best ;  but,  of 
the  very  newest  and  best  kind  of  Date  Cards,  Mabcus  Wakd  &  Co. 
have  a  capital  selection.  Among  them  the  Gran4father*s  Clock 
makes  a  pretty  screen,  and,  being  a  dock,  is,  of  oouise,  always  up  to 
the  time  of  day. 


OUR   BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Thb  Baron's  Diarist  and  Date  Examiner  makes  the  foUowiiif  ex- 
haustive notes :— first  that  Mr..C.  Lktts  dmcribes  some  of  his  Podb( 
Diaries  as  **  The  Improved."  There  is  nothing  so  good  bat  what  h 
oould  be  better.  Lett's  admitthis,  and  be  satisfiedTwith  the  latest sditioB 
of  Letts' Annuals,  which  are  priies,  though,  until  Jan.  1,  hIaiikL 

T%e  Paradise  of  the  North,  by  David  Lawsoit  JoHirsiOHB.  ^Wbei 
a  gentleman  chooses  the  KorUi  Pole  as  a  Paradise,  he  must  be  slloied 
any  amount  of  Latitude  and  Longitude.  This  explorer  lecmbii 
Chambebs  (the  Publishers  of  that  ilk)  in  order  to  get  out  of  tlis 
world  by  the  coldest  route. 


A  note  on  Iknes  &  Co.  "  Innes  "  has  several  Outs  this 
Cheery  name  for  a  Christmas  Publisher,  *' Innes."  We  take  ov 
ease  at  our  Innes,  and  we  read  with  pleasure  their  dainty  boob 
oalled^ort^my's  Child,  by  F&AircES  Comptok,  a  very  pretty  lUcy. 
L.  B.  Walford  (the  authoress  of  Mr.  Smith)  oondesoends  to  mite 

For  Oroum-  Up  Children,  a  number  of  delightful  tales. 

•  ••  ••  • 

Messrs.  Osgood  as  good  as  ever.  Why  not  follow  up  their  Brtl 
Uarte  Birthday  Book  (most  Harte-tLstioallv  got  up)  with  a  Swe^- 
Heart  Birthday  Book  ?   Madame  Yak  ds  Yxldb.  has  oompilsd  this. 

Our  sparklingeat  Baronite  exdaims,  '*  Yelde  done ! " 

•  ♦  •  •  •  • 

Thanks  to  Mabcts  Ward  &  Co.  for  The  Cottar's  Satmrde^ 
Niaht,  by  Robbie  Burns.  **  Oh,  wad  some  friend  the  giftiB  gfe 
us !  "—as  anyone  who  would  like  this  for  a  Christmas  present  miy 
say,  adapting  the  poet  to  his  purpose. 


The  Baron  and  his  Chriitmss  Books. 

**JAmost sweet  story  1  Amost charming storv 1 1  "gurgled the Barao, 
as,  with  sobs  in  his  inner. voice,  talking  to  himself,  he  finished  tks 
penultimate  chapter  of  Ihlly.  '*Kow,  Mrs.  Burkxit,  if  yon  dire 
to  kill  your  heroine,  I  swear  I  'U  never  forgive  you,  and  never  itsd 
another  of  your  fatally-fascinating  books."  The  Baron  tremUed  ai 
he  commenced  the  last  chapter  ci  the  simplest,  most  natural,  moit 
touching,  and  most  exquisitely-told  story  he  has  read  to  bubv  t  j 
day.  How  would  it  end?  A  few  lines  sufficed.  "Bless  you,  llrt. 
BurnrttI  **  snivelled  the  Baron,  not  ashamed  of  dabbing  his  sjti 
with  his  kerchief.  "Bless  you.  Ma'am  I  You  have  let  'em  hre! 
May  your  new  book  go  to  countless  editions !  May  it  be  anotlier 
Little  Lord  JFUuntleroy,  and  may  you  reap  a  gulden  refward  for 
this,  your  masterpieoe  of  simple  work,  your  latest  story — JMg!** 
The  Baron  is  bound  ("  bound  in  morocco"  as  the  slaves  were,  poor 
wretches !)  to  add  that  he  wishesit  had  not  been  illostrated,  for. 
as  |[ood  wme  needs  no  bush,  so  a  j)erfect  story,  such  as  is  this,  nsedf 
no  illustration ;  nay,  is  rather  injured  by  it  than  not.  There  is 
only  one  small  item  of  common-place  in  it,  and  diat  is  making  ^ 
would-be  seducer  a  married  man.  Of  course,  to  prove  him  so  wss 
the  easiest  and  shortest  way  of  saving  Ids  vain  and  feather-hsMlsd 
little  victim.  Perhaps  an  alternative  would  have  invdved  complios- 
tion,  and  might  have  marred  the  natural  simplicity  of  the  stflry* 
So  critically  the  Baroil  states  his  one  very  small  objeotkm,  sad 
reverts  with  the  utmost  i>leasure  to  the  hours  he  spent  over  the  tsls, 
absorbed  in  every  page,  in  every  line  of  it ;  and  herewith  doth  be, 
not  oniy  most  strongly,  but  most  earnestly  recommend  evervons  to 
procure  this  book  (pablished  by  £.  Warkb&  Co.),  for  it  isonemt  oia 
be  and  must  be  given  a  place  of  honour  bv  the  side  of  Digkrsis  sm 
Thackbrat,  to  be  read  a^ain  and  again.  Kere  a  bit  and  there  a  bit, 
when  other  works  of  fiction  now  enjoying  a  greater  literary  rspats- 
tion  (though  'twould  be  difficult  to  name  them),  shall  be  TslsrsM 
to  the  lowest  shelves  of  books  that  have  had  their  day.  **Dixi! 
Soripsi!''  quoth  Th£  Lsarhsd  BAtev  Ds  BooK-Woia& 
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THE  COMPUMEIITS  OF  THE  SEASON. 

{A  ChaaracUri$Ua  Wdoomt  to  the  Coming  Yior.) 

It  wia  on  the  31st  of  December  that  they 
met  It  had  been  amnffed  that 
at  the  final  hour  of  the  last  day 
of  the  expiring  year  they  shonld 
compare  notes,  and  not  one  of 
them  had  failed  to  keep  the  ap- 
pointment Itwouldbesoaroel/ 
right  to  say  they  were  cheerf oL 
bat  merriment  was  not  inoloded 
in  the  programme. 

''There  is  not  the  slightest 

ohanoe  of  my  bettering  myself," 

said  the  Military  Man.    '*Now 

that   the   Reguaent  has   oome 

The  MilitaiT  ^^'^^  from  India,  I  can't  afford 

Hiin,    ^  to  liye  at  home,  and  I  ean*t  ez- 

change    because  of    my   liyer. 

Promotion  was  neyer  slower  than  in  *  Ours,' 

and  my  look-out    is . 

about  themost  ghastly 

there   eyer   yet  was 

seen." 
"You    are   wrong 

there,"  oboenred  the 

Briefless  Barrister  of 

mature    yean.      **  I 

think  mine  is  a  shade 

worse.     I   give    you 

my  word  that  during 

the       last       twelve 


they  appeared  in  a  Maffszine  that  b1 
before  the  appearance  of  the  next  nuniber  I 
The  future  never  looked  blacker  and  more 
hopeless.  I  believe  I  am  the  most  unfortunate 
man  on  earth." 

"  I  fancv  you  are  wrong,"  put  in  the  Doc- 
tor. ' '  1  think  my  look-out  worse  than  yours. 
Sddmypractice  seven  years  ago  to  flutter  on 
the  Stock  Exchange.  Lost  my  mone]r  in 
seven  minutes,  and  have  never  had  a  patient 
since.  I  went  to  West  Slocum  (my  old  home) 
the  other  day,  and  found  the  place  occupied 
by  three  Doctors,  and  the  local  Undertaker  told 
me  there  was  not  room  enough  for  one  I  Talk 
about  luck,  I  am  the  unluckiest  dog  in  the 
world  I" 

'*  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,"  said  the  Actor, 
**  here  have  I  been  '  resting '  for  the  last  twelve 
months,  and  it  seems  just  as  likely  as  not  that 
I  shall  continue  the  opmtion  until  '94.  I 
have  tried  everything  in  Town  and  the 
Provinces,    and     there    isn't    an    opening 


ftny where.  My  fata 
is  about  the  wgnt  of 
the  lot*' 

"Not  BO  bad  as 
mine,''  grumbled  the 
Artist.  "Haven't 
sold  a  eiBj^le  picture 
since  the  Jubilee 
year,  and  can't  afford 
to  pay  Ibc  frame- 
maker.  My  biudio 
ia  foil  of  piiiiitiiigi, 
and  the  deaiiTa  aay 
that  there  ifin*t  a 
single  can  vaa  amoDgst 
the*  lot  but  what 
Would  be  refused  ad- 
mjanoti  to  an  Exhi- 
bition of  Sign4>oar[ls  I 
Don*t  know  how  I 
ibould  have  kept 
body  and  soul  toge- 


The  Briefleia  Barrister. 

months  I   have    not 

earned  enough  fees  to 

pay  the  rent  of  my 

Chambers     and    the 

salary  of  my  Clerk. 

And  things  are  get- 
ting worse  and  worse. 

One  of  the  Solioitors 

who  used  to  give  me 

an  occasional  turn  has 

been  struck  off  the 
Rdls, 
and 
the 
other, 
has  transferred  his  business  i 
to  Australia.  I  feel  inclined 
to  follow,  but  I  can*t  raise 
the  passage-money.     What 
luck,  now,  could  be  worse 
than  mine  ?  " 

"Why  mine."  answered 
the  Author.  *^An  entirely 
new  set  of  men  have  come 
to  the  front  since  I  was 
popular,  and  my  works  arc 
a  drug  in  the  market.    I 

haven't  been  able  to  get  rid  of  more  than  a 

doien  pages  during  the  twelve  months,  and 


^'i^^' 


DRAWN    BLANK. 


Hunisman,  "How  »  it  tou  vxvsr  havb  any  Fozxs  hsrs  now  ?" 
Keeper  {w?io  htu  orders  to  shoot  them),  "  Pheasants  havx  Eat  'km  all  ! 


The  Actor  who  haa  liii. 

ll(gid  ttiro^  with 

Applause. 

ther  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  an  opportune  loan 
from  one  who  in  hap- 
pier times  was,  in 
my  employment  as  a 
modcL  Talk  about 
prospects  I  Look  at 
mine!" 

"Well,  come,  you 
are  better  off  than  I 


The  Artist. 

am,"  said  the  City 
Man.  '*lf  I  hadnM; 
now  and  again  to 
appear  before  the  Re- 
gistrar in  the  Bank- 
ruptcy Court,  I  don't 
know  what  I  should 
do  with  my  time  I  I 
am  stone  broke. 
That's  about  it— stone 
broke  I  Knocked  out 
of  the  *  House,'  and 
without  a  scrap  of  cre- 
dit:  I  am  done  for ! " 


The  Doctor. 


The  latest  Kangaroo  Deyelopment. 


And  it  was 
agreed  that  none 
of  them  had  any 
prospects.  Then 
they  separated, 
or  rather,  were 
on  the  eve  of 
separating. 

^*By  the  way 
—fancy   forget- 
ting to  doit!"    ^  „      ^^  ^     „ 
said  one  of  them.    Bulls  and  Bean.    City  Men. 
And  then  they  rectified  the  omission,  and 
wished  one  another,  *'  A  Happy  New  Tear  I  " 


THE  FEAST  OF  REASON  UP  TO  DATE. 

Ths  old  Alchemist  smiled  as  he  watched  the  crucible 'on  the 
glowing  coals.    The  fumes  rose,  and  he  inhaled  them  with  delight. 

It  was  a  triumph.  Yes,  he  was  able  to  fto  forth  a  conqueror. 
It  mattered  not  mere  he  wandered,  for  all  flew  from  before  him. 
He  seemed  to  possess  some  subtle  power  that  no  one  understood,  but 
which  was  aU-conqueiing.  After  a  lengthened  absence  he  returned 
to  England. 


At  his  Club  he  met  one  of  his  friends — a  doctor. 

**  I  will  tell  you  my  adventures,"  said  the  old  Alchemist,  lighting 
a  strong  cigar.    **  You  must  know " 

*•  I  know  everything,"  said  the  Physician,  sternly.  "  I  know  why 
you  have  scared  the  Arabs,  and  why  disease  cannot  touch  you.  The 
secret  is  revealed  by  a  recent  Lancet,  ^  You  can  brave  dissaie  and 
death,  because  you  are  fond  of  eating  onione  /  " 

Seeing  that  his  secret  was  known,  the  old  Alchemist  heaved  s 
heavy  sigh,  and  disappeared,  perchance  for  ^▼®/^(jy  ^^ 


▼OL.  oni« 
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A   PRIME   CUT. 

Mrs.  Fidad  {-who  hat  been  JinfftHng  all  th4  Joinli  for  some  time),  "Can  tou  oua&antsx 

THIS  TO  BX  WELSH  MUTTON  I  " 

BiUeher^s  AeeistanL  "Csbtainlt  we  oak,  Mum;  but  if  yoxt  go  'Andldig  it  much 
LONOXB,  it  'll  BX  Iribh  8too  dibxotlt  ! " 


THE  PLEA  OF  THE  POSTMAN. 
All  work  and  no  play 
Makes  a  doll  boy;  so  they  say, 

Proyerb-mongers,  pretty  bards. 
'*  AU  pUy,"  may  be,  worse  I  'U  bet  'emi 
If  they  doubt  my  word,  then  let  'em 

Try  my  hand  at  (Chnstmas)  Cards ! 

Punch  m  rejUy, 

True  for  yonl    You  growl  with  reason. 
Hearts  are  tramps,  and  at  this  season, 

Pray  remember,  Gddylocks, 
When  yonr  cards  arrive  in  flooks. 

Postman  earns  his  Christmas  Box  I 


"RsDx  MB  Aright!  "—Sir  Edwabd  Rebd, 
M.P..  is  anything  but  a  ''braised  reed." 
On  the  contrary.  More  correct  woold  it  be 
to  describe  him  as  A  Bruiser  Reed,  for  his 
plucky  encounter  with  his  adveraanes,  over 
whom  he  triumphed  by  *'  A  Vast  M^'ority." 


**  Tinned  Dinners.'* 

J.  propos  of  an  interesting 
article  in  the  Datiy  Teleor^k 
last  Thursday  on  this  suDject, 
the  problem  that  most  na- 
turally suggests  itseUP  is. 
'*How  about  the  dinner,  if 
you  haven't  any  tin  ?  "  •*  No 
Song,  No  Supper"  is  plea- 
santly' alliterative,  but  is  not 
of  umversal  application.  '*No 
tin,  no  dinner,"  may  pass  into 
a  proverb,  bat,  anyhow,  it's 
a  fact 


Ah  I  "exclaimed  our  dear  old  Mrs,  R,, 
I  'm  fond  of  high-class  music.  For  many 
years  I  've  heard  my  musical  fHends  talking 
about  *  Shoolbbbd's  Unfinished  Symphony? 
Why  doesn't  he  get  it  finished  ?  When  was 
it  ordered  P  But  there — ^I  know  geniuses  are 
always  unpunctuaL" 


THE  INEVITABLE. 

CAs  lUmtrated  b^  reemt  I\>HiU0lj  SoeUl,  mi 
othir  Ikblie  ^  I^mctiotu.'^ 

Sat  you'd  get  up  an  *'  Inaagonl  Meetug," 
Anything  •'fonmng,"  or  Anyone  **gTeslin|,'' 
If  you'd  have  guests  in  their  tankaidi  thar 

nose  bury, 
Roddy  with  mirth,  yoa  must  pot  up  Lard 

If  facta  and  statistioB  yoor  ninds  you  vQl 

task  with. 
He  moat  be  followed— of  eoone— by  yoonc 

Ajbquith. 
Q.C.  and  canny  Earl,  Earl   and  'eote  Q.C., 

gents! 
There  yoo've  your  "Popular  FrognaoM'' 

m  nuce^  gents  I 


TO  MY  MVAL. 

How  I  loved  her,  blindly,  madly ! 
Sighing  sadly, 

Feeuxurhurt 
If  I  did  not  see  her  daily.   ^^ 
Oh,  how  gaily 

She  ooold  flirt ! 

Flirt  with  me,  or  flirt  with  others, 
VTlth  my  brothers 

Just  aa  welL 
How  I  oeuld  be  such  a  duffer 
So  to  suffer, 

loan'ttelL 

Then  you  came,  ^yed  tennis  finely, 
l)anoed  divin^y. 

Sang  aa  well: 
Half  Adonis,  half  ApoUo, 

Beat  me  hoUow. 

Such  a  swell! 

How  I  hated  you,  so  clever  I 

Fou  were  never 

,^      ^  Thought  a  bore! 

When  I  saw  you  so  romantic 

I  was  frantic ; 

How  I  swore! 

I  've  recovered.    Is  she  not  a 

Child  that's  got  a 

^         ,    -       .  Newer  toy? 

From  the  first  she  thought  she  'd  booked  yea; 
Now  uie  's  hooked  von. 
Wish  you  joy! 


ri>^c^^ 


I  'U  f (a:give  you  altogether,— 

She'll  see  idiether 

I  shall  care,— 
Shake  your  hand  and  gaily  greet  yon. 
Digitized  When  I  meet 


meet  you 
Anywhere* 
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A  GRAND  OLD  DIAET  FOE  1898. 

iPitbUaMsd  in  JUhmm.) 

Jamuary.^kB  I  tm  in  Biarriti,  mtj  Jiut  ■•  ireU  tee  how  they 
manage  toingB  in  Spain.  Looked  up  the  lOniatrr  at  Madrid,  and 
drafted  them  a  treaty  with  PortogaL  Thej  thanked  me  with 
the  eooTtey  of  hidaljoe,  hnt  refoaed  with  the  paltry  jealooiy  of  a 
petty-fogging  seoond-rate  Power  I  What  nasty  pride  I  Sent  home 
to  one  ofmyMagarinea,  **  How  I  took  part  in  a  Snll-fight." 

JUnfOfy.— Opened  Parliament  and  aet  thinn  going^  and  then 
thooght  I  miffht  take  a  trip  to  Rniaia  to  fill  np  the  odd  tuie.  Had 
a  ohat  with  the  Csab,  and  knocked  off  a  plan  for  the  introduction  of 
**  Home  Rule."  Gzinpolite^bnt  didn't  see  it.  Well  of  course  erery 
ene  has  a  right  to  his  own  opmions,  still  I  think  it  would  do.  Czab 
didn't.  Sent  home  to  one  of 
my  Magazines,  '*  How  I  liyed 
for  three  days  in  the  Mines  of 
Siberia." 

IfareA.— Back  to  town  for  a 
few  days,  and  then  off  again. 
Clokk  says  traTellinff  the  best 
thing  in  the  world  for  soper- 
flnons  energy.  Did  China 
thorooghl^.  Drew  np  a  plan 
for  altenng  the  langna^, 
■umners,  religions,  polihos, 
and  enstoms  of  the  Chinese. 
Brooght  it  before  a  Speeial 
Committee  of  Mandarins ;  but 
they  prerarioated,  and  prac- 
tically shelved  it.  Sent  home 
to»one  of  my  Magazines  an 
artide,  **HowI  had  a  Boxing- 
matoh  with  the  Emperor  of 
Chdta,  and  knocked  nis  Ma- 
jes^  oat  of  time." 

AfiHL  —  ^^l^^iiigs  going '  on 
decentlr  well  at  W  estminster, 
80  started  for  Torkey.  Ar- 
ranged Toridsh  Finance  for 
the  Grand  Yizier.  Bat  that 
official  distinctly  an^well,  not 
a  wise  man— said  he  woold 
knock  out  a  better  budget 
himself.  Sent  home  to  one  of 
my  Magazines,  **My  Fort- 
night's ManoBUvres  with  the 
Bashi  Bazooka." 

Ifi^.— Dropped  in  at]  St 
Stephen's,  and  put  a  few 
finishing  touches  to  one  or  two 
measures,  then  away  to  Egypt 
Sketched  out  a  Bepubhoan 
f cnn  of  OoYomment  for  the 
KhediTO.  Howerer,  hia  High- 
did  not  seem  to  see  it 


^ETTINQ 


a  scheme  for  *'  A  Federal  Association  for  the  encouragement  of  the 
Natoraliaaticn  of  the  Babbit  in  Australaaa."  The  pnqKMal  fell 
ratherfiat.  Find  the  rabbit  is  already  known  in  these  jdaoBs.  Sent 
home  to  one  of  my  Magazinea  an  artide  entitled, "  My  Pnze-fight  with 
the  Kangaroo,  and  how  I  won  it" 

Odob&r.—ln  London  for  a  few  daTs,  then  to  Mexico.  Saw  the 
President  and  suggested  the  reriTal  of  the  Empire.  President 
very  rude  ^  told  me  to  mind  m7  own  business.  Sent  home  to  one  of 
my  Magazinea,  *'  A  Week  on  the  Prairies  Buffalo  lassooing." 

JVorem&sr.— Popped  in  at  Midlothian,  and  made  a  speech  or  two, 
and  then  hurried  away  to  Norway  and  Sweden.  Tried  to  induce 
them  to  giye  up  their  form  of  Home  Rule,  which,  as  all  the  world 
knows,  has  been  a  failure.  Wanted  them  to  take  our  Irish  edition. 
They  asked  me  '*if  it  had  been  a  successP"    Stumped!    Sent  to 

one  of  my  Magazmes,  *  *  How  to 
take  a  Photograph  by  Midnight 
Sunlight  by  One  who  has 
done  it'*^ 

DtfOMfi&tfT.^Obliged  to  stay 
at  home,  becanse  I  think  we 
are  going  to  change  our  Town- 
boose.  Downing  Street  most 
conyenient  but  queetion 
whether  I  shall  be  able  to  get 
a  renewal  of  the  lease  next 
year.  Sketched  out  the  scena- 
rio of  the  Drurr  Lane  Panto- 
mime; but  Sir  Augustus 
prefers  his  own*  Well,  well, 
7outh  will  have  its  way.  Sent 
in  my  special  article  for 
Christmas  and  the  New  Year, 
••The  History  of  the  World, 
from  the  Earnest  Times  to  the 
dose  of  the  Nineteenth  Cen- 
tury, bj  One  who  has  employed 
his  leisure  moments  in  its 
compilation."  And  here  I 
may  conclude,  by  wishing 
ererybody  "A  Blappy  New 
Year." 


JMrAuihafut,  **Bt  ths  way,  hayi  tou  uad  aut  or  mt  BooksT * 

Q,0,  **  No ;  I  'm  xxKPnro  thxk  ron  mt  Olo  Aox  I  ** 

F,  A,  **  On,  nov'T  talk  or  Old  Aox  1— it  's  so  Homxin  I " 

Q.C,  "Not  wrra  touk  Booxs  l" 


The  Egyptians  are  very  Con- 
senratareintheirnotions.  Sent 
home  to  one  of  my  Magaiinea, 
••  A  Fortnight  in  theMAHBi's 
Camp,  by  an  Acquaintance  of 

OSMAV  DI8VA." 

•/ime.— Attended  a  couple  of 
Cabinet  Meetings,  and  thsn  to 
America  for  a  jaunt  GaTothe 
President  a  carefully  worked- 
out  scheme  for  eonrerting  the 
Goremment  of  the  United 
States  into  a  Monarchy  of 
limited  liability.  The  President  greatly  pleased,  but  not  quite  sure 
it  would  work.  The  Americans  are  sadly  beh&d  the  age.  Sent 
home  to  one  of  my  Magarines,  •*  How  to  see  the  World's  Fair  at 
Cbioago  in  Twenty  Minutes,  by  One  who  haa  done  it" 

Jui^.  Session  nearlr  out  Took  part  in  a  debate  or  two  and  then 
off  to  the  North  Pole  in  a  balloon.  Managed  to  see  a  good  deal  of 
snow  and  ice,  and  fancy  we  caught  a  sight  of  the  Pole  itself.  Sent 
home  (br  naraohute)  to  one  of  my  Magazinea,  •*  How  I  got  within 
Measurable  Distance  of  the  Moon." 

^li^ttfi.^ Just  back  to  Westndnstsr  for  a  couple  of  days  to  wind 
np  the  Session,  then  away  to  India,'  Went  on  my  own  responsibility 
to  see  the  Ameer  of  AroHAiascAy .  Drew  up  a  treaty  in  draft  to 
be  signed  br  the  Ameer  and  the  Emperor  of  Russia,  Czax  was 
immnasely  pleased  and  wanted  to  make  me  Prince  of  Cxnc  Tasx4bt. 
Sent  to  one  of  my  Magarines,  ••  How  I  shot  my  first  Wild  Elephant" 

Agitofiftir.— Bttumed  tofiawarden  for  the  inside  of  a  week  and 
then  paid  my  hurried  Tiait  to  Australia.    Submitted  to  the  Cdoniea 


TRIFLES. 
(F^rom  Our  Speeial  Autdyeus.) 
Mb.  Oscax  BROWimro  has 
reimblished,  with  other  ^s- 
torical  Essays,  his  account  of 
the  Flight  to  Yarennes,  in 
which  he  demonstrates  that 
Casltlk  was  hopelesalr  wrong 
in  the  narratire  which  glows 
throogh  the  most  famous  and 
fascinating  chapter  in  The 
French  ItevoluUan.  There 
seems  no  doubt  about  it ;  but 
AuTOLTCDB  sayiL  he  knows  a 
man  who  woold  rather  be 
wrong  with  Cabltlk  than 
right  with  0.  B. 

•  •  •  • 

Met  the  Duke  of  Sotto- 
Yoox  to-dar.  Eridentlr  in 
most  dolehu  dumps.  *^No, 
it's  not  the  weather,  Auro- 
LTCU8,"  he  said.  ••^Faot  is 
thi^  although  supposed  to  be 
a  rich  man,  I  am  reduced  to 
extremities.  Lunched  yester- 
day at  the  Carlton  off  dish  of  braised  ox-tail,  and  supped  at  night 
at  Beefsteak  on  cow-heel  d  la  eordonmer." 

•  ••••• 

AuTOLTCUS  hears  that,  early  in  the  New  Year,  Mr.  ABxmrBAi), 
Mr.  GLADSTOirx's  host  in  the  South  of  France,  will  be  raised  to  the 
Peerare,  under  the  title  of  Baron  Biabbitz  or  Babmouth.  **  Pau  I 
Pau  I "  said  Mr.  Stuabt-Rkndxll,  when  the  rumour  reached  him. 
•*What  are  Barmouth  and  Biarritz?  I  took  Mr.  G.  on  to  the 
Pyrenees,  and  Cannes.  If  a  fresh  Barony  is  to  be  created  for 
Abxttstra]),  what  shall  I  hareP"  "Why,  a  Canne'd  one,"  said 
Alot  Wxst,  who  is  always  so  ready.  ($igned)       Aijtoltcus. 

*'Thb  Libxbatob  BuiLDDro  Socdett:"— To  liberate,  means,  ** 
make  free."    If  the  present  charges  are  proTen,  the  title  will  be 
rather  appropriate,  considering  how  very  fmit  Mems  to  haTs  made 
with  a  considerable  amount  of  property.   ^^  ^y  ^^ 
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THE    MAN   WHO   WOULD. 

v.— THE  MAN  WHO  WOULD  BRING  AN  ACTION  FOR  LIBEL. 

The  following  incident  in  the  c&reer  of  Browzeb  was  recalled  to 
memory  by  an  article  in  a  literary  journal.  An  author  was  airing 
his  grieyanoes ;  among  them  this,— that  writers  of  repute  occasion- 
ally lend  their  names  and  pens  to  obscure  or  unsuccesaful  papers  for 
a  consideration,  without  asking  how  the  usual  staff  of  the  iMiper  is 
paid.  These,  indeed,  are  delicate  inquiries.  Fart  of  the  plaint  was 
expressed  in  the  following  sentence : — 

**  When  a  joumal  makes  a  call  upon  a  good  author,  and  in  the  pages  of 
which  he  can  gain  neither  honour  nor  renown,  from  which,  as  a  matter  of 
taste,  he  would  shrink,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  from  contributing  to, 
that  joumal  ought  to  be  subjected  to  careful  scrutiny." 

Now  what  can  this  possibly  be  sumxMed  to  mean  P— 

*'  When  a  ioumal  makes  a  call  upon  a  good  author,  and  in  the 
pages  of  which  he  can  gain  neither  honour  nor  renown,"  (why 
**and"P)  "from  which"  (namelv,  "honour  and  renown")  "he 
would  shrink"  (why  should  he  shrink  from  renown  and  honour  P) 
"  from  contributing  to,"  (and  how  can  he  contribute  to  honour  ana 
renown  ^)  "that  joumfd  ought  to  be  subjected  to  careful  scrutiny." 
"  From  which  he  would  shrink  from  contributing  to,"  what  haye 
we  here  P  Surely  it  is  the  grammar  that  needs  caief ul  scrutiny,  and 
surely,  in  no  circumstances,  could  a  lofty 
"rate  of  pay"  be  conferred  on  a  style  (5 
this  description. 

It  is  natural  to  reflect  that  a  writer  in 
this  unoonyentional  manner  has  mainly  to 
tiiank  himself  for  any  want  of  success 
which  he,  and  we,  may  regret ;  and  that 
reflection,  again,  suggests  the  case  of 
BfiOWZBB,  the  Man  wno  would  bring  an 
Action  for  libel. 

BaowzKR  had  a  small  patrimony,  any 
amount  of  leisure,  and  a  good  deal  ot  am- 
bition. He  Uked  the  society  of  literary 
gentlemen,  he  enyied  their  Douyant  sue-  '^'' ■■•■////// 
cesses,  such  as  being  "  interyiewed,"  and  /-  Vv< 
sorrowed  with  their  sorrows,  such  as  being 
reyiewed.  He  listened  to  their  artless 
gossii),  and  fancied  himself  extremely 
knowing.  In  these  circumstances  of 
temptation,  Browzbb  fell,  as  many  better 
men  haye  done,  and  wrote  a  Noyel.  He 
drew  on  the  recollections  of  his  suburban 
youth ;  he  reyiyed  the  sorrows  of  his  sole 
flirtation :  he  sketched  his  aunts  with  a 
satirical  hand,  and  he  produced  a  packet 
of  manuscript  weighing  about  7ii  lbs.  This 
manuscript  he  Bent|  first,  to  a  literary 
man,  whose  name  he  haid  seen  ;in  the 
papers^  with  a  long  and  fulsome  letter, 
asking  for  an  opinion.  The  paroel  came 
back  next  day,  aooompanied  by  a  litho- 
graphed form  of  excuse.  Browzxh  de- 
nounced the  enyy  and  arrogance  of  man- 
kind, and  sent  his  paroel  to  a  publisher. 
He  qbef^^y  set  little  traps,  with  pieoes 
of  aohesiye  paper,  eyery  here  and  there, 
to  detect  oaxelessness  on  the  side  of  the 

reader.  The  paroel  came  back  in  a  week,  with  a  note  of  regret  that 
the  noyel  was  not  suitable.  Only  one  of  Browzxh's  pieoes  of  adhesiye 
paper  had  been  remoyed,  but  the  others  were  caiefully  initialled. 
A  modest  author  would  haye  oonoluded  that  his  opening  chapters 
condemned  him,  but  Bbowzeb's  wrath  against  man^d  only  burned 
the  more  fiercely.  He  remoyed  his  traps,  howeyer,  and  sent  WiUon'a 
Woomg  the  round  of  the  Row.  It  always  came  back,  "returning 
like  the  peewit,"  at  uncertain  interyals.  It  was  really  a  remarkable 
manuscript,  for  it  was  written  in  black  ink,  blue  ink,  red  ink,  pencil, 
and  stjLograph ;  moreoyer,  most  of  it  was  inscribed  on  the  margins, 
ft®  ^^*1  oopy  haying  been  erased,  infayourof  improyed  yersions. 
Finally  Bbowzkr  discoyered  a  publisher  who  would  take  WUUm^B 
Wooing ^  on  conditions  that  the  author  should  pay  £150  for  preliminary 
expenses  (exdusiye  of  adyertising,  for  which  a  special  charge  was  to 
be^ade),  would  guarantee  the  sale  of  300  copies,  and  would  accept 
half  profits  on  the  net  results  of  the  transaction. 

The  work  saw  the  li^ht,  and,  externally,  it  certainly  did  look  yery 
like  a  noyel.  The  reyiews,  which  Browzks  read  with  frenzied  ex- 
citement, also  looked  yery  like  reyiews  of  noyels.  They  were 
usually  about  two  inches  in  length,  and  generally  ended  by  saying 
that  "  Mr.  Browzbr  has  still  much  to  learn."  Some  of  them  con- 
densed BJiOWZBR*8  i|lot  into  about  eight  Hues,  in  this  manner  :— 
^  "He  was  a  yewnine  psychologist— she  was  a  suburban  flirt  He 
sighed,  and  analysed;  she  listened,  and  yawned.  Finally,  ahe 
went  on  the  stage,  and  he  compiled  this  record  of  the  iturring 
"^■ansaction." 


The  Foreman  of  the  Jury. 


But  at  last  there  came  a'longer  eritieiBmof  WiUon*%Ww>i^'v^ 
the  Erechtheum,  Somebody  took  Browsbr  to  pieoes,  ayerrin^  that 
".Mr.  Browzbb  has  neither  mmmar " (here  followed  a  stnagof 
examples  of  BROWZBR*8^idioms}  "nor humour^"  (here  came  ift^n**^ 
of  his  yrit  and  fancy),  "  nor  taste  "  (again  reinforoed  by  snecimeni}, 
"  nor  eyen  knowledge  of  the  French  language,  which  he  nahJtnallT 
massacres."  (Here  followed  a  foutranee,  bete  noir,  ioubriquet^  all 
our  old  friends.)  Finally,  Mr.  Browzbb  was  informed  thu  many 
fields  of  honourable  distinction  might  be  open  to  him.  but  that  t 
noyelist  he  oould  neyer  be. 

The  wrath  of  Bbowzeb  was  magnificent. "  He  went  about  aauBf 
his  friends,  who  told  him  that  the  critique  was  ole'arly  by  tkt 
brute  St.  Clair ;  they  knew  his  hand,  they  said;  a  oonfonndsd, 
conceited  pendant,  and  a  stuck-up  puppy.  The  reyiew  was  fisli*n1ttM 
to  damage  the  sale  of  any  book ;  it  was  a  dastardly  attack  oa 
Bbowzeb^s  reputation  as  a  man  of  wit  and  humour,  a  linguist,  andt 
grammarian.  They  thought  (as  Bbowzbb  wished  to  know)  that  u 
action  would  lie  against  the  reyiewer,  or  the  reyiew.  B«owzu  went 
to  a  SoUdtor,  who  espoused  his  cause,  but  without  enthunaam.  lbs 
name  of  the  reyiewer  was  demanded.  Now  St.  CudSL  was  not  tKi 
reyiewer ;  the  critic  was  a  man  just  from  College,  henoe  his  fnik 
indignation.  Whether  for  the  sake  of  diyersion.  or  for  tha'adyertia^* 
ment,  the  critic  wished  himself  to  bear  the  brunt  of  Bbowzu's 
anger,  and  the  Er^cKiheum  handed  him 
oyer  to  justice:  his  name  was  Sbizh. 
This  damped  Bbowzrb's  eageraees;  ao 
laurels,  were  to  be  won  from  the  eWoufl 
Smith.  The  adyocate  of  thai  mlprit 
made  out  a  case  highly  satiafactory  to  Uie 
learned  Judge,  who  hiad  been  a  xerisver 
himself  upon  a  time.  He  showed  tbii 
malioe  was  out  of  the  question;  Sbju 
had  neyer  heard  Bbowzbr's  name,  ssr 
Bbowzbb,  Smithes  (in  thia  inataaoe)  befoic 
the  book  was  published.  He  called  sereni 
professors  of  the  French  tongue,  to^profc 
that  Bbowzeb's  French  waa  that  uiaal  ii 
fiction,  but  not  the  language  of  Mouiu, 
or  of  the  Academy.  He  left  no  doubt  ca 
the  question  of  grammar.  At  to  the  wit 
and  pathos,  he  made  much  mirth  oat  of 
them. ,  He  cross-examined  Bbowzbb;  hid 
other  reyiews  praised  himf  Had  pub- 
lishers leaped  eagerly  at  his  work  P  (k 
what  terms  waa  it  published  ?  Biowzia*8 
answer  appeared  to  shew  that  Wakm'i 
WooinajfBMnoi  regarded  aa  a maftvpiece 
by  the  Trade. 

Bbowzbb's  adyocate  pat  it  that  Bbowzeb 
was  being  crushed  by  unfair  ridieals  oa 
his  first  entry  into  a  noble  pgofeasioB^ 
art.  that  of  Soott  and  Foaj>nro. 
spoke  of  mighty  poeta  in  tlieir  misvy 
dead.  He  drew  apicture  of  Bbowzbb's 
agonies  of  mind.  He  showed  that  aust«* 
pieces  had,  ere  now,  been  naeoted  hj  tiw 
publishers.  He  denooBoed  the  ficmer«< 
the  Frees.  Whowaaanunheard-efSmn, 
who  had  written  nothing^  to  caps  ^- 
ward  and  shout  at  Bbowzke  from  behiad 
the  hedge  of  the  anonymoue  F  The  noyelist  was  a  creatove  el  deliMle 
organisation ;  he  suffered  as  others  did  not  suffer;  his  oolj  aim  vai 
to  lighten  care,  and  instruct  ignorance.  Why  was  A«  to  be  M&sflCsd 
for  cruel  sarcasm  and  msult  P 

The  learned  Judge  summed-up  dead  against  Bbowzbb.  Bbowui 
had  published  a  bode,  had  inyited  criticism,  and  then,  wbenhs  cnlr 
got  what  his  work  merited,  he  came  and  asked  for  damages. 

The  question  of  malice  he  left  to  the  Jury,  who  must  see  thai  tbs 
Critic  and  Author  had  each  been  ignorant  of  the  other's  tfristfuofti 

The  Jury  did  not  deliberate  long.  They  thought  in  a  yerdici  lor 
Bbowzbb,  damages  £500,  and  coats. 

The  adyertisement*  the  publicity,  caused  WiUonU  Wcy*gittht 
eagerlj  asked  for.  Bbowzbr*b  book  went  into  ten  editioit^  and  a 
large  issue,  at  six  shillinga.  Next  year  Bbowzbb's  inbHdiftrslreTed 
that  he  owed  them  £37  14«.  6d.  This  waa  disappoiatinfft  and  eisB 
inexplieable.  but  Browzbb*8  fortune  was  made,  and  new  he  is 
much  lauded  by  all  the  reyiewers. 

The  Foreman  of  the  Jury  is  my  grocer,  and  I  yenttredr  ia  the 
confidence  of  priyate  ilife,  to  question  the  justice  of  tike  yerditt 
''Well,'' he  said,  *' you  see  it  comes  to  thit:  where  is  this  te  slop? 
Mr.  Bbowzbb,  he  sells  noyeb ;  1  sell  groceries." 
''  Excellent  of  their  kind! "  I  interrupted. 
'*Well,  I  try  to  giye  aatisf aotion ;  and  so  does  Mr.  Bbowibb.  U 
thst  youBB  Mr.  Smith  writes  to  the  papan  thai  my  sontf^eie  art 
original,  that  I  plagiarise  them  from  asaad-btinker,  or'tkat  af  t^i 
are  not  good  Chinese,— like  Mr.  BBOWZEB!a  French,  which  is  whatii 
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ofliial  in  the  Trade,— why,  then,  he  interferes  with  mv  hnnnets.  I 
bring  my  action,  and  hope  to  win  it ;  and  so,  aa  a  tradesman,  I  feel 
that  Mr.  Bbowzbr  was  wrtm^."  There  was  no  reply  to  these 
arguments,  bat  I  pity  the  RsTiewers. 


TO  MAUD.— A  BncTHDAT  Rouhdel. 

An  empty  purse  I    It 's  true  we  often  Bay 
This  weary  world  of  ours  knows  nothing 
worse. 
And  yet  I  send  you,  on  this  festive  day. 
An  empty  purse* 

Do  not  consign  to  an  untimely  hearse 
The  friena  who  treats  you  in  this  heartless 
way. 
Don't  let  your  pretty  lips  inyoke  a  curse. 

But  let  me  wish  you  happiness,  and  may 
Tou  guess  the  reason  from  this  little  yerse 
Why  at  your  feet  to-day  I  humbly  lay 
An  empty  purse. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The  worst  thing  about  Mrs.  HENyrEEB'a  new  NoTel,  pxibliahcd 
by  HimsT  and  Blackett,  is  its  title.  There  u  a  Ltmdim-Ji^urnathh^ 
penny -plain -twopence- coloured  smack  about  Foiled  whioh  ia  ttds- 
leading*  My  Baronit^  uaya  he  misses  the  re-it^rated  interjectiun 
which  should  accompany  the  verb,  **  Ha !  Ha !  Foiled  II**  would 
Bwrn  to  be  moTti  the  thing— but  it  isn't.    The  story  is  a  simple  one^ 

wound  about 
anoldtheniQ^ 
It  is  well  con- 
structed, and 
admirably 
told*  All  the 
characters 
are  what  are 
called  So- 
ciety people : 
but  Mrs. 
Hkitnikeil 
baa  ^studied 
them  in  the 
d  r  awi  n^  - 
room,  not 
from  the 
arca*rail- 
ings,  and  re- 
produoes 

them  on  her  page  with  Tivid  strokes.  Some  of  her  aoquaintanoea 
will  probably  feel  uneasy  when  they  read  about  Lard  Hudder^id; 
whilst  others  will  be  quite  sure  that  (among  their  sisters),  they  reoog- 
nise  Mrs,  Anthony  Oare,  Those  not  in  Society  of  to-day  will  find 
reminisoenoesof  Becky  Sharp  in  Mrs.  Oore:  whilst  big-boiied,  good- 
natured,  simple-hearted  Anthony,  pleasantly  recalls  Jfi:(^>r  Dobbm 
The  book  is  full  of  shrewd  obserration,  and  fine  touches  of 
character-drawing,  with   refreshing   oases  of  fiower-garden  and 

moor  in  Yorkshire  and  Scotland. 

•  ••••• 

Those  who  like  a  good  '/gashly "  book  should,  my  Baronite  says, 
forthwith  send  for  Lord  W<utwater  (Blickwood).  The  plot  is  so 
eerie,  and  its  oonduaion  so  incredulous,  that  the  praotisd  novel- 
reader,  seeing  whither  he  is  being  led,  almost  up  to  the  last  page 
expects  the  threatened  blow  will  oe  averted  by  some  more  or  less 
OTobable  agency.  But  Mr.  (or  Miss)  Stdxxt  Boltok  is  inexorable. 
Lord  WaUwMtor  is  dead  now.  and  there  can  be  no  harm  in  saying 
that  the  House  of  Lords  is  well  rid  of  his  impending  company.    He 

would  have  made  a  sad  Duke. 

•  ••••• 

A  LiTTLB  more  than  a  year  ago,  in  celebration  of  the  seventieth 
birthday  of  Hnruxm  itoinnat,  there  was  published  a  volume  con- 
taining reproductions  in  photogravure  of  some  of  the  works  of  that 
charmmg  painter.  Madame  KOKim  knows  tiie  harmless,  neoessary 
cat  as  intimately  as  Rosa  Bomhxub  knows  the  horse  or  the  ox.  She 
has  painted  it  with  loving  hand,  in  all  oiroumstanoea  of  its 
strangely- varied  life.  No  one  knows,  my  Baronite  says,  how  pretty 
and  graceful  a  thing  a  cat  is,  till  thev  study  it  with  the  assistance 
of  Madame  BoirifER.  Cassslli  afford  opportunity  of  making  this 
study  by  presentation  of  a  new  and  cheaper  edition  of  the  volume, 
with  oats  in  all  attitudes  purring  round  an  interesting  essay  on  them- 
selves, and  their  Portraiture,  contributed  by  Mr.  H.  M.  SpnaxAVir. 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

Wishing  all  of  you,  Constant  Riters  and  Constant  Readers,  a  Yery 
Merry  Christmas  and  a  Happy  New  Year.    I  am,  yours  ever. 

The  BUTHtson  Babok  ds  Book-Wosms. 


CHRISTMAS    NUMBERS. 

{By  a  Com/ort'Umng  Old  Ourmudgam.)' 

Ye4,  the  beys  home  from  school  are  all  playing  the  fool 

With  the  house  and  its  fittings  from  ffarret  to  basement. 
The  girls,  too,  are  back,  and  continual  clack 
Goes  on  all  day  long,  to  home  comfort's 
effacement. 
The  pudding's   as   sticky,   the  holly  as 
pricky. 
The  smell  of  sour  oranges  awful  as  ever ; 
Stuffed  hamper-unpadLers,  and  pullers  of 
crackers. 
At  making  of  litter  and  noise  just  as 
clever. 
The  stairs  are  all  rustle,  the  hall's  full  of 


bustle,  P-j^^^  ^:^^ 

Cold  draughts  and  the'  banging  of  doors 


are  incessant. 
They  're  nailing  up  neenery,  putting  up  **  scenery,' 

Ready  for  plays ;  ois  a  process  unj^leiUBant  I 
A  strong  smell  <tt  siie,  dabs  of  paint  in  one's  eyes. 

And  '*  rehearsals "  don't  add  to  the  charm  of  one's  drawing- 
room. 
My  pet  easy-chairs  are  all  bundled  down-stairs. 

To  leave  the  young  idiots  stage-space  and  more  jawing-room 
For  "  Private  Theatricals."    Wax  on  my  hat  trickles 

From  '*  Christmas  Candles,"  that  spot  all  the  passsges. 
Heart-cheering  youthfulness  ?    Common-sense  fruthfulness 

Tell  us,  at  Christmas,  youth 's  crassest  of  crass  ages. 
From  kitchen  to  attic  plates  pdydiromatic. 

From  some  '*  Christmas  Number,"  make  lumber.    Good  Heavens  I 
Ye  young  Yule-tide  stuffers,  ioe  know,  we  old  buffers. 

The  true  **  Christmas  Numbers"  are— Sixes  and  Sevens ! 


SPORTINQ   NOTES. 


-^i  ■ 


■^■■(fi 


.^ 


-f.ik-  .1^ 


't^'^w'"* 


»>. 


Old  Tear.— "Orw!" 


■l^^ 


New  Tear.—"  Don't  quite  lee  my  Way !  *' 


Thb  FiOKKDLnM  IK  "  MAB8."~We  are  beginning  to  know  more 
and  more  about  the  planet  Mart  every  day.  There  are  newspapers 
in  Mart,  Their  journalists  are  going  to  communicate  (by  electric 
flash-light  signals)  news  to  Earth.  Look  out  for  **  Pars  from  Mart,** 
The  Pa^s  probably  intend  having  a  good  time  of  it  when  they  get 
away  for  a  Christmas  holiday. 


MORTUIS/ 


ChaUy  Passenger,  "  Dkad  is  hs  ?    Poor  Chap  1    Hk  ubxd  to  Dbiyx  a  Cnr  Atuui,  and  mant  's  thv  Tiia  HS  's  Duykk  ms  1 
Hx  WAS  A  Good  Fellow,  but  mot  mdch  of  a  Whip,  xh  f " 

Driver,  **Ah,  well  1  what  dVxxpict?    Why,  hx  was  a  Oma'L'MAii'a  Goaohman  aforx  hx  took  to  thx  Road  1" 


THE  YOUNG  GUAED. 

<*  Old  Sentry,  For  thii  relief;  much  Uumki ;  'tia 
ratter  cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart.** — HamUL 

FiBST  Sentry-go  I    Kight,  itan  and  snow  1 

The  air  bites  shrewdly,  nipping,  eager, 
As  in  old  Denmark  long  ago. 
A  loDg,  long  watch  tnrongh  storm  and 
leaguer 
Thatjdim,  departing  Sentinel 
Has  held.    He  hails  the  Young  Giiard*s 
entry — 
"  Wlo  goes  there  P  "     "  Friend  I "    "  Pass, 
fnendl"    "All'sweU!" 
Tired    ago     retreats—fresh    yonth's  on 
sentry. 

All 's  Well  ?    Why  that 's  a  formal  hail 

From  Guard  to  Guard.    "Not  a  mouse 
stirring," 
Francisco  cried,  chill,  sleepy,  pale. 

No  bat  through  night-wastes  wheeling, 
whirring  ; 
No  trumpet's  snrill,  no  rocket's  roar. 

And  here  all  seems  as  calm  and  quiet 
As  on  the  heights  of  Elsinore, — 

Saye  for  far  sounds  of  wassail  riot. 

Some  *'  wake  to-night  snd  take  their  rouse  " 

In  England  as  in  Denmark,  doubtless. 
But  here  calm  broods  on  midnight 's  brows ; 

The  flag  clings  to  the  flag-staff,  floutless ; 
And  if  ghosts  walk— well,  youngling  Tear, 

With  hints  of  speotres  wny  alarm  you  ? 
Take  your  flrst  watch,  boy.  ydd  of  fear, 

With  hope,  that  inward  nre,  to  warm  you  I 


The  Old  Guards  know  that  youthful  glow 

Is  not  the  only  thing  that 's  needed 
For  a  long  spell  of  Sentry-go; 

But  when  were  yeteran  croakings  heeded  f 
And  if  they  were,  would  oarking  oare. 

Not  wrinkle  boy-brow  prematurely  r 
All 's  well—- to-night.   May  your  watch  fare 

Serenely,  steadfastly,  securely. 

Angels  and  ministers  of  grace 

Defend  you  from  all  spooks  alarming  I 
There 's  something  in  your  younker  f aoe 

That  eyen  ghosts  should  nnd  disarming. 
They  oome  in  questionable  shapes. 

Those  phantoms  of  the  Soeial  Cnsii. 
Are  their  cries  menaoea— or  japes  P 

These  be  owr  Mysteries  of  Isis  I 

The  Citadel  you  haye  to  ward 

Is  old,  ana  forces  new  are  mustering. 
Vigilant  yalour  will  afford 

More  help,  my  boy,  than  fear  or  flustering. 
Young  Habbt  with  his  beayer  up 

Should  be  your  models  my  young  *' nipper  I " 
Punchy  lifting  high  a  brimming  cup. 

Tips  the  Toung  Guard  a  friendly  flipper  I 


DiSTDremsHXD  LfyiLiD.  —.The  latest 
bulletin  states  that  '*Mr.  C.  A.  Fxabsok 
still  continues  weekly.  Whether  circula- 
tion is  much  impaired  will  be  ascertained 
within  a  short  time."  Dr.  SxxPHXHSOir, 
his  Medical  Adyiser,  thinks  the  system  must 
haye  sustained  a  seyere  shock,  but  hopes 
that  entire  rest,  coupled  with  a  liberal  diet, 
may  eyentnally  be  sucoessfnl  in  oombating 
the  malady. 


TO  SOME  EXPECTANT  BAltDS. 

God  reet  yoo,  merry  gentlemen  I 
Yon  twittering,  diirping  poetaaten.* 

What  though  you  ply  for  praise  the  pen, 
'Tis  a  mad  world,  yon  know,  my  maaters. 

And  therefore  in  our  land  of  f oola. 
Where  genius  staryesin  many  a  gutter, 

And  all  ^e  lore  of  all  the  iohooLi 
Scaroe  finds  a  man  in  bread-and-batter ; 


Where  rhymes  abound,  though  unall 
few 

The  prizes  are  that  any  bard  won. 
Your  lot,  0  facile  rhyming  orew 

Of  would-be  laureatea,  u  a  hard  one. 

Go  on  and  yersify.    God  wot, 
With  bards  and  rhymes  I 
quarreL 

You  haye  mjr  sympathies,  but  not 
(And  may  it  so  remain)  the  lanreL 


and 


wovud   net 


ExTXAOXDnrAXT  Faci  nr  Natusal  Hi»- 
TORT.— A  Gentleman^  whose  name  la  well 
known  in  sdentiflo  oirolea,  youohea  for  the 
following  fact.  He  waa,  he  says,  passing  a 
poulterers  sho]^  when  ne  aetaaw  saw  a 
nars  buy  a  rabSU  !  !  He  subsequent^  added, 
that  much  depended  on  the  way  of  ipalling 
"buy." 

Mxa.  B.,  whose  nephew  broke  hia  kg  at 
football  the  other  day.  told  a  friend  thai  it 
was  a  oonf ounded  fniotion,  but  she  hoped  tiis 
bones  would  ignite  in  the  end. 
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PHANTASMA-GGEE-IA ! 

Picturing  the  Fariout  Modes  of  Melodramatic  Murder.    {By  Our  *'  Off-hts  "-Bead  Poet. ) 
No.  nr.— THE  REVOLVEB  MUBDEB. 


Fbok  Bow  oomes  the  for  that's  on  his  coat, 
From  C^ermany  comes  his  watch ; 

His  trousers  the  ** London  make"  denote, 
His  accent  is  Franco-Scotch ; 
His  liquor  is  Special  Sootch ; 

He  **|ue88es"  much,   and  he  says  "Tou 

His  manner  is  slow  and  sly ; 
His  smoke  is  a  Turkish  cigar- 
ette, 

For  he  is  a  Russian  Sjpy— 

A  hlood  -  seeking  Russian 
Spyl 

Ohl  how  will  the  woes  of  Vir- 
tue end? 
'Tis  late  in  the    Five-Act 


But  wrongs  are  not   brooked  by   Russian 
gents— 
They  're  awfully  angry  fry ! 

The  hero  may  paraon  past  events. 
But  not  so  the  Russian  Spy,— 
'Tis  death  from  the  Russian  Spy ! 


And 


t^'' 


dark 


fortune    still 
Vice's  friend. 
And  yillany  holds  its  swav. 
Its  truly  wonderful  sway  I 
'Twouidscaroebe  the  thing  for 
Vice  to  crow. 
And   Virtue    to    sink    and 
die; 

The    end    must    arrive    iome    time, 
know- 
So  bring  on  your  Russian  Spy,— 
Ck>me,  out  with  your  Russian  Spy  ! 

It  cannot  be  long  I    The  time  is  here 
For  Virtue  to  pardon  Vice, 

Providing  he  does  not  live  too  near. 
Or  calTmore  than  once  or  twice — 
Look  in  more  than  once  or  twice. 


So  as  humbled  Vice  up  stafe  retires. 

Forgiven  by  him,  he  'd  slay 
(A  noble  reveii|re  the  House  admires. 

By  utterly  giving  way-r 

By  sniffingly  giving  way)— 
The  Spy,  with  revolver,  oomes  down  C, 

And  aims  at  the  evening  sky, 
And  down  tumbles  Vice,  as  dead  as  three. 

From  lead  from  the  Russian  Spy  !— 

Oh  I  accurate  Russian  Spy  1 


SOMETHING  LIKE  A  COUNTY- 

COUNCILLOR. 

{Being  Evidence  taken  in  the  Palace  of  Truth.) 

Quettion.  And  so  you  object  to  Theatres 
and  Musio-Halls  ? 

Answer.  Certainly;  and  know  as  much 
about  one  as  Uie  other. 

Q.  Do  you  ap- 
prove of  Belaks- 

PEABB? 

A.  Certainly 
not;  nor  of  any 
other  playwright. 
Q.  Have  you 
ever  read  a  ora- 
matio  composi- 
tion? 

A.  Never ;  it  is 
against  my 
principles  to  pe- 
ruse such  (so-md- 
led)  literature. 
Q.  Then  why  do  you  object  to  the  Author's 
work? 

A,  Because  I  know  if  I  were  Shakspkabe 
or  anjr  of  his  colleagues,  my  writings  would 
be  entirely  unfit  for  representation. 
Q.  Have  you  ever  entered  a  Theatre  ? 
A.  Certainly  not ;  and  never  shall. 
Q.  Have  you  visited  a  Music-Hail  ? 
A.  Emphatically  no,  and  don't  want  to. 
Q.  Then  why  do  you  complain  of  them  ? 
A.  Because  mv  imagination  pictures  them 
as  indescribably  horrible. 

Q.  How  comes  it  that  knowing  so  little, 
you  have  been  sent  to  abjudicate  upon  so 
much? 

A.  Because  I  was  elected  by  the  know- 
nothings  of  the  district  I  have  the  honour  to 
represent. 

Q.  And  what  became  of  the  rest  of  the 
oonstituenoy  ? 


A.  Tou  mean  the  majority— oh,  they  didn't 
take  the  trouble  to  register  their  votes. 

Q.  Then  you  are  the  mouthpiece  <rf  igno- 
rance and  incompetence  ? 

A.  Certainly— but  that  is  not  a  pretty  way 
of  putting  it  I 


On  the  Speculative  Builder. 

He's  the  readiest  cus- 
tomer living. 

While  you 'relending,  or 
spending,  or  giving ; 

But  when  you'd  make 
profit,  or  get  back  your 
own. 

He's  the  awkwardest 
customer  ever  you've 
known. 


Soira  AT  Chbisttmas. 
— *'  Then  Yule  Remem- 
ber Me!'' 


••ANECDOTAGE." 

Companion  Volume  to  other  Works  of  the  same 
kind. 

The  Duke  of  Wsluvoton  never  could 
persuade  Oeoboe  the  Foubth  that  he  was 
not  present  at  Waterloo.  One  day  his 
Majesty,  talking  over  the  table,  said  to  his 
Grace,  **  I  perf ectl;^  well  remember  vour  cry- 
ing to  the  Grenadiers,  '  Up,  Guards,  and  at 
them!"'  •*  Yes.  Sire,'^  replied  the  Duke,  "so 
I  have  been  told  before.''  The  King  smOed 
at  the  jest,  but  never  forgave  the  oarefnlly- 
ooncealed  sarcasm. 


Refuge  fob  Egotists.— **  The  Eye  Hos- 
pital." The  Specialist  who  attends  should 
be  Member  for  Eye. 


ODE  TO  SAPONACEA. 

Who  claims  my  strongest  missing  noun, 
When  sheets  as  soft  and  white  as  down. 
Return  in  colour  vellowy-brown  ? 
My  Laundress  I 

Who  by  her  science  can 
convert 

My  best  and  most  ex- 
pensive shirt 

Into  a  mirade  of  dirt  ? 
My  Laundress  I 


Who,  when  my  odllars 

come  back  frayed. 
Receives    my    protests 

undismaved. 
And  merely  wishes  to 

bepsid? 
My  Laundress  I 

Who  spite  of  warning  that  one  gives, 
Turns  cambric  kerchiefs  into  sieves. 
Or  ragged  treUis- work— and  lives  I 
My  Laundress  I 

Who  at  the  wash-tub,  truth  to  tell, 
Is  partly  fraud  and  partlv  sell, 
Tet  does  her  ** mangling"  very  well? 
My  Laundress  I 


THE  POETS  LOVE. 

Mt  Lady's  name  I  cannot  state, 
At  diiierent  times  I  greet  her 

As  CflLOB,  AlCABTLLIS.  KaTB, 

According  to  the  metre ; 
I  've  called  her 

Mabel  many 

a  time,— 
A  name  idhich 

leadsitselfto 

rhyme. 

Mv    Lady's 
hair  is  some- 
times black 
To  match  her 
sabledresses. 

At  others  falls 
about  her 
back 

In  glorious 
auburn 


Yet  do  not  take 
me  to  imply 
She  's    given 
to  the  use  of 
dye. 

I  like  her  when 
she's   sweet 
and  small. 
The  daintiest 
of  flowers, 
I  love  her  when,  divinely  tall^ 
Above  the  rest  she  towers ; 
And  yet,  as  second  thoughts  suggest. 
Perhaps  a  golden  mean  were  best. 

Sometimes,  a  simple  rustic  maid. 
She  strays  through  meadows  green. 

Sometimes  her  beauty  is  displayed 
In  glittering  ball-room  scene ; 

More  recently  I  've  thought  upon 

Creating  her  a  lady-Don. 

This  peerless  girl  of  whom  I  speak 

I  ever  worship  blindly 
And  sing  her  praises  onoe  a  week. 

If  editors  are  kindly ; 
Alas,  this  paragon,  I  own. 
Exists  within  my  verse  alone  I 


^T 


A'CHiixnro  Wibteb  "Dbaft."— Thatof 
The  Hone-Rule  BilL 
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Aneedoteca,  168, 181, 186 

ABBonnoeaMiit,  IM 

Another  Meenlnc,  181 

Antiqalt7  0fOol(78 

Apologia  Airygfttenaii,  101 

•<  Art  OompetitUnii,*'  laO 

AipiiBtion,  71 

At  a  Hjpnotlo  Mmes,  U7 

AtaRtakttl 

At  a  Vflg^tarian  Bflftauant,  180 

AtitAfpUnllM 

At  T^aaf  I  161 

At  the  Futten-makenT  Banquet,  U6 

AttheWUdWeet4 

Anetro-Oerman  Offlova*  Vade  Meenm,  171 

Antomn  Aftemooii  at  Nanreth  Hoaae 

(AnXni 
BALTonm  and  SaUahonr,  86 
Battle  of  the  Baida  (IheX  181,  Ml 
"  Bear  with  oa  I**  10 
Be-UttloMag  Mr.  Oladstooe'a  Miyjoritj, 

*'Best  ■▼idenoe''-hoir  not  to  get  it 


ueiween 


ithe  Acta,  185 
BewflderedldariataBd  the  BiTal  Bixeni 
^.(TheiaO. 
loca 


Birdec 

"  Bloww**  buret  np  (TheX  111 
Bogey  or  BeneftMstorr  188 
BooBKdaaj  Poet  (TheX  116 
BiaTO,  Bobbj  I  161 
Bmnunagem  BIrdeateher  flheX  US 
Builder  and  the  Architect  (The).  96 
By-and-br  Lawe  for  Tratelgar  Square,  ISP 
OAaBiif*  it  Oooneil,  MS 
Oudidate'e  Oomidete  Letter-Wrlter,  8 
CanTieeen  and  Otoraeeed,  18 
OeroB  and  Oharon,  196 
stiire(AX71 


Charity  bMiaa  Abroad,  167 
ObiteandlfmieXUl 
Chooeing  Ohmtmaa  T6yi,  190 
OhooelBg  hie  Worda,  09 
*' Chriatmae  la  OoBlng  I"  188, 104 
Chriatnaa  Nnmbera.  106 
Ohoreh  and  Booth,  16 
OltyPandozCAXlM 
Olaaaical  Qnenion,  140 
*' Oloeed  Cor  AltentiooB  and  Bepaira,"  8 
Oolunbiu,  188 
CoBuneroe  h  rAmerloalne,  86 
Oompendifonaly  Orammatleal  Tree  (A),  106 
OompUment  or  Oola  fTheX  161 
OompUmente  of  the  Seaaon  (TheX  801 
OonremtioBal  HInta  fbr  Toong  Bhoo< 
IM,  180,  110^  SM,  106,  l«lb  1«0^  148, 

Oofflolairaa,  U 


CkMta  aa  they  are  and  wlU  be,  126 

Ooanty-Ooandllor^a  Diary  (IheX  106 

Oourt  Jeetera  (IheX  100 

**OoiirtOnl*'88 

** Oroeeing  the  Bar  !**  174 

Ciy  or  the  Ohildien  (TheX  17 

(MBoBoT  78 

Gjrele-riding  Doatman  ClheX  68 

'*  Davt  Jonea'a  Looker,**  170 

"DeaieatOhiiekl'' 11 

DeCkMtonA,  166 

Degrae  Better  (AX  m 

Diary  of  an  ■q»lorer  h  la  Bnaae  (TheX  01 

Diary  of  aStateeman,  186 

Diaiy  of  the  Dead  Seaaon  (AX  100 

Doe  TeraQa  BoeldentX  180 

Dmriolanoa  in  (Moaio)  Anlla,  40 

Dmriolanna'a  Next,  101 

Dofflv  in  POlitioe  (TheX  40 

Doat  and  Haahe^  17 

BcoLaaiAenoAL  InteUigenoe,  180 

neetion  Ageniee,  76 

BeeUon  Notee,  0 

Bnd  of  Henley  OnbeX  H 

Kn-nobbUng  Specuole  (AnX  166 

Eeeenoe  of  ParUament,  71,  82,  04 

Bfening  from  Home  (AnX  104 

BzaoLSS 

Bzamination  Faper  for  a  Tnm  Oandl- 


date,  165 
?AC7r,  or  Fiinlc7  178 
Fkoltao' Both  SIdee.  146 
Peeling  their  Way,  100 
Fightfor  the  Standard  (TheX  165 
Fighting  "  Fdndrorant "  (TheX  186 
Fine,  or  Refine  f  77 
Flowery,  bat  not  Mealy-Monthed,  188 
Forte  Sentun  Saloa  Bocnm,  68 
Frog  he  woold  a-Bowing  gp  (AX  170 
From  Day  to  Day^M 
From  Newoaatte,  87 
Fran  Pencil  to  Fan,  188 
From  the  Vale  of  UangoUljB,  118 
Gami  ol  the  Uttle  Horaee,  n7 
Oeographioal  Theonr  (AX  41 
German  and  Hone-trying  Bide  (TheX  180 
German  Waten  ClheX  09 
Good  Old  (Bonday)  Tlmea  Berived  (TheX 

Good  Stayer  (AX  80 

Grand  Old  Diary  for  1808  (AX  801 

**(}ratoltoaa  Opinion  *'  (TheX  180 

"Great  Scott  I*  86 

Great  Unknown  (TheX  180 

"Green  the  (}aide,"  171 

Got  Fox  Popoli,  108 

*'  Habttual  Dnmkarda  Oommittee,**  158 

Hat  to  the  Paiaeol  (TheX  181 

Hearing  Himeelf,  111 

HeUth  and  Hoppioeea.  146 

"  Hera  we  are  anin  1  '^100 

HinttolSditorB(AX110 

**  HoBi  aoit  qni  maly  penae  !**  194 

How  Inanltan'  I  75 

How  it  might  haTO  been  Settled,  81 

*'ICBABODl*'lll 

Impweaiona  of  **  H  Titrndan,"  108 

Imprompta,186 

InaGhoet«how,184 

"  In  a  Winter  (OoYWit)  Garden,"  185 

InBaaeo^  187 


IneWtable  (TheX  801 
In  Kroelaia,  171 


Infra  Dig.,  81 

Inna andOata.  80, 106,  in,  154 

**InNnbiba8ril4 

In  Ofllee  with  the  Laboor  Vote,  87 

In  the  Oonnty  Oonndl,  HO 

In  the  Monkey-Houae,  158 

*'  In  thia  Stjle,  Two-and-Six,**  166 

Jr T»T-r,  ^^^r.  JiTihenrocK  (TheX  166 

Jmi^'i'a  Larueiit  f  A),  Si4 

"KrEPENo  Up  the  OhriAtopUer,''  116 
Klftfl  (The),  «BS 

Laiiy  Ghfa  IHitn^Uoii,  iST 
iMdj  QifA  Ohoat,  ^43 

Lailf  Gfcj'i  SeWllona,  30,  16,  S^,  41,  57, 

au  S4,  us,  M9*  1*6,  Ifi.  1TB,  Iflf,  197 
Lanil  nf  the  (rmthrr  too)  FnM  (TlLflX  106 
liMt  VlKiyytry  (Th«X  IS* 
LkJt  Train  (Tlje),  a 
Lfcnt  Word  (Tho).  t&t 
Lay  r>f  m  MiiccesAfiil  Angler  (Tha),  Ifl 
Lfcya  of  MM^ra  Ilrtmft,  3A,  i^,  77,  147,108 
Uj-  flf  thf  I.«t  Knigbt  (TheV  13» 
htAry  KJDi?  ftt  iins  Lyceum  (The),  nt 
"L*  Otiad  P]Tin9*iJi/"  Ufl 
Left  to  the  Udios,  ^as 
"  L'Homme  Propoee         61 
Lee  Bnfiuite  Terriblee  1101 
Letten  to  Abstiaotlona,  110, 114, 187, 168, 

Local  (Moor,  150 

LoetJokeOneXOO 

Maw  who  WoaUl|j(TheX  115, 110, 158, 185, 

Margate  by  Moonlight,  76 

Membera  we  ahailMiae,  106 

Mem.  from  Whitbreadfordahirab  158 


[emoimble,8i 

[enagerie  Baoe  ClheX  lU 

MinorMiaeriee,45,58 

Miaoarriage  of  Joatice,  186 

"  Miaaing  Word  "  (The),  181, 108 

Mixed  Notiona,  177, 107 

Modem  Meronry  (TheX  107 

Monteearlottery,  108 

More    Oontribattooa    to  the  Alooholie 

QDeation,17 
More  Lighta  I  141 

More  Beaaona  for  Stopping  in  Town,  111 
Mr.  Pnneh'a  Bleetioo  Addreaa,  0 
Moaical  Notee,  07 
My  Fixat  Brief;  101 
MyPaggy,l 
My  Seaaon  Ticket  101 
Nbsd  I  aay  More?  80 
New  Broom  and  the  Black  Peerage  (TheX 

NewBegnhitlonalijr  the  Bngliah  FoUoe, 

186 
Nest  Afrioaa  Miaaion  (TheX  45 
Next  Bleetlon  Pio-nio  (TheX  174 
Next  VlT&Yoce  (TheX  81 

•'Notee and  Faper,**  116 

Not  Going  Awiy  Cor  the  HoUdaya,  07 

Notloe,l40 


Not  Improbable,  141 
"  Oh  no,  we  never  MeatloB  It,**  146 
Oh,  SaonderaoB,  my  Oolonel  I  8 
Old  and  New  PearCAnX  106 
On  a  Onemaey  Sxcnrnon  Oar,  148 
On  an  Iriah  Landlord,  170 
On  the  Boxing  Kangaroo,  145 
On  the  Fly-Leaf  of  an  Old  Book,  18 
OntheSaada,61 
On  the  Threahold  of  Themia,  11 
Oj    •        ■  *   ~*     ■ ,  ■^^,  5S3 
Oj.,  E..  ,u  ;j...  f^uscaiit^J.  98 
Oi>entJc  NatM,  12,  17,  U,  10, 188 
Other  Paper  (The),  114 
Othff  bi(]A  of  Uie  GautAaa  (TheX  46 
OUierwIse  Engn^ed,  10 
Oor  B-MjklBK  Omc*.  U,  iJt,  58,  77,  106, 
."4   TH  i   m^^  234,  %it,  2^7, 160, 181,  800b 

Oor^* Miaaing  Word"  OonpetttioB,  IH 

OntofltllO 

Ovidina  Bemark,  84 

Pak  the  POeter.  188 

'*  Pariah"  CnkeX  81 

•*  Perfldiooa  Albion  **  again,  87 

Phantaamagora-ia,  115, 118,  800 

PhiUipopolIa,  111 

Pick  of  QieBaeketa (The)'  158 

Plea  of  the  Poetman  (TheX  801 

Playfbl  Heiferreeoenoe  at  Hawarden,  117 

Plebiadte  for  Pamaeaoa  (AX  HO 

Poefa  Love  CnieX  800 

Popular  Sooga  Banuft  101 

Poute  Leanug,  101 

PoUtleal  Johnny  OUpIn  (TheX  80 

PoUtical  Training,  ira 

Poor  Bond  to  Learning  (AX  160 

Poor  Vloliniat(nieX  118 

Porter'a  Slam  crheX  104 

Potato  and  the  Heptarchy  (IheX  in 

Pnotioal  TiMoeophT,  167 

Premier  and  PhTBicaan,  HI 

PreeentedatOoiixt,108 

"  '         45 


Priokle-me-upe,  8 

PHdeof  the  ftrnpinCHMX  160 

Probable  DedoeUon,  171 

ProoAi  before  Lettera,  181 

Pioepeet  of  the  Twelfth  (AX  41 

Pair  of  Smoke  (AX  »7 

'*  Ponech,**  145 

"  Potting  on  the  Hng  I  **  116 

()unH  and  the  Sonaitieea  (TheX  177 

(teeen  of  Man-o'er-Board  (IheX  144 

Qoeer  Qoeiiee.  176, 108 

Qoaetion  of  Police  (AX  107 

(^teMoTing,119 

BAcna,  with  the  OhiU  OflT,  14 

Ramagate  Saada  (Th^X  101 

Bather  Appropriate,  78 

Bather  Startling,  181 

Bather  too  Prematore,  194 

Reading  the  Stare  4  U  Mode,  78 

Beal  and  Ideal,  160 

Beeonclllatloii,178 

Beef.leotloo7n 

Reflection  in  the  Mift,  100 

Befraahera,  100 

Beporte  of  (kaokera,  111 

"Beetofatjon"  Period  flheX  178 

Beentt  of  being  Heritable  (AX  87       /f 

Bhodea  Ooloeaaa  (TheX  107 

"  Rift  within  the  Lnte  **  (TheX  106 
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Road  to  Rain  (The),  210 

Robert  Lowe,  Viecoimt  Bherbrooke,  67 

Robert  on  Lord  lUre'e  Day*  <*! 

Robert  on  Thinge  in  Oineral,  72 

Robert*!  Oompanione,  190 

Robert'!  Visit  to  IreUnd,  210 

Roe,  Bloater"!  Roe  I  Sft 

Rollicking  Show  (AX  51 

Ronndabout  Ramble  (A).  12S 

Royal  Road  to  Oomfort  (The).  2^$7 

*'  Batb  Bind,  Safe  Find  t "  284 

Bea-Bide  lUa.  182, 141 

Becondam  Harty,  210 

Bhakspearian  Gonandrom,  281 

Bhortand  Sweet.  246 

Shorteat  Day  (The),  291 

Sigh  no  more.  Lottie,  15S 

Signs  of  the  Season,  241 

BimpleasA"B"**C,'l 

Simple  Stories,  149 

**  Bins  of  Society  "(The)  269 

Sir  (3arlos  Euan  Smithes ;  or.  The  Insult- 
ing Saltan  and  the  High-toned  (^hri^tiau 
Knight.  88 

Sir  Gerald  Portal,  273 

Skeleton  at  the  Feast  (The),  290 

Skirts  and  Figures,  61 

Slight  Muddle  (A),  10 

"ranall  by  Degrees,  and  beautifully  less," 
280 

Something  like  a  Oounty  Councillor,  809 

Something  to  Lire  for,  266 

Song  of  the  Bar  (The),  93 

Songs  of  Society,  109 

Songs  Out  of  Season,  98, 117,  204 

Sonnet  on  (Dillon,  166 

*'  Speech  of  Monkeys  "  (The),  111 

Sporting  Notes,  805 

"Squared  I "198 

Stepney  that  Coeto  (The),  216 

Studies  in  the  New  Pottry,  IS.  f8, 114 

"Stumped  I"  146 

Such  a  ^'  Light  Opera  I "  178 

Suggestions  for  New  Musical  Publica- 
tions, 282 

Summerambrella,  48 

Sun-SpotSL  266 

Sword  and  Pen,  146, 181 

Takb  Oare  of  the  Pence,  2T0 

Taking  the  Oat-cake,  101 

Taxes.  267 

Tee,  Tee,  only  Tee  I  105 

That  Dutchman  Ooros  I  16 

"  There  and  Back,"  KS 

"There  he  Blows  I  "26 

This  Picture  and  That.  97 

Throush  ETer-Oreen  Glasses,  2 

Thoughts  not  Worth  a  Penny,  177 

"  Three  Choirs  Festival,"  132 

Tip  to  Tax-Oollectors,  90 

To  a  Model  Young  Lady,  2S4 

To  a  Pheasant,  180 

Toast,  49 

To  Astrna,  197 

To  a  Summer  Flower,  26 

To  Dr.  Louis  Robinson,  81 

To  Fbotball,  166 

To  Mankind  In  General,  213 

To  Maud,  160,  806 

To  Melenda,  149 

To  Miss  Ada  Jenoure,  72 

To  my  Luggage-Labels,  126 

To  my  Partner,  288 

To  my  Rival.  lOt 

To  my  Sweetheart,  177 

To  Our  Guernsey  Correspondents,  190 

**  To  Pay  or  pot  to  Pay,  that  is  the  Bis- 
l^ness,"  21 

To  Some  Authors,  214 

To  Some  Expectant  Bards.  800 

To  the  First  Bathing-Machine,  18 

To  "The  Uzy  Minstrel."  240 

To  the  Roller-SkaUng  Fiend,  98 

Traveller  (The),  40 

Trifles,  808 

Trio  (AX  68 

Two-penn'orth  of  Theosophy,  €6 

Uglt  Face  (The),  126 

Un-Brocken  Vows,  111 

Undecided.  262 

Unopposed  Election,  6 

Up  Aloft,  121 

"Used  Up,"  124 

Useftil  Experience  (A) 

Veby  Cruel,  222 

Very  Entertaining,  144 

Very  Latest  (The).  120 

Vive  le  Rain  du  Ballet  k  I'Alhambra,  145 

Votes  and  the  Man  I  5 

Wail  of  a  Pessimist  Poet  (TheX  63 

Walker  I  08 

"  Wandering  Minstrel "  (The),  270 

Wsuted  in  tbe  Law  Courts,  84 

War  on  a  Large  Scale,  250 

Was,  Is,  and  Will  be,  197 

Where  to  PUce  Him.  287 

Why  I  don't  write  Plays,  109 

Why  the  French  Won  the  fioat-Race,  1(0 

Why  Toung  Men  don't  Marry,  129 


WiUiam  Hardwick  Bradbury,  181 

William  the  Wheelman,  42 

"  With  Honours  of  War,"  69 

Wot  Cher  I  64 

Wot  Cher,  Labby  f  88 

Written  a  Hundred  Years  hence,  101, 192 

Tm  or  No  f  189 

Young  Guard  (The).  ?C6 

Yule-Ude— Old  and  New,  289 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

"AuRevoirr'91 
"Back  I  "116 

rorBenefkctorf  269 

ristmas  is  Coming  I "  296 
"  Closed  for  AlteratioDS  and  Repairs,"  7 
"  Crossing  the  Bar  I "  176 
"  Davy  Jones's  Locker,"  271 
"Ichabodl"223 
"Knocked   'em  in  the  Westmin-is-ter 

Road,"  66 
"  Le  Grand  Francis,"  247 
"  Little  Vulgar  Boy ''  (TheX  lOJ 
"  Missing  Word  "  (TheX  283 
Old  Spirit  (TheX  168 
Out  of  it  i  19 
Pan  the  Poster,  183 
Political  Johnny  Gilpin  (The),  81 
"  PutUng  on  the  Hug  I "  127 
Road  to  Ruin  (TheX  211 
"  Safe  bind,  safe  find  I"  286 
"Squared!"  199 
Tuning  the  Harp,  161 
White  Elephant  CTheX  187 
William  the  Wheelman,  43 
"Will  they  Work?  "79 
"  With  the  Honours  of  War,"  (0, 67 
Toung  Guard  (TheX  t07 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 

American  Ganymede  (TheX  ^30 
Arriving  too  kte  for  the  First  Act,  71 
Artist  and  Show-Boards,  268 
Artists  St  MUlbank,  287 
ArtisU'  Technicalitiea  during  Dinner,  120 
At  the  South  Sea-side,  181 
Bennett,  M.P.  for  Lincoln,  46 
Bewildered  Touriat  (TheX  60 
Bismarck  the  Whale,  20 
Buckjnmper  in  a  Hansom  (AX  207 
Bnffslo  WUliam's  N.8.E.  and  W.  Show,  35 
Cabbin'  it  Council  in  November,  242 
Cabinet  Meet  (Thel  200 
Cabman  on  Ladies^  Dress  (AX  287 
Candidate  on  the  Hustings,  94 
Captain  and  Railway  Lad,  245 


Chamberlain  as  a  Birdcatcher,  218 
Changing  Old  (3ent  into  an  Elephant,  107 
Coach  and  his  Pupils  (AX  902 
Columbus  viewing  Steamahip,  74 
Coriolanus  Bismarck,  14 
Costermongers*  Trousers  (TheX  277 
Country  Butcher  and  the  Outlets,  97 
Countiywoman's   Husband  a  Piisuose 

Dame.  90 
Coursing  Nowadava,  276 
Deceased  'Bua  Driver  (AX  800 
Dining  en  Villo,  09 
Doctor  and  Two  Sisters  (AX  210 
Doctor  who  Dresses  Irrelixionsly,  6 
Draper's  Ajsistant  and  Prun  Lady,  201 
Driving  Lady  and  the  Baronet,  21i) 
Effle's  Definition  of  a  Parable.  fOl 
Egotist's  Opinion  on  Popularity,  178 
Elderly  Duchess  and  French  Marshal,  114 
Election  Editor  gone  Mad,  41 
Election  Fever— a  Candidate's  Dream,  11 
Ethel's  Account  of  Papa's  Sport,  214 
EX-M.P.  and  his  Wife,  89 
Fair  Authoress  and  Old  Age.  808 
Family  Doctor  and  Youthful  Patient,  67 
Fanner  prefers  Manual  Labour,  111 
Festive  Season— a  Scotch  Night  (TheX  263 
Fight  for  the  Standard  (TheX  264 
Fighting  "  Foudioyant "  (TheX  184 
Finding  of  Pharaoh  (TheX  144 
Flyman  and  Invalid  Gentleman,  207 
Football  Fever  in  the  Midlapds,  &S9 
Foreigners  at  Duchev's  Concert,  78 
French  Frog  and  English  Bull,  liO 
French  Hairdresser  and  EngUahman,  190 
Frenchman  and  Uncle  Jack  a  Nieces,  li8 
Frisky  Spinster  and  Dancing  Captain,  0 
GenUeman  who  "  takes  Ufe  essilv,"  250 
German  Specialist  and  Gouty  Patient,  76 
Gillie  and  tbe  "crowded  Forest,"  218 
Gladstone's  Ever-Green  Glasses,  2 
GUuistonian  Dentiat  and  Tory  Patient,  16 
Gladstonian  Thunders  fromSnowdon,  168 
Going  on  Board  the  Government  Ship,  02 
Golfer's  Dream  (TheX  191 
Grand  Old  Gardener  (TheX  107 
Grumpy  Huaband  and  the  Papers,  87 
Happy  Family  Ord-Party  (A),  291 
Harmonious  Christmas  Political  Party,  S98 
Having  the  Woods  Painted,  238 
Helping  his  Host  to  Whiskey,  40 
High  Church  Lady  and  Verger,  220 
Highland  Chieftains  and  Games,  161 
High  Schoolmistress  and  Doctor,  180 
Horse-Rake  in  Ratten  Row,  113 
HospiUble  Host  and  Languid  Visitor,  84 
Hostess  welcoming  a  Late  Ousat,  18 


Dighi 


Housemaid's  Idea  of  a  (Sentlemsn,  214 
How  to  get  New-laid  Eggs,  121 
Hunting  Ladj  thrown  into  a  Brook,  2tf 
Hunting  Man's  Splendid  Mount,  195 
Hunting  Season— the  Meet,  215 
Isgo-Ctiamberlain  in  Birmingham,  87 
Impossible  to  Think  Worse  of  Him  I  96 
Impudent  Bov  and  Tall  Clergymaa,  19i 
In  the  Iriah  Elector's  Clutches.  28 
Jack  and  the  Salt  Rain-water.  145 
Jerry-Building  Jabberwook  (TheX  166 
Jeweller  and  Clerical  Customer,  56 
Jones's  "  Bad  Quarter  of  an  Hoar."  379 
Keepine  Poultiy  in  Sitting-room,  15 
Labouchere  Fox  and  Grapes,  liO  - 
Ladies  in  the  Hunting  Field,  276 
Lady  and  Seaside  Ubrarian,  lU 
Lady  and  Swiss  (Sovemesa,  25 
Lady  Canvasser  and  Shopkeeper,  21 
Lady  Croesus  and  Fkncy  Ball,  99 
Lady  Detectives  of  Charactsr,  282 
Lady  Friends  and  Old  Lace,  240 
Lady  Sketching  at  the  Sea-aids,  101 
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